\ mn snfgft sm\ m | 

I Lai Bahadur Shastri Academy of Adminlalration { 


MUSSOORIE 


3?«i<Fnw 

UBRARY 


^rwT 

Accession No 
Class No. 


llMAilt... 



Wei 

(» 


1794S 

LBSWaa 














Heinemann/Octxjpus 





77 /t’ I'inic Alachinc lirsl publishctl in (ircal Hrilain by 
William I Icincmann in 1S95 

i'/ic IsLinJ i'ir AUyrcun lirsl piiblislK-ii m (ircal Hrilain hy 
W’illiam Hcincmann in i Xi>6 

77 /<.’ lur/s/h/c Aft/// nri>^inally published in (heat Hrilain in iSgy, 
lirsl published by William ('ullins t:(: 

Sons Idmited in 1922 

77 /t’ /‘V/w/ Aft’// /// ///*’ .Moo/i orij^inally published in (Ireat Hrilain 
in 1901, lirsl published b\ W’illiam (adlins 
tS: Sons I amited in 1922 

7 //t’ l*ooJ oj the (/\></.v originally published in (ireal Hrilain 
in 1904, lirsl published by William Cadlins 
Sons lamileil in i«>22 

In the Days of the CUoitet orij»inally published in C Ireai Hrilain 
in 1906, lirsl published by W'illiam C'ollins 
tS: St>ns I limited 1922 

/ //(■ W’or <\f the lirst published in ( h eal Hrilain b>- 

W'illiam Ileinemann in i Si;S 

This editii>n publislKal b\’ 

W illiam Ileinemann I-imiled. 

Is 1(^iieen Si reel, Lomlon W. j 

in asstieialn>n \n ilh 

Oelopus Hooks lamiled, 

S9 (irosvenor Street, I-ontion W\ i 

ISHN o 9057 12 00 s 

Printed in Ctreal Hrilain by 
larrold Sons lad, Ni^ruieh 



17 


»or 

m 












Herbert (.icorge Wells (1X66--1946J was the son of a tradesman and was 
himself apprenticed to a draper in early life, a period which is rcHccted in 
some of his best novels, such as 77 /c Hisiojy of Mr Polly. He made his name 
with another type of ticrion-scientific romances-the first stories of their 
kind. I -ater he turned to scientific prophecy and social history, and priKiuced 
the Hxperimenf in Amohioi^raphy and The Ontline of History and in all three 
spheres his influence has been immense. 

Wells embodies the persistent fallacy that Science, which has done so 
much for man, can be made to do everything. Instinctively, as a creative 
artist. Wells admits \hc power of the irrational in man; constructively, as a 
man of science, he is irritated by the irrational, and tries tt> reduce life to a 
mathematical certitude. 

He came into literature from shop-keeping, teaching and science-he had 
studied biology with Huxley-and his earliest volumes were elementary text 
btioks. But he had contributed articles to the newspapers, and his first real 
book. Select (Jonversofions zvifli an I'ncle { 1S95 >, made from his jiuirnalistic 
essays, showed an original gift of humour. (Certain Personal Matters [ 1897) 
a similar volume. 

Wells’s definite arrival, however, was announced by I'/ic Time Machine 
(1895), a short tale of sixteen chapters, which showed not only the ability to 
make science the matter of a sttiry, but the rare gift of scientific imagination. 
This small book, written in fine quiet prose and made more terrible by its 
avoidance of ‘scnsaiit^nalism’, is a shining example of the ariisiic use of 
ideas. 'The novelist transfigures a scientific idea into an artistic creation; he 
does not employ fiction to propagate an idea. The difference is vital; and the 
time came when Wells lapsed from the first, and higher, level, to the second, 
and lower. 'This lapse, both in him and in some of his contemporary 
preachers, was partly deliberate, through the curiously persistent delusion 
that science is greater than art, and partly unavoidable, through the fact that 
with age, invention fails and is replaced by intellectual effort. Ideas will 
come when creative impulse has ceased. 

'i’here was no lack of creative impulse in the young Wells. After I'he Time 
Machine came The Wonderful \ Isit \ 1895», a delicately fantastic criticism of 
life, with an angel as the critical visitant. The Island of Dr Morean < 1896}, a 
ghastly scientific romance of creatures whose reflexes had been Ci)miilii>ned 
by a super-vivisectiimist, appeared in the same year as 'I'he Wheels oj (Ihancw 
the first of Wells’s delightful human comedies, with a touch of 
autobiography in the draper’s-shop scenes. 'This was specially the age of the 
bicycle, before the imminent automobile made it a mere nuisance of the 
roails, and bicycles arc, in a sense, the hero, the heroine and the villain of 77 /c 
IV 7 /( ( /.s of (Utance. 

In 1895 appeared 'The Stolen Pacillns^ first of several collections of short 


sti^rics, a form literary ar! in which Wells is seen at his best. 7 V/e Invisihlc 
Mini (1S971 is a hnrribly logical talc of bodily invisibility in a bruising, 
assaulting world, liven more impressive was 77 /c \\\irof the \\”orlils\ iSyS ) in 
which the Wellsian combination i^f scientific imagination with homely 
realism made an invasion of the earth by creatures from Alars appear only 
too possible. U'7/i7/ the Sleeper Wakes « iSgy) was the first serious excursion 
intt) the future. 77 /e b'irst Men in the Moon i lyoi) was excellent fantasy 
drawn with the lightest of touches; and the W'ellsian logic was prominent in 
77 /e hood of the (iods (1904); if men can be made gigantic by the aid of 
scientifically adjusted food, so will the rats and vermin that feed on the 
remnants. 77 /e IWtr in the Air -lyoSi gave readers their first extended 
sensation of aerial warfare; but the book suffers from understatement, the 
prophetic fancy being much less terrible than the now familiar fact. 

In following the ciuirse of his scientific romances we have passed in er 
some boi^ks of the kind in which Wells is supreme, the tragi-ec^medies of the 
lower-middle-class life, foreshadt)wed by 77 ie Wheels of C'.hanee. I.ore and 
Mr Len'ishat/i « 1900) contains some autobiography and tells its ci>m- 
monplace story excellently. I he Sea Lady U9021, a beautifully written 
fantasy, returns to the manner i>f 7 he \\\niderliil Msit. I^ut the triumph of 
this period, and perhaps the crown of the author's achievement, is Kipps 
' 1905 ', in which humour, pathos and a delicate understanding of the semi- 
articulate are jinned to nickensian vigour i^f portraiture. 

'That the mind of Wells W(>uld pass from scientific speculation 
riMnaniically applied to scientific speculation si)cially applied could be 
predicted from his earliest stories. 'Three volumes mark the arrival of the 
prophet who was henceforward to be yoked io the novelist. Ant iei pat ions 
' 1901 ', Mankind in the Making ' 1903* and . f Mihlern I topia ( 1905d he 
time was prointious. A national reaction against the squalid Imperialism of 
the South African W'ar had created a public ready to listen to a gospel of 
social and political regeneration. W'ells appeared to i>ffcr certitudes, and he 
was eagerl\‘ read. IVrhajis at no time were so many people so hopeful of' 
making this world a better place. 

('ritics have t^bjected that WY'lls’s I hc^pian ideas have varied fn^n year i*) 
year. 'That is their strength, ni)t their weakness. A Utopia is always more 
valuable as criticism than as construction -as a dark disclosure of the present 
against the bright background of a lovely future. As the present varies, so 
must the speculation. Hut the convinced Utopian grows to believe in his own 
fables, and he thinks he can plan for ultimate perfection. He omits to notice 
that the Utopian sweeps and garnishes a room for the seven devils of 
Dictatorship and (latigsterdom to enter in and possess. And so Wells, in his 
infatuation, went on to Acre Worlds for Old (190S) and a multitude of 
millennial ei>nstructions which were sometimes essays or pamphlets, and 
sometimes novels- 77 /c \e:c Maehiavelli 1 191 1 ), 77 ie \\\n'ld Set L'reei 1914), 



ihc Research Ataj^HiJieent f lyis.', Mr Rrillin^ Sees it ihrau^h ' iyi6j. Men 
Like (loJs (19231, The Open Onnspiraey ( 192S ), and oThers. 

Hu! in tlic talcs that seemed lu exist l\»r their own sake a troubled note was 
presently heard-*the note of sex-discord and the failure of marriaj^e. /]//// 
Wraniea (1909) is a tale of disharmony, and a much greater book, 'I'nna- 
Rnni^ay (lyoyi-perhaps his best picture of the world of his time-is 
concerned almost equally with linancial buccaneering and sexual strife. 
Fa’cii an almost perfect cianedy like 77 /e History of Mr Tolly ' lyio- begin.; 
with a marriage that fails as ctmipletely as the lovable hero's shop. Sexual 
antagimism is a main note in Marriaiic >19121, The Tassiottate L'riettJs *1913), 
7 //e n'V/’e of Sir Isaac I/arniait ' 1914', 7 ^>t/// atul Peter lyiS*, The Secret 
Places of the Heart 19221, (Christina Alberta's Lather 1 1925 , The W” or hi of 
William (ilissohl ( 1926) and Meann'hile > 1927 'I’here is much else in some of 
these, but most of them seem little more than Ibotnotes to discontent. An 
exception is Pealhy ' 1915 *, a brief return to pure comedy. 

'riiere are many other Wiirks-treatises, miscellanies and arguments 
which must necessarily gt^ unmentioned. 'Two, however, may be named, the 
lixperitnettt in Atttohioi^raphy • 1934 u which enriches the occasional personal 
reminiscences of the novels, and The Ontlitie of History i 19201, which is a 
bold attempt to tell the story of man as an evolutionary creature. That 
fanatical histtu'ians hke Helli>c have intensely disliked this book is ni> reason 
why people who wish to learn something about the progress of man through 
time and space, as seen by an unusually gifted observer, should be bullied 
into not reading it. I'he Otttline is a monument to W'ells's own passiiui.ite 
belief in the power of‘the right books' to cure wrong thinking. 

(')f all recent social philosophers W'ells has been the most fertile, the most 
undaunted. If good-will and jxilient argument could bring order to a 
muddled world, W’VlIs would be numbered with the great reformers. Hut he 
has never aj^preciated the power i 4 'the irrational in man. He has regauled 
the arts with suspicion-!hey do not prove anything, and they have no place 
in his scienliticallN planned future. Rousseau and \\>ltaire knew mankiiul 
better; they kindled and inllamed: WVlls has continually argued. Still, his 
inlluenee was potent. 1 le educatcil most of tln)se who have gone bexond him 
and now disown him. I lis greatest merit is that he helped to keep ho}V alive 
in an age of despair. 

b’or the li>ver of literature he lives as the ereator v>f a new romance ot 
seience, as a shrewd delineatt)r i>f his jK-riod, and ;is the humorous kindly 
chronicler of inconsincuous lives. The early W'ells, like the early 
W’ordsworth, is still the best. Not all his voluminous mass of j’llanning and 
speculation can outweigh the simple art ol Kipps and Mr Polly. 

ReprittteJJroni the (loncise luiglish I listory of |{nglish Literature hy 
(rcoree Sampsott, ptihlishctl by the ('ambrid^e Vnii ersity Pres\. 




PREFACE 


'I'hcsc talcs have been compared with the works of Jules Verne and there 
was a disposition on llie part ot literary journalists at ime lime to call me the 
l!.n>?lish Jules Verne. As a mailer i>l laet there is no literary resemblance 
whatever between the anticipatory inveniiiMis ol the Cireal brenchman and 
these t'anlasies. Mis wi>rk dealt almt>st always with actual possibilities ol 
invention and discovery, and he made some remarkable idrecasis. d'he 
interest he invoked was a practical i>ne; he wrote and believed ami told that 
this or that tiling could be done, which was not at that lime done. 1 le helped 
his reader to imagine it done and to realise what fun, e.xcitement or mischief 
wiHild ensue. Many of his inventions have ‘come true.' Hut these stories of 
mine collected here do not pretend t(» deal with possible things: they are 
exercises ol the imagination in a quite dillerent held. 'They belong to a class 
of writing which includes the Holden /l.w oj Ap>nlcins. the I'vnc Ih'norics of 
l.nciun^ Peter Se/t/eni/l iind the story o\' Pruttke/tstein. It includes too some 
admirable inventions by Mr David (farnett, Lady nno I'ox for instance. 
'I'hey are all lantasies; they do not aim to project a serii>us possibility; they 
aim iiuieed only at the same aim)uni (^f conviction as i>ne gets in a good 
gripping dream. 'l'he\ have to hold the reader lo the end by art and illusion 
and not by prt^'l and argument, aiiil the moment he closes the cover and 
rellecls he wakes up lo their impi'ssibility. 

In all this type of slor\ the living interest lies in their noii-lantasiic 
elements and iu>l in the invenlit)n itself. 'They are appeals lor human 
sNinpathy quite as much as any ‘s\mpalhetic' novel, and the lanlaslic 
element, the strange property or the strange wi>rki, is used only to throw up 
and iniensily i>ur natural reactions of wiauler, tear or perplexity. 'The 
invention is nothing in itself and when this kind of thing is attempted by 
clumsy writers who do not understand this elementary principle nothing 
could be conceived more silly and extravagant. Anyone can invent human 
beings inside out or worlds like dumb-bells tir a gravitation that repels. 'The 
thing that makes such imaginations interesting is their translation into 
commonplace terms and a rigid e.xclusion of other marxels from the story. 
'I’hen it becomes human, ‘ilow would you feel and what might not happen 
to yint,' is the typical question, if for instance pigs ciuild tly and one came 
rocketing over a hedge at you> How would you leel and what might not 
happen to you if suddenly you were changed into an ass and couldn't tell 
anyone about it? Or if you became invisible? Hut no one wiutld think twice 
about the answ er if hedges and houses also began to lly, or if jK’ople changed 
into lions, tigers, cats and d<.)gs left and right, or if everyone could vanish 
anyhow. Nothing remains interesting where anything may happen. 



lH)r the writer of fantastie stories to help the reader to play the game 
properly, he must help him in every pt^ssible unobtrusive way to Jouicsticatc 
the impossible hypothesis. He must trick him into an unwary concession to 
stme plausible assumption and gel on with his story while the illusion 
holds. And that is where there was a certain slight novelty in my stories 
when first they appeared. Hitherto, except in expK^ration fantasies, the 
fantastic element was brought in by magic. iTankenstein even, used some 
jiggery-pokery magic to animate his artiticial monster. 'There was trouble 
about the thing's soul. Hut by the end i>f last century it had become dillicult 
to squeeze even a monetary belief out of magic any longer. It occurred to me 
that instead of the usual interview with the devil or a magician, an ingenious 
use of scientific patter might with advantage be substituted. 'That was no 
great discovery. I simply bnuight a fetish stuff up to dale, and made it as 
near actual theory as possible. 

As soon as the magic trick has been done the winkle business of the fantasy 
writer is to keep everything else human and real. 'Touches of prosaic detail 
are imperative and a rigorous adherence t(^ the hypothesis. Any extra 
fantasy i^itside the cardinal assumption immediately gives a touch i^f 
irresponsible silliness to the invention. So soiMi as the hypothesis is 
launched the whole interest becomes the interest of looking at human 
feelings and human ways, from the new angle that has been acquired. One 
can keep the story within the bounds of a few individual experiences as 
C.^Jiamisso does in Peter Se/tleitiiL or one can expand it to a broad criticism of 
human institutions and limitations as in (ht/lii'cr's ’J)m'e/s. My early, 
profound and lifelong admiration for Swift, aj^pears again and again in this 
collection, and it is particularly evident in a predisposition to make the 
si4>ries rellect upon contemporary political and social discussions. It is an 
incurable habit with literary critics to lament some K)st artistry and 
innocence in my earl\ w^n ks and io accuse me ol having beciMTie polemical 
in my later years. That habit is of such i>ld standing that the late Mr 
/angwill in a review in iSys complained that my first bo4>k, I'lie I’iine 
MaL/iitie^ concerned itself with 'our present disconienls.' 

Tor some years I produced taie or more of these 'scienlilic fantasies,' as 
they were called, every year. In my student days we were much exercised by 
talk about a pi^ssible fourth dimension of space; the fairly obvious idea that 
events could be presented in a rigid four dimensional space time f ramework 
had occurred to me, and this is used as the magic trick for a glimpse 4)f the 
future that ran counter to the placid assumption ol'thal time that Evolution 
was a pro-human force makings thing better and belter for mankind. P/ie 
Island oj Dr Moreatt is an exercise in youthful blasphemy. Now and then, 
though I rarely admit it, the universe projects itself towards me in a hideims 
grimace. It grimaced that lime, and I did my best to express my vision of the 
aimless torture in creation. 'I'lie H't/r oJ the W’WUls like I'he Time Machine 
was another assault on human self-satisfaction. 

All these three books are consciously grim, under the influence of Swift’s 
tradition. Hut I am neither a pessimist nor an optimist at bottom. 'I'his is an 
entirely indifferent world in which wilful wisdom seems to have a perfectly 
fair chance. It is after all rather cheap to get force of presentation by loading 



the scales on the sinister side. I lorror stories are easier to write than gay and 
exalting stories. In 77 /e lurst Aten in the Aloon 1 tried an improvement on 
Jules Verne's shot, in i)rder to look at mankind IVom a distance and 
burlesque the elFecls of specialisation. Verne never landed on the moon 
because he never knew of radio and of the possibility of sending back a 
message. So it was his shot that came back. Hut equipped with radio, which 
had just come out then, 1 was able to land and even see something of the 
planet. 

'riie later books are distinctly on the optimistic side. 'I'hc hood oj the (tods 
is a fantasia on the change of scale in human alfairs. Hverybody nowadays 
realises that change of scale; we see the whole world in disorder through it; 
but in 1904 it was not a very prevalent idea. I had hit upon it while working 
out the pi^ssibilities of the near future in a boi^k of speculations called 
Atnici[nations (lyoi). 

!ti the Days of the ("oniet is Utopian. 'I'he world is gassed and cleaned up 
mi^rally by the benevolent tail of a comet. Hy this time I had tired of talking 
in playful parables to a world engaged in destroying itself. I was becoming 
too convinced of the sinuig pn^bability of very strenuous and painful 
human experiences in the near future to play about with them much more. 
Hut I did two other sarcastic fantasies, not included here, Mr Hlettsrcorthy 
on Ranipo/e Island and 77 /(' /Intoeraey oj Mr Parham^ in which there is I 
think a certain gay bitterness, before 1 desisted altogether. 

I'he rlntocracy of Mr Parhant is all about dictati>rs, and dictators are all 
about us, but it has never struggled through io a really cheap edition. Work 
of this sort gets so stupidly reviewed nowadays iltat it has little chance of 
being properly read. People are simply warned that there are ideas in my 
books and advised not to read them, and so a fatal suspicion has wrapy>ed 
about the later ones. "Ware stimulants!' It is no good my saying that they .ire 
quite as easy to read as the earlier ones and much more timely. 

It becomes a bore doing imaginative books that do not touch 
imaginations, and at length one stops even planning them. I think I am 
better employed now nearer reality, trying to make a working analysis of inir 
deepening si>cial perplexities in such labours as Phe Work, W’ea/th and 
Ila/tfyittess of Mankind and After Dentoeraey. 'The world in the presence ol 
cataclysmal realities has no need for fresh cataclysmal fantasies. 'That game 
is over. Who wants the invented humours of Mr Parham in W'hitehall, when 
day by day we can watch Mr Hitler in Germany? What human invention 
can pit itself against the fantastic fun of the hates? I am wnaig in grumbling 
at reviewers. Reality has taken a leaf from my book and set itself to 
supersede me. 


Paken front the preface to an earlier 
collection, hy l/.(i. \\”ells, written in i 933 - 
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"i'hc 'I'imc 'fravcllcr dor so ii will be convcnienl lo speak of him) was 
expounding a recondite matter to us. llis grey eyes shone and twinkled, and 
his usually pale face was Hushed and animated. 'I'he lire burned brightly, 
and the soft radiance of the incandescent lights in the lilies of silver caught 
the bubbles that Hashed and passed in our glasses. Our chairs, being his 
patents, embraced and caressed us rather than submitted ti^ be sat upon, and 
there was that luxurious after-dinner atmosphere, when thought runs grace¬ 
fully free of the trammels of precision. And he put it to us in this way— 
marking the points with lean forefinger—^as we sal and lazily admired his 
earnestness over this new paradox (as we thimght it) and his fecundity. 

‘You must follow me carefully. 1 shall have to controvert one or two ideas 
that are almost universally accepted. 'The geometry, for instanee, they 
taught you at school is founded on a misconception.' 

‘Is not that rather a large thing to expect us to begin upon?' said h'ilby, an 
argumentative person with red hair. 

‘I do not mean to ask you to accept anything without reasonable ground 
for it. You will soon admit as much as I need from you. You know of course 
that a mathematical line, a line of thickness ;///, has no real existence. 'I'hey 
taught you that? Neither has a mathematical jHane. These things are mere 
abstractions.' 

‘'That is all right,' said the Psychologist. 

‘Nor, having only length, breadth, and thickness, can a cube have a real 
existence.' 

‘'There I object,' said T'ilby. ‘Of course a solid body may exist. All real 
things-' 

‘So most ix'ople think. Hut wait a moment. (Ian an iHniuniuHcons cube exist?' 

‘Don't follow you,' said T'ilby. 

‘(]an a cube that does m)t last for any lime at all, have a real existence?' 

1 ^'ilby became pensive. ‘(Clearly,' the 'I'ime 'Traveller proceeded, ‘any real 
body must have extension in /i///rdirectitms: it must have Length, Hreadth, 
'Thickness, and—Duration. Hut through a natural infirmity of the Hesh, 
w'hich I will explain to you in a moment, we incline to overlook this fact. 
'There are really four dimensions, three which we call the three planes of 
Space, and a fourth, 'Time. 'I'here is, however, a tendency to draw an unreal 
distinction between the former three dimensions and the latter, because it 
happens that our consciousness moves intermittently in one direction along 
the latter from the beginning to the end of our lives.' 

‘'I'hat,' said a very young man, making spasmodic eflbrts to relight his 
cigar over the lamp; ‘that.. . very clear indeed.' 
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The l ime Machine 

‘Now, it is very remarkable that this is so extensively overlooked,’ 
continued the 'rime 'rravcller, with a slight accession of cheerfulness. 
‘Really this is what is meant by the h’ourth Dimension, though some people 
who talk about the Fourth Dimension do not know they mean it. It is only 
another way of looking at 'I'ime. I'herc is no Jifference henveen Time and any 
of the three Ji/nensions of Space except that our consciousness nuwes alotii^ it. 
Hut some fiH>lish people have got hold of the wrong side of that idea. You 
have all heard what they have to say about this Fourth Dimension?' 

‘/ have not,’ said the Provincial Mayor. 

‘It is simply this. 'That Space, as our mathematicians have it, is spoken of 
as having three dimensions, which one may call Length, Breadth, and 
'Phickness, and is always definable by reference to three planes, each at right 
angles to the others. Hut st^me philosophical people have been asking why 
three dimensions particularly—why not another direction at right angles to 
the other three? and have even tried to construct a luiur-Dimensional 
geometry. Professor Simini Newcomb was expounding this to the New 
York Mathematical Society only a month or so ago. You know how on a flat 
surface, which has only twi^ dimensions, we can represent a figure of a 
three-dimensional solid, and similarly they think that by models of three 
dimensions they could represent one of four—if they could master the 
perspective of the thing. See?’ 

‘I think so,’ murmured the Provincial Mayor; and, knitting his brows, he 
lapsed into an introspective state, his lips moving as one who repeats mystic 
words. ‘Yes, 1 think I see it now,’ he said after some time, brightening in a 
quite transiU)ry manner. 

‘Well, I do not mind telling you I have been at work upon this geometry 
i^f F’our Dimensions for some time. Some of my results are curious. For 
instance, here is a portrait of a man at eight years old, another at fifteen, 
another at seventeen, amnher at twenty-three, and so on. All these are 
evidently sections, as it were, 'rhree-Dimensional representations of his 
F’our-Dimensioned being, which is a fixed and unalterable thing.’ 

‘Scientific people,’ proceeded the 'Lime 'Praveller, after the pause re¬ 
quired for the proper assimilation of this, ‘know very well that 'Time is only a 
kind of Space. 1 lere is a popular scientific diagram, a weather reci^rd. 'This line 
I trace with my linger shows the movement of the barometer. Yesterday it 
was so high, yesterday night it fell, then this morning it rose again, and so 
gently upward to here. Surely the mercury did not trace this line in any of the 
dimensions of* Space generally recognised? Hut certainly it traced such a line, 
and that line, therefore, we must conclude was along the 'rime-Dimension.’ 

‘Hut,’ said the Medical Man, staring hard at a coal in the lire, ‘if'Lime is 
really only a fourth dimension of Space, why is it, and why has it always 
been, regarded as something different? And why cannot we move in 'Time as 
we move about in the other dimensions of Space?’ 

'I’he 'Lime 'Pravellcr smiled. ‘Arc you so sure we can move freely in 
Space? Right and left we can go, backward and forward freely enough, and 
men always have done so. 1 admit we move freely in two dimensions. Hut 
how about up and elown? Clravitation limits us there.’ 

‘Not exactlv,’ said the Medical Man. ‘'Phere are balloons.’ 
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The Time Machine 

‘Hul before the balloons, save for spasmodic jumping and ihe inequalities 
of the surface, man had no freedom of vertical movement.' 

\Still, they could move a little up and de>\vn,' said the Medical Man. 

‘liasier, far easier down than up.’ 

‘And you cannot move at all in 'I'ime, you cannot get away from the 
present moment.’ 

‘My dear sir, that is just where you are wrong. That is just where the 
whole world has gime wrong. We are always getting away Irom the present 
moment. Our mental existences, which are immaterial and have no 
dimensions, arc passing along the 'rime-Dimension with a uniform velocity 
from the cradle to the grave. Just as we should travel thyicn if we began our 
existence fifty miles above the earth’s surface.' 

‘But the great dilliculty is this,’ interrupted the Psychologist. ‘You ca)i 
move abt>ut in all directions of Space, but you canmn move about in 'Time.' 

‘'That is the germ of my great discovery. But you arc wriMig to say that we 
canned move about in 'Time. Bor instance, if 1 am recalling an incident very 
vividly I go back t(^ the instant of its occurrence: 1 become absent-minded, 
as you say. I jump back tor a nuanent. C)i‘course we have no means of stay¬ 
ing back for any length i>f'Time, any more than a savage or an animal has of 
staying six feet above the ground. But a civilised man is belter off than the 
savage in this respect. He can go up against gravitation in a balloon, and why 
slum Id he not hope that ultimately he may be able to stop or accelerate his 
drift along the 'rime-l!)imension, or even turn about and travel the tMher way?' 

‘Oh, ////.V,' began Bilby, ‘is all-' 

‘Why not?’ said the Time 'Traveller. 

‘It's against reason,' said T’ilby. 

‘What reason?’ said the 'Time 'Traveller. 

‘You can shmv black is white by argument,' said T'ilby, ‘but you will 
never ciinvince me.' 

‘Possibly ni)l,' said the 'Time 'Traveller. ‘But nmv you begin to see the 
object of my investigations into the geometry of Four Dimensions. Long 
agt^ I had a vague inkling of a machine-' 

‘'To travel through 'l ime!' e.xclainied the Very Young Man. 

‘'That shall travel indilferently in any direction of Space and 'Time, as the 
driver determines.' 

Filby contented himself with laughter. 

‘lint 1 have experimental verification,' saiii the 'Time 'Traveller. 

‘Tt would be remarkably convenient for the historian,' the Ps\choU>gist 
suggested. ‘One might travel back and verify the accepted account ol the 
Battle of Hastings, for instance!' 

‘Don’t you think ytni would attract attention?’ said the Medical Man. 
‘Our ancestors had no great ti^lerance for anachrunisins.' 

‘One might gel one’s (jreek from the very lips of Homer and Plato,’ the 
Very Young Man thought. 

‘In which case they would certainly pluugh you for the Little-go. The 
(lerman scholars have improved Cireek so much.' 

‘'Then there is the future,’ said the Very Young Man. ‘Just think! 
One might invest all one’s money, leave it to accumulate at interest. 
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and hurry on ahead!' 

‘I'o discover a society,' said I, ‘erected on a strictly communistic basis.' 

‘Of all the wild extravagant theories!' began the Psychologist. 

‘Yes, so it seemed to me, and so I never talked of it until-' 

‘Hxperimental verification!' cried I. ‘You are going to verify ihafT 

‘'The experiment!' cried h'ilby, who was getting brain-weary. 

‘Let's sec your experiment anyhow,' said the Psychologist, ‘though it's all 
humbug, you know.' 

'I'he 'rime 'Pravellcr smiled round at us. 'Phen, still smiling faintly, and 
with his hands deep in his trousers pockets, he walked slowly out of the room, 
and we heard his slippers shuffling down the long passage to his laboratory. 

'I'he Psychidi^gist looked at us. ‘I wonder what he's got?' 

‘Some sleight-of-hand trick or other,’ said the Medical Man, and b'ilby 
tried to tell us about a conjurer he had seen at Hurslem, but before he had 
finished his preface the 'Pime 'Praveller came back, and Inlby's anecdote 
collapsed. 

'Pile thing the 'Pime 'Praveller held in his hand was a glittering metallic 
framework, scarcely larger than a small clock, and very delicately made. 
'Phere was ivory in it, and some transparent crystalline substance. And now 
I must be explicit, for this that follows—unless his explanation is to be 
accepted—is an absolutely unaccountable thing. He took one of the small 
octagonal tables that were scattered about the room, and set it in front of the 
fire, with two legs on the hearthrug. On this table he placed the mechanism. 
'Phen he drew up a chair, and sat elown. 'I'he only other object on the table 
was a small shaded lamp, the bright light of which fell full upon the model. 
'Phere were also perhaps a dozen candles about, two in brass candlesticks 
upon the mantel and several in sconces, so that the roi^n was brilliantly 
illuminated. I sat in a low armchair nearest the fire, and 1 drew this forward 
so as to be almost between the 'I'ime 'Praveller and tlie fireplace. 1 ^'ilby sat 
behind him, looking v)ver his shoulder. 'I'he Medical Man and the 
Provincial Mayor watched him in profile from the right, the Psychologist 
from the left. 'Phe Very Ytiung Man stood behind the Psychologist. We 
were all on the alert. It appears incredible to me that any kind of trick, 
however subtly conceived and however adroitly done, could have been 
played upon us under these conditions. 

'Phe 'Pime 'Praveller looked at us, and then at the mechanism. ‘Well?' said 
the Psychologist. 

‘'Phis little affair,' said the 'Pime 'Praveller, resting his elbows upon the 
table and pressing his hands together above the apparatus, ‘is only a model. 
It is my plan for a machine to travel through time. You will notice that it 
looks singularly askew, and that there is an odd twinkling appearance about 
this bar, as though it was in some way unreal.' He pointed to the part with 
his finger. ‘Also, here is one little white lever, and here is another.' 

'Phe Medical Man gtU up out of his chair and peered into the thing. ‘It's 
beautifully made,' he said. 

‘It took two years to make,' retorted the 'Pime 'Praveller. 'Phen, when we 
had all imitated the action of the Medical Man, he said: ‘Now I want you 
clearly to understand that this lever, being pressed over, sends the machine 
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gliding into the i'ulurc, and this other reverses the motion. 'Fliis saddle 
represents the seal kA' a time traveller. Presently 1 am going to press the 
lever, and oil the machine will go. It will vanish, pass into future lime, and 
disappear. Have a good look at the thing. Look at the table too, and satisfy 
yourselves there is no triekery. I don’t want to waste this model and then be 
told I’m a quack.’ 

I’here was a minute’s pause t^erhaps. 'The Psychologist seemed abimt to 
speak to me, but changed his mind. 'Then the 'Time 'Traveller put forth his 
finger towards the lever. ‘No,’ he said suddenly. "Lend me your hand.’ And 
turning to the Psychologist, he look that individual’s hand in his own and 
told him to put out his forefinger. So that it was the PsychoK^gisl himself 
who sent forth the nuKlel 'Time Machine on its interminable voyage. We all 
saw the lever turn. I am absolutely certain there was no trickery. 'There was 
a breath of wind, and the lamp flame iumped. One of the candles on the 
mantel was blown out, and the little machine suddenly swung round, 
became indistinct, was seen as a ghost for a second perhaps, as an eddy of 
faintly glittering brass and ivory; and it was gone—vanished! Save for the 
lamp the table was bare. 

bA'cry mie was silent for a minute. 'Then Tilby saiil he was damned. 

'The Psychidogist recovered from his stupor, and suddenly UH>ked under 
the table. At that the Time 'Traveller laughed cheerfully. AX'ell?’ he said, 
with a reminiscence of the Psychologist. 'I hen, getting up, he went to the 
tobacco jar on the mantel, and with his back to us began to fill his pipe. 

\X'e stared at each other. ‘Ltn^k here,’ said the Medical Man, ‘are you in 
earnest abcuil this? Ho you serit>usly believe that that machine has travelled 
into time?’ 

‘C’.ertainly,’ saiil the 'Time Traveller, stooping to light a spill at the fire. 
'Then he turned, lighting his pipe, to \ook at the Psychologist's face. I'Tl.e 
Psychologist, to slum that he was not unhinged, helped himself to a cigar 
and tried to light it uncut. > ‘XX’hat is more, I have a big machine nearly 
finished in there’—he indicated the laboratory—‘and when that is pul 
together 1 mean have a journe> on my own account.' 

‘You mean to say that that machine has travelled into the future?' said 
T’ilby. 

‘Into the future or the past—I dim’l, for certain, know* which.' 

After an interval the Psychidogist had an inspiration. ‘It must have gone 
into the past if it has gime anywhere,' he said 

‘Why?’ said the Time 'Traveller. 

‘because I presume that it has not moved in space, and if it travelled into 
the future it would still be here all this lime, since it must have travelled 
through this lime.' 

‘Hut,’ said I, ‘if it travelled into the past it would have been visible when 
w’e came first inii> this room; and last 'Thursday when we were here; and the 
'Thursday before that; and so forth!’ 

‘Serious objections,' remarked the Pn»vincial Mayor, with an air of 
impartiality-, turning towards the 'Time 'Traveller. 

‘Not a bit,’ said the 'Time 'Traveller, and to the Psychologist: ‘You think. 
Von can explain that. It’s presenlatiim below the threshold, you know'. 



The Time Machine 


24 

diluted presentation.’ 

‘Of course,’ said the Psychologist, and reassured us. ‘That’s a simple 
point of psychology. I should have thought of it. It’s plain enough, and 
helps the paradox delightfully. We cannot see it, nor can we appreciate this 
machine, any more than we can the spoke of a wheel spinning, or a bullet 
flying through the air. If it is travelling through time fifty times or a 
hundred times faster than we are, if it gets through a minute while we get 
through a second, the impression it creates will of course be only one- 
fiftieth or one-hundredth of what it would make if it were not travelling in 
time. That’s plain enough.’ He passed his hand through the space in which 
the machine had been. ‘You see?’ he said, laughing. 

We sat and stared at the vacant table for a minute or so. 'I’hen the I’ime 
'fravcller asked us what we thought of it all. 

‘It sounds plausible enough to-night,’ said the Medical Man; ‘but wait 
until to-morrow. Wait for the common sense of the morning.’ 

‘Would you like to sec the 'Pime Machine itselt?’ asked the I’ime 'I’ravel- 
Icr. And therewith, taking the lamp in his hand, he led the way down the long, 
draughty corridor to his laboratory. I remember vividly the flickering light, 
his queer broad head in silhouette, the dance of the shadows, how we all 
followed him, puzzled but incredulous, and how there in the laboratory we 
beheld a larger edition of the little mechanism which we had seen vanish 
Irom before our eyes. Parts were of nickel, parts of ivory, parts had certainly 
been filed or sawn out of rock crystal. The thing was generally complete, but 
the twisted crystalline bars lay unfinished upon the bench beside some sheets 
of drawings, and I took one up for a better look at it. Quartz it seemed to be. 

‘Look here,’ said the Medical Man, ‘are you perfectly serious? Or is this a 
trick—like that ghost you showed us last Christmas?’ 

‘Upon that machine,’ said the 'Time 'fraveller, holding the lamp aloft, ‘1 
intend to explore time. Is that plain.** I was never more serious in my life.’ 

None of us quite knew how to take it. 

I caught bilby’s eye over the shoulder of the Medical Man, and he winked 
at me solemnly. 


2 


I think that at that time none of us quite believed in the 'I'ime Machine, 'fhe 
tact is, the Time 'fraveller was one of those men who are too clever to be 
believed: you never fell that you saw all around him; you always suspected 
some subtle reserve, some ingenuity in ambush, behind his lucid frankness. 
Had Filby shown the model and explained the matter in the 'Time 
'I’raveller’s words, we should have shown him far less scepticism. For we 
should have perceived his motives: a pork-butcher could understand F'ilby. 
But the Time 'fraveller had more than a touch of w^him among his elements, 
and we distrusted him. 'Things that would have made the fame of a less 
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clever man seemed tricks in his hands. It is a mistake to do things too easily. 
'I'hc serious people who took him seriously never felt quite sure of his 
deportment: they were somehow aware that trusting their reputations for 
judgment with him was like furnishing a nursery with eggshell china. So 1 
don’t think any of us said very much about time travelling in the interval 
between that I’hursday and the next, though its odd potentialities ran, no 
doubt, in most of our minds: its plausibility, that is, its practical 
incrcdibleness, the curious possibilities of anachronism and of utter 
confusion it suggested. For my own part, I was particularly preoccupied 
with the trick t)f the model. That I remember discussing with the Medical 
Man, whom 1 met on b'riday at the Idnnacan. He said he had seen a similar 
thing at "I’iibingen, and laid considerable stress on the blowing-out of the 
candle. But how the trick was done he could not explain. 

'I'hc next 'I’hursday I went again to Richmond—I suppose I w^as one of 
the 'rime "I'ravcller’s most constant guests—and, arriving late, found four 
or live men already assembled in his drawing-roim. 'Fhe Medical Man was 
standing before the fire with a sheet of paper in one hand and his watch in 
the other. I looked round for the 'fime 'fravellcr, and—‘It's half-past seven 
now,' said the Medical Man. ‘I suppose we'd better have dinner?’ 

‘Where's-?' said I, naming our host. 

‘You've just come? It's rather odd. He's unavoidably detained. He asks 
me in this note to lead with dinner at seven if he’s not back. Says he’ll 
explain when he comes.’ 

‘It seems a pity to let the dinner spoil,’ said the Editor of a well-known 
daily paper; and thereupon the l^octor rang the bell. 

'I'hc Psychologist was the only person besides the Doctor and myself who 
had attended the previous dinner, 'fhe other men were Blank, the Editor 
aforementioned, a certain journalist, and another—a quiet, shy man with a 
beard—whom I didn't know, and who, as far as my observation went, never 
opened his mouth all the evening. 'There was some speculation at the 
dinner-table about the 'Time 'Traveller’s absence, and I suggested time 
travelling, in a half jocular spirit. 'The Editor wanted that e.xplained to him, 
and the Psychologist volunteered a wooden account of the ‘ingenious 
paradox and trick’ we had witnessed that day week. He was in the midst of 
his exposition when the door from the corridor opened slowly and without 
noise. I was facing the door, and saw it lirst. "Hallo!’ I said. ‘At last!’ And the 
door opened wider, and the 'Time 'Traveller stood before us. I gave a cry ot 
surprise. ‘Ciood heavens! man, w’hat's the matter?’ cried the Medical Man, 
who saw him next. And the whole tableful turned towards the door. 

He was in an amazing plight. His coat was dusty and dirty, and smeared 
with green down the sleeves; his hair disordered, and as it seemed to me 
greyer—either with dust and dirt or because its colour had actually faded. 
His face was ghastly pale; his chin had a brown cut on it—a cut half healed; 
his expression was haggard and drawn, as by intense sullering. Tor a 
moment he hesitated in the doorway, as if he had been dazzled by the light. 
'Then he came into the room. He walked with just such a limp as 1 have seen 
in footsore tramps. We stared at him in silence, expecting him to speak. 

He said not a word, but came painfully to the table, and made a motion 
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towards the wine. 'I'lie l^dili^r filled a glass of champagne, and pushed ii 
towards him. He drained it, and it seemed to do him giH)d: for he looked 
round the table, and the ghi>st his old smile flickered across his f-iee. 
‘What on earth have you been up to, man?' said the Doctor. 'J'he 'l ime 
'J ravcller did not seem to hear. ‘Don't let me disturb you,’ he said, with a 
certain faltering articulation. ‘I’m all right.’ Me stopped, held out his glass 
lor more, and took it oil'at a draught. ‘'I’hat’s good,’ he said. I lis eyes grew 
brighter, and a faint colour came into his cheeks. Mis glance flickered over 
our faces with a certain dull approval, and then went round the warm and com¬ 
fortable room. 'I'hen he spoke again, still as it were feeling his way among 
his words. ‘I’m going to wash and dress, and then I'll come down and e.\- 
plain things.... Save me some of that mutton. I'm starving i'or a bit of meat.' 

He looked across at the biditor, whi^ was a rare visitor, and hoped he was 
all right. 'I'he Hditor began a question. ‘'I'ell you presently,' said the 'l ime 
'Traveller. ‘I’m—funny! Me all right in a minute.’ 

Me put dtnvn his glass, and walked towards the staircase diH)r. Again I 
remarked his lameness and the si>ft padding sound of his footfall, and 
standing up in my place, 1 saw his feet as he went out. He had nt>thing on 
them but a pair of tattered, blo(xI-stained socks. 'Then the door closed upon 
him. I had half a mind tv) follow, till I remembered how he detested any fuss 
about himself. T'or a minute, perhaps, my mind was wool gathering. 'Then, 
‘Remarkable Behaviour of an Eminent Scientist,' I heard the lulitor say, 
thinking (after his wont) in headlines. And this brought my attention back 
to the bright dinner-table. 

‘What’s the game?' said the Journalist. ‘Has he been doing the Amateur 
Cadger? I don’t follow.’ I met the eye of the Psychologist, and read my own 
interpretation in his face. I thought of the "Time 'Traveller limping painfully 
upstairs. 1 don’t think any one else had maiced his lameness. 

'The first to recover completely from the surprise was the Medical Man, 
who rang the bell—the Time 'Traveller hated to have servants waiting at 
dinner—for a hot plate. At that the l^ditor turned to his knife and fork with a 
grunt, and the silent man followed suit. 'The dinner was resumed. 
(Conversation was exclamatory lor a little while, with gaps of wonderment; 
and then the hditor got fervent in his curiosity. ‘Does our friend eke out his 
modest income with a crossing? or has he his Nebuchadne//.ar phases?’ he 
inquired. ‘I feel assured it’s this business of the 'Time Machine,’ I said, and 
took up the Psychologist's account of our previous meeting. 'The new guests 
were franky incredulous. 'The liditor raised objections. ‘What tvi/s this time 
travelling? A man couldn’t cover himself with dust by rolling in a paradox, 
could he?' And then, as the idea came home to him, he resorted to 
caricature. Hadn’t they any clothes-brushes in the b’ulure? 'The Journalist, 
too, would not believe at any price, and joined the liditor in the easy work of 
heaping ridicule on the whole thing. 'They were both the new kind of 
journalist—very joyous, irreverent young men. ‘Our Special (Cor¬ 
respondent in the Day after 'To-morrow reports,’ the Journalist was 
saying—or rather sh()uting—when the 'Time Traveller came back. He was 
dressed in ordinary evening clothes, and nothing save his haggard look 
remained of the change that had startled me. 
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‘I suVi suid llic l!.dil()r hilariously^ these chaps here sav you have been 
travelling into ihe middle of next week!! 'Fell us all about little Rosebery, 
will you? What will you take for the lot?' 

'I'he 'Time 'I'raveller came to the place reserved for him without a word, 
lie smiled quietly, in his old way. ‘Where's my mutton?' he said. ‘What a 
treat it is to stick a fork into meat again!’ 

‘Story!’ cried the lulitor. 

‘Story be damned!' said the 'J’ime 'I'raveller. ‘I want something to eat. I 
won't say a word until I get some peptone into my arteries. 'I'hanks. And the 
salt.’ 

‘One Wi)rd,' said I. ‘Have you been time travelling?' 

‘Yes,' said the 'I'ime 'Traveller, with his mouth full, nodding his head. 

‘I'd give a shilling a line for a verbatim note,' said the Hditor. 'The 'Time 
I'raveller pushed his glass tijwards the Silent Man and rang it with his finger 
nail; at which the Silent Man, who had been staring at his face, started con¬ 
vulsively, and poured him wine. 'The rest of the dinner was uncomfortable. 
T’or my own part, sudden questions kept on rising to my lips, and I dare say 
it was the same with the others. 'The Journalist tried to relieve the tension by 
telling anecdotes of Hetiie Poller. 'The Time 'Traveller devoted his 
attention to his dinner, and displayed the appetite of a tramp. 'The Medical 
Man smoked a cigarette, and watched the 'Time 'i'raveller through his 
eyelashes. 'The Silent xMan seemed even nn>re clumsy than usual, and drank 
champagne with regularity and determination out of sheer nervousness. At 
last the 'Time 'Traveller pushed his plate away, and looked round us. ‘I 
suppose I must apologise,' he said. ‘I was simply starving. I've had a most 
amazing time.' He reached out his hand fi>r a cigar, and cut the end. ‘Hut 
come into the smoking-room. It's too long a story to tell over greasy plates.' 
And ringing the bell in passing, he led the way into the adjoining room. 

‘You have told Blank, and Dash, and Chose about the machine?' he said 
to me, leaning back in his easy chair and naming the three new guests. 

‘But the thing's a mere paradox,' said the Bditor. 

‘1 can't argue to-night. 1 don't mind telling you the story, but 1 can't 
argue. 1 will,' he went on, *iell you the story of what has happened to me, it 
yi>u like, but you must refrain from interruptions. 1 want to tell it. Badly 
Most of it will sound like lying. So be it! It's true—every wor«.i i>l it, all the 
same. I was in my laboratory at fv)ur o'clock, anvl since then . . . I've lived 
eight days . . . such days as no human being ever lived before! I'm nearly 
worn out, but I shan't sleep till I've li>ld this thing over to you. Then I shall 
go to bed. But no inierruptii^ns! Is it agreed?' 

‘Agreed,' said the TAiitor, and the rest tq'us echi>ed ‘Agreed.' And with 
that the Time Traveller began his story as I have set it li>rih. He sat back in 
his chair at lirst, and spoke like a weary man. Alterwai\ls he got more 
animated. In writing it down I feel with only tiH> much keenness the 
inadequacy of pen and ink—and, above all, my own inadequacy—to express 
its quality. You read, 1 will suppose, attentieely enough; but you cannot see 
the speaker's white, sincere face in the bright circle ol the little lamp, nor 
hear the intonation of his vtuce. Yim cannot kiunv how his ex|')ression 
followed the turns of his slorv! Most ol us hearers were in shad^nv, lor the 
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candles in the smoking-room had not been lighted, and only the face of the 
Journalist and the legs of the Silent Man from the knees downward were 
illuminated. At first we glanced now and again at each other. After a time w'c 
ceased to do that, and looked only at the Time 'I'raveller's face. 



‘I told some of you last 'Thursday of the principles of the 'Time Machine, 
and showed you the actual thing itself, incomplete in the workshop. 'I’here it 
is now, a little travel-worn, truly; and one of the ivory bars is cracked, and a 
brass rail bent; but the rest of it's sound enough. I expected to linish it on 
b'riday; but on T'riday, when the putting together was nearly done, 1 found 
that one of the nickel bars was exactly one ineh too short, and this I had to 
get re-made; so that the thing was not complete until this morning. It was at 
ten o’cliK-k to-day that the first of all 'Time Machines began its career. I gave 
it a last tap, tried all the screws again, put one more drop of oil on the quartz 
rod, and sal myself in the saddle, i suppose a suicide who holds a pistol to 
his skull feels much the same wonder at what will come next as I felt then. I 
took the starting lever in one hand and the stopping one in the other, 
pressed the first, and almost immediately the second. I seemed to reel; I fell 
a nightmare sensation of falling; looking round, I saw the laboratory exactly 
as before. Had anything happened? b'or a moment 1 suspected that my intel¬ 
lect had tricked me. 'Then I noted the clock. A moment before, as it seemed, 
it had stood at a minute or so past ten; now it was nearly half-past three! 

‘1 drew a breath, set my teeth, gripped the starting lever with both hands, 
and went olf with a thud. 'The laboratory got hazy and went dark. Mrs 
Watchett came in, and walked, apparently without seeing me, towards the 
garden door. I suppose it took her a minute or so to traverse the place, but to 
me she seemed ti> shoot across the room like a rocket. I pressed the lever 
over to its extreme position. 'The night came like the turning out of a lamp, 
and in another moment came to-morrow. 'I'he laboratory grew faint and 
hazy, then fainter and ever fainter. 'l\)-morrow night came black, then day 
again, night again, day again, faster and faster still. An eddying murmur 
filled my ears, and a strange, dumb confusedness descended on my mind. 

‘I am afraid 1 cannot convey the peculiar sensations of time travelling. 
They are excessively unpleasant. 'I'here is a feeling exactly like that one has 
upon a switchback—a helpless headlong motion! I felt the same horrible 
anticipation, too, of an imminent smash. As 1 put on pace, night followed 
day like the Happing of a black wing. 'I'he dim suggestion of the laboratory 
seemed presently to fall away from me, and I saw' the sun hopping swiftly 
across the sky, leaping it every minute, and every minute marking a day. I 
supposed the laboratory had been destroyed, and 1 had come into the open 
air. I had a dim impressiem of scaffolding, but I was already going too fast to 
be conscious of any moving things. The slowest snail that ever crawled 
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dashed by too fast tor me. 'I’he twinkling succession of darkness and light 
was excessively painful to the eye. 'I'hen, in the intermittent darknesses, 1 
saw the moon spinning swilily through her quarters from new to full, and 
had a taint glimpse ot the circling stars. Presently, as 1 went on, still gaining 
velocity, the palpitatiim ot night and day merged into one continuous 
greyness; the sky took on a wonderful deepness of blue, a splendid luminous 
colimr like that of early twilight; the jerking stin became a streak of lire, a 
brilliant arch, in space, the moon a fainter lluctuating band; and I could see 
nothing of the stars, save now and then a brighter circle tlickering in the 
blue. 

‘'The landscape was misty and vague. I was still on the hillside upiai 
which this house now stands, and the shoulder rose above me grev and dim. 
I saw trees growing and changing like puffs oi vapour, now brown, now 
green: they grew, spread, shivered, and passed away. I saw huge buildings 
rise up faint and fair, and pass like dreams. 'The whole surface of the earth 
seemed changed—melting and flowing under my eyes. I he little hands 
upon the dials that registered my speed raced faster and faster. Presently I 
noted that the siin-bclt swayed up and down, from solstice to solstice, in a 
minute or less, and that, consequently, my pace was over a year a minute; 
and minute by minute the white sni>w flasheit across the world, and 
vanished, and was followed by the bright, brief green of spring. 

‘'The unpleasant sensations of the start were less poignant now. 'They 
merged at last into a kind of hysterical exhilaration. 1 remarked, indeed, a 
clumsy swaying of the machine, for which 1 was unable to account. Put my 
mind was too confused to attend io it, so with a kind of madness growing 
upon me, I Hung myself into futurity. At first 1 scarce thought of stopping, 
scarce thought of anything but these new sensatiims. Hut presently a fresh 
series of impressions grew up in my mind—a certain curii^sity and 
therewith a certain dread—until at last they took ct>mplete possession ot me. 
What strange developments of humanity, what wonderful advances upon 
our rudimentary civilisation, I thought, might not apj^ear when I came to 
look nearly into the dim elusive world that raced and lluclualed belore my 
eyes! I saw great and splendid architecture rising about me, more massive 
than any buildings of our own time, and yet, as it seemed, built ol glimmer 
and mist. I saw a richer greeti How up the hillside, and remain there withinit 
any wintry intermission, liven through the veil ot my contusion the earth 
seemed very fair. And so my mind came round \o the business ol stopping. 

"'rhe peculiar risk lay in the possibility of my finding some substance in 
the space which I, or the machine, occupied. So long as I travelled at a high 
velocity through time, this scarcely mattered: I was, so to speak, 
attenuated—was slipping like a vapour through the interstices ol 
intervening substances! Hut to come \o a stop involved the jamming ot 
myself, molecule by molecule, into whatever lay in my way: meant bringing 
my atoms into such intimate contact with those ol the obstacle that a 
profound chemical reaction—possibly a far-reaching explosion—would 
result, and blow myself and my apparatus out of all possible dimensions— 
into the Unknown. 'This possibility had occurreil to me again and again 
while 1 was making the machine; but then I had cheertully accepted it as an 
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unavoidable risk—one of the risks a man has got to take! Now the risk was 
inevitable, I no longer saw it in the same cheerful light. 'I'he fact is that, 
insensibly, the absolute strangeness of everything, the sickly jarring and 
swaying of the machine, above all, the feeling of prolonged falling, had 
absolutely upset my nerve. I told myself that 1 could never stop, and with a 
gust of petulance I resolved to stop forthwith. Idke an impatient fool, I 
lugged over the lever, and incontinently the thing went reeling over, and 1 
was flung headlong through the air. 

‘'rhere was the sound of a clap of thunder in my ears. 1 may have been 
stunned for a mimient. A pitiless hail was hissing round me, and 1 was 
sitting on soft turf in front of the overset machine. Iwerything still seemed 
grey, but presently 1 remarked that the confusion in my cars was gone. I 
looked round me. 1 was on what seemed to be a little lawn in a garden, 
surrounded by rhododendron bushes, and I noticed that their mauve and 
purple blossoms were dropping in a shower under the beating of the 
hailstones. 'Fhe rebounding, dancing hail hung in a cloud over the machine, 
and drove along the ground like smoke. In a moment 1 was wet to the skin. 
"'iMne hospitality," said I, “to a man who has travelled innumerable years to 
see you." 

‘Presently I thought what a fool 1 was to get wet. I stood up and looked 
round me. A colossal figure, carved apparently in some white stone, loomed 
indistinctly beyond the rhododendrons through the hazy downpour. Hut all 
else of the world was invisible. 

‘My sensations would be hard to describe. As the columns of hail grew 
thinner, I saw the white figure more distinctly. It was very large, for a silver 
birch tree touched its shoulder. It was of while marble, in shape something 
like a winged sphinx, but the wings, instead of being carried vertically at the 
sides, were spread so that it seemed to howr. 'The pedestal, it appeared to 
me, was of bronze, and was thick with verdigris. It chanced that the face was 
towards me; the sightless eyes seemed to watch me; there was the faint 
shadow of a smile on the lips. It was greatly weather-worn, and that 
imparted an unpleasant suggestion of disease. I sUH>d looking at it for a little 
space—half a minute, perhaps, or half an hour. It seemed to advance and to 
recede as the hail drove before it denser or thinner. At last I fore my eyes 
from it for a moment, and saw that the hail curtain had wi^rn threadbare, 
and that the sky was lightening with the promise of the sun. 

‘I looked up again at the crouching white shape, and the full temerity of 
my voyage came sueidenly upon me. What might appear when the hazy 
curtain was altogether withdrawn? What might not have happened in men? 
What if cruelty had grown into a common passion? W^hat if in this interval 
the race had lost its manliness, and had developed into something inhuman, 
unsympathetic, and overwhelmingly powerful? I might seem some old- 
world savage animal, only the more dreadful and disgusting for our 
common likeness—a foul creature to be incontinently slain. 

‘Already I saw other vast shapes—huge buildings with intricate parapets 
and tall columns, with a wooded hillside dimly creeping in upon me through 
the lessening storm. I was seized with a panic fear. I turned frantically to the 
'rime Machine, and strove hard to readjust it. As I did so the shafts of the 
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sun smote through the thunderstorm, 'rhe grey downpour was swept aside 
and vanished like the trailing garments of a ghost. Above me, in the intense 
blue of the summer sky, some faint brown shreds of cloud whirled into 
nothingness. The great buildings about me stood out clear and distinct, 
shining with the wet of the thunderstorm, and picked out in white by the 
unmelted hailstones piled along their courses. I felt naked in a strange 
world. I felt as perhaps a bird may feel in the clear air, knowing the hawk 
wings above and will swoop. My fear grew to frenzy. I took a breathing 
space, set my teeth, and again grappled fiercely, wrist and knee, with the 
machine. It gave under my desperate onset and turned over. It struck my 
chin violently. One hand on the saddle, the other on the lever, I stood 
panting heavily in attitude to mount again. 

‘Hut with this recovery of a prompt retreat my courage recovered. I 
looked more curiously and less fearfully at this world of the remote future. 
In a circular opening, high up in the wall of the nearer house, I saw a group 
of figures clad in rich soft robes. 'Fhcy had seen me, and their faces were 
directed towards me. 

‘'rhen I heard voices approaching me. (^miing through the bushes by the 
White Sphinx were the heads and shoulders of men running. One of these 
emerged in a pathway leading straight to the little lawn upon which I stood 
with my machine. 1 le was a slight creature—perhaps four feel high—clad in 
a purple tunic, girdled at the waist with a leather belt. Sandals ov buskins—I 
could not clearly distinguish wliich—were on his I'eei; his legs were bare to 
the knees, and his head was bare. Noticing that, I noticed Ibr the first time 
lunv warm the air was. 

‘He struck me as being a very beautiful and graceful creature, but 
indescribably fiail. His flushed face reminded me i^f the more beautiful kind 
of consumptive—that hectic beauty of which we used to hear so much. At 
the sight of him I suddenly regained confidence. 1 lot)k my hands from the 
machine.' 



‘In another moment we were standing face to face, I and this fragile thing 
out of futurity. He came straight up to me and laughed initi my eyes. 'The 
absence from his bearing of any sign of fear struck me at once. Then he 
turned to the two others who were following him and spoke to them in a 
strange and very sweet and liquid tongue. 

‘'rhere were others coming, and presently a little group of perhaps eight 
or ten of these exquisite creatures were about me. One of them addressed 
me. It came into my head, oddl> enough, tliat my voice was too harsh and 
deep for them. So I shook my head, and pointing to iny ears, shook it again. 
He came a step forward, hesitated, and then touched my hand. 'Then 1 fell 
other soft little tentacles upon my back and shoulders. 'They wanted to make 
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sure I was real. I’here was nothing in this at all alarming. Indeed, there was 
something in these pretty little people that inspired ciMilidenee—a graceful 
gentleness, a certain childlike ease. And besides, they looked so frail that I 
could fancy myself Hinging the whi)le dozen of them about like nine-pins. 
Hut I made a sudden motion io warn them when I saw their little pink hands 
feeling at the 'I'ime Machine. Happily then, when it was not too late, I 
thought of a danger I had hitherto forgiUten, and reaching over the bars of 
the machine, I unscrewed the little levers that would set it in nnuion, and 
put these in my pocket. Then I turned again to see what I could do in the 
way of communication. 

‘And then, looking more nearly into their features, I saw some further 
peculiarities in their Dresden china type of prettiness. 'I'heir hair, which 
was uniformly curly, came to a sharp end at the neck and cheek; there was 
not the faintest suggestion of it on the face, and their cars were singularly 
minute, 'fhe mouths were small, with bright red, rather thin lips, and the 
little chins ran to a point. 'The eyes were large and mild; and—this may seem 
egotism on my part—I fancied even then that there was a certain lack of the 
interest 1 might have expected in them. 

‘As they made no elfort to communicate with me, but simply stood rimnd 
me smiling and speaking in soft cooing notes to each other, I began the 
conversation. 1 pointed to the 'I'ime Alachine and to myself. 'Then, 
hesitating for a moment how to express 'Time, 1 pointed to the sun. At t>nce 
a quaintly pretty little figure in chequered purple and while folUnved my 
gesture, and then astonished me by imitating the sound of thunder. 

‘For a moment I was staggered, though the import of his gesture was 
plain enough, 'fhe question had ct>me into my mind abruptly: were these 
creatures fools? You may hardly understand ht)W it ti>ok me. You see I had 
always anticipated that the people of the year Fight Hundred and 'Two 
'riiousand odd would be incredibly in front of us in knowledge, art, 
everything. 'Then one of them suddenly asked me a question that showed 
him to be on the intellectual level of one of our live-year-old children— 
asked me, in fact, if I had come from the .sun in a thunderstorm! It let loose 
the judgment I had suspended upim their clothes, their frail light limbs and 
fragile features. A How of disappointment rushed acn^ss my mind, f or a 
moment 1 felt that I had built the 'fime Machine in vain. 

‘1 nodded, pointed to the sun, and gave them such a vivid rendering of a 
thunderclap as startled them. 'They all withdrew a pace or so and bowed, 
rhen came one laughing towards me, carrying a chain tif beautiful Howers 
altogether new to me, and put it about my neck. The idea was received with 
melodious applause; and presently they were all running to and fro for 
fk)wers, and laughingly Hinging them upon me until I was almost 
smothered with blossom. You who have never seen the like can scarcely 
imagine what delicate and wonderful Howers countless years of culture had 
created. 'Then someone suggested that their plaything should be exhibited 
in the nearest building, and so I was led past the sphinx of white marble, 
which had seemed to watch me all the while with a smile at my 
astonishment, towards a vast grey edifice of fretted stone. As 1 went with 
them the memory of my confident anticipations of a profoundly grave and 
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intellectual posterity came, with irresistible merriment, to my mind. 

‘The building had a huge entry, and was altogether of colossal 
dimensions. I was naturally most occupied with the growing crowd of little 
people, and with the big open portals that yawned before me shadowy and 
mysterious. My general impression of the world I saw over their heads was 
of a tangled waste of beautiful bushes and flowers, a long neglected and yet 
weedless garden. I saw a number of tall spikes of strange while flowers, 
measuring a foot perhaps across the spread of the waxen petals, 'riiey grew 
scattered, as if wild, among the variegated shrubs, but, as I say, I did not 
examine them closely at this time. 'I'he 'I'ime Machine was left deserted on 
the turf among the rhododendrons. 

‘'I'he arch of the doorway was richly carved, but naturally I did not 
observe the carving very narrowly, though I fancied I saw suggestions of old 
Phoenician decorations as I passed through, and it struck me that they were 
very badly broken and weather-worn. Several more brightly-clail people 
met me in the doorway, and so we entered, I, dressed in dingy nineteenth- 
century garments, looking grotesque enough, garlanded with flowers, and 
surrounded by an eddying mass of bright, soft-coloured robes and shining 
white limbs, in a melodious whirl of laughter and laughing speech. 

‘'The big doorway (Opened into a proportionately great hall hung with 
brown. 'The roof was in shadow, and the windows, partially glazed with 
coloured glass and partially unglazcd, admitted a tempered light. 'The floor 
was made up of huge blocks of some very hard white metal, not plates nor 
slabs—blocks, and it was so much worn, as I judged by the going to and fro 
of past generations, as to be deeply channelled along the more frequented 
ways. Transverse to the length were innumerable tables made of slabs of 
polished stone, raised, perhaps, a foot from the floor, and upon these were 
heaps of fruits. Some 1 recognised as a kind of hypertrophied raspberry anu 
orange, but for the most part they were strange. 

‘Between the tables was scattered a great number of cushions. Upon these 
my conductors seated themselves, signing for me to do likewise. With a 
pretty absence of ceremony they began to eat the fruit with their hands, 
flinging peel and stalks and so forth into the round openings in the sides of 
the tables. 1 was not loth to follow their e.xample, for I felt thirsty and 
hungry. As I did so I surveyed the hall at my leisure. 

‘And perhaps the thing that struck me most was its dilapidated look. 'I'he 
stained-glass windows, which displayed only a geometrical pattern, were 
broken in many places, and the curtains that hung acn>ss the lower end were 
thick with dust. And it caught my eye that the corner of the marble table 
near me was fractured. Nevertheless, the general elfect was extremely rich 
and picturesque. 'Inhere were, perhaps, a couple of hundred people dining in 
the hall, and most of them, seated as near to me as they could come, were 
watching me with interest, their little eyes shining over the fruit they were 
eating. All were clad in the same soft, and yet strong, silky material. 

‘Fruit, by the bye, was all their diet. These people of the remote future 
were strict vegetarians, and while I was with them, in spite of some carnal 
cravings, 1 had to be frugivorous also. Indeed, I found afterwards that 
horses, cattle, sheep, dogs, had followed the Ichthyosaurus into extinction. 
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But the fruits were very delightful; one, in particular, that seemed to be in 
season all the time I was there—^a floury thing in a three-sided husk—was 
especially good, and I made it my staple. At first I was puzzled by all these 
strange fruits, and by the strange flowers I saw, but later I began to perceive 
their import. 

‘However, I am telling you of my fruit dinner in the distant future now. 
So soon as my appetite was a little checked, I determined to make a resolute 
attempt to learn the speech of these new men of mine. Clearly that was the 
next thing to do. 'fhe fruits seemed a convenient thing to begin upon, and 
holding one of these up I began a scries of interrogative sounds and 
gestures. I had some considerable difficulty in conveying my meaning. At 
first my efforts met with a stare of surprise or inextinguishable laughter, but 
presently a fair-haired little creature seemed to grasp my intention and 
repeated a name. 'I’hey had to chatter and explain the business at great 
length to each other, and my first attempts to make the exquisite little 
sounds of their language caused an immense amount of amusement. 
However, I felt like a schoolmaster amidst children, and persisted, and 
presently I had a score of noun substantives at least at my command; and 
then I got to demonstrative pronouns, and even the verb ‘to eat.’ But it was 
slow work, and the little people soon tired and wanted to get away from my 
interrogations, so I determined, rather of necessity, to let them give their 
lessons in little doses when they felt inclined. And very little doses I found 
they were before long, for I never met people more indolent or more easily 
fatigued. 

‘A queer thing T soon discovered about my little hosts, and that was their 
lack of interest, 'fhey would come to me with eager cries of astonishment, 
like children, but, like children, they would soon stop examining me, and 
wander away after some other toy. The dinner and my conversational 
beginnings ended, I noted for the first time that almost all those who had 
surrounded me at first were gone. It is odd, too, how speedily I came to 
disregard these little people. I went out through the portal into the sunlit 
world again so soon as my hunger was satisfied. I was continually meeting 
more of these men of the future, who would follow me a little distance, 
chatter and laugh about me, and, having smiled and gesticulated in a 
friendly way, leave me again to my own devices. 

‘'I'he calm of evening was upon the world as I emerged from the great 
hall, and the scene was lit by the warm glow^ of the setting sun. At first things 
were very confusing. Everything was so entirely different from the world I 
had known—even the flowers. I'hc big building I had left was situate on the 
slope of a broad river valley, but the I'hames had shifted, perhaps, a mile 
from its present position. I resolved to mount to the summit of a crest, 
perhaps a mile and a half away, from which I could get a wider view of this 
our planet in the year Eight Hundred and Two Thousand Seven Hundred 
and One, a.d. For that, I should explain, was the date the little dials of my 
machine recorded. 

‘As I walked I was watchful for every impression that could possibly help 
to explain the condition of ruinous splendour in which I found the world— 
for ruinous it was. A little way up the hill, for instance, was a great heap of 
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granite, bound together by masses of aluminium, a vast labyrinth of 
precipitous walls and crumbled heaps, amidst which were thick heaps i>f 
very beautiful pagoda-like plants—nettles possibly—but wonderfully 
tinted with brown about the leaves, and incapable of stinging. It was 
evidently the derelict remains of some vast structure, to what end built I 
could not determine. It was here that I was destined, at a later date, to have a 
very strange experience—the first intimation of a still stranger discovery— 
but of that I will speak in its proper place. 

‘Looking round, with a sudden thought, from a terrace on which I rested 
for a while, I realised that there were no small houses to be seen. 
Apparently, the single house, and possibly even the household, had 
vanished. Here and there among the greenery were palace-like buildings, 
but the house and the cottage, which form such characteristic features of 
our own linglish landscape, had disappeared. 

‘ “(Communism," said I to myself. 

‘And on the heels of that came another thought. I looked at the half-dozen 
little figures that were following me. 'rhen, in a flash, I perceived that all 
had the same form of costume, the same soft hairless visage, and the same 
girlish rotundity of limb. It may seem strange, perhaps, that 1 had not 
noticed this before. Hut everything was so strange. Now’, I saw the face 
plainly enough. In costume, and in all the differences of texture and bearing 
that now mark off the sexes from each other, these people of the future were 
alike. And the children seemed to my eyes to be but the miniatures of their 
parents. I judged then that the children of that lime were extremely 
precocious, physically at least, and I found afterwards abundant verification 
of my opinion. 

‘Seeing the ease and security in w’hich these people were living, 1 felt that 
this close resemblance of the sexes was after all what one w’ould expect; for 
the strength of a man and the stillness of a w’oman, the institution of the 
family, and the dilfereniialion of tK'cupations are mere militant necessities 
of an age t)f physical force. Where population is balanced and abundant, 
much child-bearing becomes an evil rather than a blessing to the State: 
where violence comes but rarely and offspring are secure, there is less 
necessity—indeed there is no necessity—for an efficient family, and the 
specialisation of the sexes with reference to their children's needs 
disappears. We see some beginnings of this even in our own time, and in this 
future age it was complete. 'This, I must reminvl you, was my speculation at 
the lime. Later, I was to appreciate lnwv far it fell short of the reality. 

‘While I was musing upon these things, my attention was attracted by a 
pretty little structure, like a well under a cupola. I thought in a transitory 
way of the oddness of wells still existing, and then resumed the thread of my 
speculations. 'I'here were no large buildings towards the top of the hill, and 
as my walking powers were evidently miraculous, I was piesently left alone 
for the first time. With a strange sense of freedom and adventure I pushed 
on up to the crest. 

‘'There I found a seat of some yellow’ metal that I did not recognise, 
corroded in places with a kind of pinkish rust and half smothered in soft 
moss, the arrn-rests cast and filed into the resemblance of griffins' heads. I 



The Time Machine 

sat down on it, and I surveyed the broad view of our old world under the 
sunset of that long day. It was as sweet and fair a view as I have ever seen. 
'Fhe sun had already gone below the horizon and the west was flaming gold, 
touched with some horizontal bars of purple and crimson. Helow was the 
valley of the 'I'hames, in which the river lay like a band of burnished steel. I 
have already spoken of the great palaces doited about among the variegated 
greenery, some in ruins and some still occupied. I lere and there rose a white 
or silvery figure in the waste garden of the earth, here and there came the 
sharp vertical line of some cupola or obelisk. 'Fhere were no hedges, no signs 
of proprietary rights, no evidences of agriculture; the whole earth had 
become a garden. 

‘So watching, I began to put my interpretation upon the things I had 
seen, and as it shaped itself to me that evening, my interpretation was 
something in this way. (Afterwards I found I had got only a half-truth—or 
only a glimpse of one facet of the truth. ) 

‘It seemed to me that I had happened upon humanity upon the wane. 'I'he 
ruddy sunset set me thinking of the sunset of mankind. For the first time I 
began to realise an odd consequence of the social effort in which we are at 
present engaged. And yet, come to think, it is a logical consequence enough. 
Strength is the outcome of need: security sets a premium on feebleness. 'I'he 
work of ameliorating the conditions of life^—the true civilising process that 
makes life more and more secure—had gone steadily on to a climax. One 
triumph of a united humanity over Nature had followed another. Things 
that are now mere dreams had become projects deliberately put in hand and 
carried forward. And the harvest was what I saw! 

‘After all, the sanitation and the agriculture of to-day are still in the 
rudimentary stage. 'l"he science of our lime has attacked but a little 
department of the field of human disease, but, even so, it spreads its 
operations very steadily and persistently. Our agriculture and hi)rticulture 
destroy a weed just here and there and cultivate perhaps a score or so of 
wholesome plants, leaving the greater number to light out a balance as they 
can. We improve our favourite plants and animals—and how few they are— 
gradually by selective breeding; mnv a new and better peach, now a seedless 
grape, now a sweeter and larger flower, now a more convenient breed of 
cattle. We improve them gradually, because i>ur ideals are vague and 
tentative, and our knowledge is very limited; because Nature, too, is shy and 
slow in our clumsy hands. Some day all this will be better organised, and 
still better. That is the drift of the current in spite of the eddies. 'The w hole 
world will be intelligent, educated, and co-operating; things will move 
faster and faster unvards the subjugation of Nature. In the end, wisely and 
carefully we shall readjust the balance of animal and vegetable life to suit 
our human needs. 

‘This adjustment, I say, must have been done, and done wx'll: done 
indeed for all time, in the space of lime across which my machine had leapt. 
'I'he air was free from gnats, the earth from weeds or fungi; everywhere 
wx*re fruits and sweet and delightful flowers; brilliant butterflies flew hither 
and thither. The ideal of preventive medicine was attained. Diseases had 
been stamped out. I saw no evidence of any contagious diseases during all 
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my stay. And I shall have to tell you later that even the processes of 
putrefaction and decay had been profoundly affected by these changes. 

‘Social triumphs, too, had been effected. 1 saw mankind housed in 
splendid shelter:-, gloriously clothed, and as yet I had found them engaged 
in no toil. 'I'here were no signs of struggle, neither social nor economical 
struggle, 'fhe shop, the advertisement, traffic, all that commerce which 
constitutes the body of our world, was gone. It was natural on that golden 
evening that I should jump at the idea of a social paradise, 'fhe difficulty of 
increasing population had been met, I guessed, and population had ceased 
to increase. 

‘Hut with this change in condition comes inevitably adaptations to the 
change. What, unless biological science is a mass of errors, is the cause of 
human intelligence and vigour? Hardship and freedom: conditions under 
which the active, strong, and subtle survive and the weaker go to the wall; 
conditions that put a premium upon the loyal alliance of capable men, upon 
self-restraint, patience, and decision. And the institution of the family, and 
the emotions that arise therein, the herce jealousy, the tenderness for 
offspring, parental self-devotion, all found their justification and support in 
the imminent dangers of the young. Nim\ where are these imminent 
dangers? 'fhere is a sentiment arising, and it will grow, against connubial 
jealousy, against fierce maternity, against passion of all sorts; unnecessary 
things now, and things that make us uncomfortable, savage survivals, 
discords in a refined and pleasant life. 

‘1 thought of the physical slightness of the people, their lack of 
intelligence and those big abundant ruins, and it strengthened my belief in a 
perfect conquest of Nature, b'or after the battle comes Quiet. Humanity had 
been strong, energetic, and intelligent, and had used all its abundant vitality 
to alter the conditions under which it lived. And now came the reaction of 
the altered conditions. 

‘Under the new conditions of perfect comfort and security, that restless 
energy, that with us is strength, would become weakness, liven in our own 
time certain tendencies and desires, once necessary to survival, arc a 
constant source of failure. Physical courage anei the love of battle, for 
instance, are no great help—may even be hindrances—to a civilised man. 
And in a stale of physical balance and security, power, intellectual as well as 
physical, would be out of place. Por countless years I judged there had b('cn 
no danger of war or si)litary violence, no danger from wild beasts, no 
wasting disease to require strength of constitution, no need of toil. P'or such 
a life, what we should call the weak are as well equipped as the strong, are 
indeed no longer weak. Better equipped indeed they are, for the strong 
would be fretted by an energy for which there was no outlet. No doubt the 
exquisite beauty of the buildings 1 saw was the outcome of the last surgings 
of the now purposeless energy of mankind before it settled down into 
perfect harmony with the conditions under 'vhich it lived—the llourish of 
that triumph which began the last great peace. 'I'his has ever been the fate of 
energy in security; it takes to art and to eroticism, and then come languor 
and decay. 

‘liven this artistic impetus would at last die away—had almost died in the 
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'I'imc I saw. "1 o adorn themselves with tlmvers, to danee, to sing in the 
sunlight; so mueh was left of the artisiie spirit, and no more. Hven that 
would lade in the end inti^ a eontenied inaetivity. We are kept keen on the 
grindstone of pain and neeessity, and, it seemed to me, that here was the 
hateful grindstone broken at last! 

‘As I stood there in the gathering dark I thought that in this simple 
explanation I had mastered the problem of the world—mastered the whole 
seeret of these delicious people. Possibly the cheeks they had devised for the 
increase of population had succeeded too well, and their numbers had 
rather diminished than kept slatiimary. 'That would account for the 
abandoned ruins. Wry simple was my explanation, anei plausible enough— 
as most wrong theories are!' 
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‘As 1 stood there musing over this too perfect triumph man, the full 
moim, yellow and gibbous, came up out of an overtiow of silver light in the 
north-east. The bright little figures ceased to mine about below, a noiseless 
owl flitted by, and I shivered with the chill of the night. 1 determined to 
descend and And where 1 could sleep. 

‘I looked for the building I knew. Then my eye travelled along to the 
figure of the White Sphinx upon the pedestal of bron/e, growing distinct as 
the light of the rising moon grew brighter. 1 could see the silver birch 
against it. 'There was the tangle of rhododendron bushes, black in the pale 
light, and there was the little lawn. I looked at the lawn again. A queer doubt 
chilled my complacency. “No,” said I stoutly to myself, “that was not the 
lawn.” 

‘But it fn/.v the lawn. T’or the white leprous face of the sphinx was towards 
it. C"an you imagine what I fell as this conviction came home to me? But you 
cannot. 'The 'Time Machine was gone! 

‘At once, like a lash across the face, came the possibility of losing my own 
age, of being left helpless in this strange new world. 'The bare thought of it 
was an actual physical sensation. 1 could feel it grip me at the throat and stop 
my breathing. In another moment I was in a passion of fear, and running 
with great leaping strides down the slope. Once I fell headlong and cut my 
face; I lost no time in stanching the blood, but jumped up and ran on, with a 
warm triekle down my cheek and chin. All the time I ran I was saying to 
myself, “'They have moved it a little, pushed it under the bushes out of the 
way.” Nevertheless, I ran with all my might. All the time, with the certainty 
that sometimes comes with excessive dread, I knew that such assurance was 
folly, knew instinctively that the machine was removed out of my reach. My 
breath came with pain. I suppose I covered the whole distance from the hill 
crest to the little lawn, two miles, perhaps, in ten minutes. And I am not a 
young man. I cursed aloud, as I ran, at my confident folly in leaving the 
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machine, wasting good breath thereby. I cried aloud, and none answered. 
Not a creature seemed to be stirring in that moonlit world. 

‘When I reached the lawn my worst fears were realised. Not a trace of the 
thing was to be seen. I felt faint and cold when I faced the empty space, 
among the black tangle of bushes. I ran round it furiously, as if the thing 
might be hidden in a corner, and then stopped abruptly, with my hands 
clutching my hair. Above me towered the sphinx, upon the bronze pedestal, 
white, shining, leprous, in the light of the rising moon. It seemed to smile in 
mockery of my dismay. 

‘I might have consoled myself by imagining the little people had put the 
mechanism in some shelter for me, had I not felt assured of their physical 
and intellectual inadequacy. That is what dismayed me: the sense of some 
hitherto unsuspected power, through whose intervention my invention had 
vanished. Yet, of one thing I felt assured: unless some other age had 
produced its exact duplicate, the machine could not have moved in time, 
'rhe attachment of the levers—I will show you the method later—preven¬ 
ted any one from tampering with it in that way when they were removed. It 
had moved, and was hid, only in space. Rut then, where could it be?'' 

‘I think I must have had a kind of frenzy. I remember running violently in 
and out among the moonlit bushes all round the sphinx, and startling some 
white animal that, in the dim light, I took for a small deer. I remember, too, 
late that night, beating the bushes with my clenched fists until my knuckles 
were gashed and bleeding from the broken twigs, 'fhen, sobbing and raving 
in my anguish of mind, I went down to the great building of stone. 'The big 
hall was dark, silent, and deserted. I slipped on the uneven floor, and fell 
over one of the malachite tables, almost breaking my shin. I lit a match and 
went on past the dusty curtains, of which I haee told you. 

‘'Fhere I found a second great hall covered with cushions, upon which, 
perhaps, a score or so of the little people were sleeping. I have no doubt they 
found my second appearance strange enough, coming suddenly out of the 
quiet darkness with inarticulate noises and the splutter and flare of a match, 
b'or they had forgotten about matches. “Where is my 'I'inie Machine?" I 
began, bawling like an angry child, laying hands upon them and shaking 
them up together. It must have been very queer to them. Some laughed, 
most of them looked sorely frightened. When I saw' them standing round 
me, it came into my head that I was doing as foolish a thing as it was possible 
for me to do under the circumstances, in trying to revive the sensation iif 
fear, b'or, reasoning from their daylight behaviour, I thought that fear must 
be forgotten. 

‘Abruptly, I dashed down the match, and knocking one of the people over 
in my course, went blundering across the big dining-hall again, out under 
the moonlight. I heard cries of terror and their little feet running and 
stumbling this way and that. I do not remember all I did as the moon crept 
up the sky. I suppose it was the unexpected nature of my loss that maddened 
me. I felt hopelessly cut off from my own kind—a strange animal in an 
unknown w'orld. I must have raved to and fro, screaming and crying upon 
God and Fate. I have a memory of horrible fatigue, as the long night of 
despair wore away; of looking in this impossible place and that; of groping 
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among moonlit ruins and touching strange creatures in the black shadows; 
at Vast, ot* lying on the ground near the sphinx, and weeping with absolute 
wretchedness. \ had nothing \et*t hut misery. "I'hen 1 slept, and when 1 woke 
again it was lull day, and a couple of sparrows were hopping round nte on 
the turf within reach of my arm. 

M sal up in the freshness of the morning, irying to remember hi)W I had 
got there, and why I had such a profimnd sense of desertion and despair. 
I'hen things came clear in my mind. \X*ith the plain, reasimable daylight, 1 
could look my circumstances fairly in the face. 1 saw the wild folly of m\ 
fren/y overnight, and 1 could reason with myself. “Suppose the wt)rsi?“ 1 
said. “Suppose the machine altogether lost—perhaps destri>yed? It behoves 
me to be calm uid patient, to learn the way i^f the pci>ple, to gel a clear idea 
of the method of my K>ss, and the means i>f getting materials and tools; st' 
that in the end, perhaps, I may make another." riiai Wi>iild be my only 
hope, a poor hope, perhaps, but better than despair. And, after all, it was a 
beautiful and curious world. 

ihit probably the machine had i>nly been taken away. Still, I must he 
calm and patient, lind its hiding-place, and recover it by lorcc t>r cutining. 
And with that 1 scrambled to my feet and looked about me, wondeiini*, 
where I could bathe. 1 felt weary, siilf, and travel-soiled. 'The freshness uf 
the morning made me desire an equal freshness. 1 had c.xhausied nn 
emotion. Indeed, as I went about my business, I f\>und mysell wtmderingai 
my intense excitement (wernight. I made a careful examination ol the 
gn>und about the little lawn. I wasted some lime in futile questionings, 
conveyed, as well as I was able, to such of the little people as came h\. I’hey 
all failed to understand my gestures: some were simply sttdid; some thought 
it was a jest, and laughed at me. 1 had the hardest task in the world to keep 
my hands ol] their pretty laughing faces. It was a loolish impulse, but the 
devil begotten i^f fear and blind anger was ill curbed, and still eager to take 
advantage of my perplexity. 'The turf gave belter cminsel. 1 found a gn>o\e 
ripped in it, about midway between the pedestal ol the spliinx aiitl the marks 
ol my leet where, on arrival, 1 had struggled with the iweriiirned machine, 
riierc were i>lher signs of removal abiuit, with queer narrow l(H>tprinis like 
those I could imagine made by a sloth. 'This directed my closer attention to 
the pedestal. It was, as I think I have said, ol bron/e. It was m>l a mere 
block, but highly decorated with deep framed panels cm either side. I went 
and rapped at these. The pedestal was hollow. Examining the panels with 
care I found them discontinuous with the frames. There were no handles or 
keyholes, but possibly the panels, if they w ere doors, as I supposed, op^’n^'*^^ 
from within. One thing was clear enough \o my mind. It ti>ok very great 
mental elfort to infer that my 'Time Machine was inside that pedestal. lUii 
how it got there was a dilfereni problem. 

‘I saw the heads of two orange-clad people coming through the bushes 
and under some bloss»)m-covered apple-trees towards me. I turned smiling 
to them, and beckoned them to me. 'They came, and then, pointing to the 
bronze pedestal, I tried to intimate my wish to open it. Hut at my lirst 
gesture towards this they behaved very oddly. I don't know lu>w to convey 
their expression to you. Suppose you were to use a grossly improper gesture 
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candles in the smoking-room had not been lighted, and only the face of the 
Journalist and the legs of the Silent Man from the knees downward were 
illuminated. At first w^e glanced now and again at each other. After a time w'e 
ceased to do that, and looked only at the Time 'rraveller's face. 



'I told some of you last 'I’hursday of the principles of the 'Fime Machine, 
and show'cd you the actual thing itself, incomplete in the workshop. 'I'here it 
is now, a little travel-worn, truly; and one of the ivory bars is cracked, and a 
brass rail bent; but the rest of it’s sound enough. I expected to finish it on 
hViday; but on l^'riday, when the putting together was nearly done, I found 
that one of the nickel bars was exactly one inch too short, and this I had to 
get re-made; so that the thing was not complete until this morning. It was at 
ten o’clock to-day that the first of all 'I'inie Machines began its career. I gave 
it a last tap, tried all the screws again, put one more drop of oil on the quart/ 
rod, and sat myself in the saddle. 1 suppi^se a suicide who holds a pistiil to 
his skull feels much the same wonder at what will come next as I felt then. I 
took the starting lever in one hand and the stopping one in the other, 
pressed the first, and almost immediately the second. I seemed to reel; I felt 
a nightmare sensation of falling; looking round, I saw* the laboratory exactly 
as before. 1 lad anything happened? b’or a moment 1 suspected that my intel¬ 
lect had tricked me. 'Then I noted the clock. A moment before, as it seemed, 
it had stood at a minute or so past ten; now' it was nearly half-past three! 

‘ I drew' a breath, set my teeth, gripped the starting lever w ith both hands, 
and w'cni i>ir with a thud. 'The laboratory gi>t hazy and went dark. Mrs 
Watcheit came in, and walked, apparently without seeing me, towards the 
garden door. I suppose it took her a minute or so to traverse the place, but to 
me she seemed to shoot across the room like a rocket. 1 pressed the lever 
over to its extreme positiini. 'fhe night came like the turning out of a lamp, 
and in another moment came ti)-morrow. 'The laboratory grew' faint and 
ha/y, then fainter and ever fainter. 'I’o-morrow' night came black, then day 
again, night again, day again, faster and faster still. An eddying murmur 
tilled my ears, and a strange, dumb confusedness descended on my mind. 

‘I am afraid I cannot convey the peculiar sensations of time travelling. 
They are excessively unpleasant, 'fhere is a feeling exactly like that one has 
upon a switchback—of a helpless headlong motion! I felt the same horrible 
anticipation, too, of an imminent smash. As 1 put on pace, night followed 
day like the Happing of a black wing. "I’he dim suggestion of the laboratory 
seemed presently to fall away from me, and I saw' the sun hopping swiftly 
across the sky, leaping it every minute, and every minute marking a day. I 
supposed the laboratory had been destroyed, and I had come into the open 
air. I had a dim impression of scallolding, but I was already going too fast to 
be conscious of any moving things. The slowest snail that ever crawled 
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‘So far as I could see, all the world displayed the same exuberant richness 
as the 'I'hames valley. hVom every hill I climbed I saw the same abundance 
of splendid buildings, endlessly varied in material and style; the same 
clustering thickets of evergreens, the same blossom-laden trees and tree 
ferns. Here and there water shone like silver, and beyond, the land rose into 
blue undulating hills, and so faded into the serenity of the sky. A peculiar 
feature, which presently attracted my attention, was the presence of certain 
circular wells, several, as it seemed to me, of a very great depth. One lay by 
the path up the hill, which I had followed during my first walk. Like the 
others it was rimmed with bronze, curiously wrought, and protected by a 
little cupola from the rain. Sitting by the side of these wells, and peering 
down into the shafted darkness, I could see no gleam of water, nor could I 
start any reflection with a lighted match. But in all of them I heard a certain 
sound: a thud—thud—thud, like the beating of some big engine; and I 
discovered, from the flaring of my matches, that a steady current of air set 
down the shafts, b'urther, I threw a scrap of paper into the throat i^f one; 
and, instead of fluttering slowly down, it was at once sucked swiftly out of 
sight. 

‘After a time, too, I came to connect these wells with tall towers standing 
here and there upon the slopes; h^r above them there was often just such a 
flicker in the air as one sees on a hot day above a sun-scorched beach. 
Putting things together, I reached a strong suggestion t)f an extensive 
system of subterranean ventilation, whose true import it was diflicult to 
imagine. I was at first inclined to associate it with the sanitary apparatus of 
these people. It was an obvious conclusion, but it was absolutely wrong. 

‘And here I must admit that 1 learned very little of drains and bells and 
modes of conveyance, and the like conveniences, during my time in this real 
future. In some of these visions «)f Utopias and coming times which I have 
read, there is a vast amount of detail about building, and social 
arrangements, and so forth. Hut while such details arc easy enough to obtain 
when the whole world is contained in one's imagination, they are altogether 
inaccessible to a real traveller amid such realities as I found here. ('.onceive 
the tale of London which a negn), fresh from Ck'ntral Africa, would take 
back to his tribe! What would he know of railway ci>mpanies, of social 
movements, of telephone and telegraph wires, of the Parcels Delivery 
Company, and postal orders and the like? Yet we, at least, should be willing 
enough to explain these things to him! And even of what he knew, how 
much could he make his untravelled friend either apprehend or believe? 
Then, think how narrow the gap between a negro and a white man of our 
own times, and how wide the interval between myself and these of the 
Golden Age! I was sensible of much which was unseen, and which 
contributed to my comfort; but, save for a general impression of automatic 
organisation, I fear 1 can convey very little of the difference to your mind. 

‘In the matter of sepulture, for instance, 1 could sec no signs of crematoria 
nor anything suggestive of tombs. But it occurred to me that, possibly, there 
might be cemeteries (or crematoria) somewhere beyond the range of my 
cxplorings. This, again, was a question I deliberately put to myself, and my 
curiosity was at first entirely defeated upon the point. 'I'hc thing puzzled 
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me, and I was led to make a further remark, which pu/zled me still more: 
that aged and infirm amiMig this people there were none. 

‘I must confess that my satisfaction with my first ihei^ries of an automatic 
civilisation and decadent humanity did not long endure. Yet I could think 
of no other. Let me pul my difliculties. 'The several big palaces I had 
explored were mere living places, great dining-halls and sleeping 
apartments. I ct)uld find no machinery, no appliances of any kind. Yet these 
people were clothed in pleasant fabrics that must at times need renewal, and 
their sandals, though undecorated, were fairly complex specimens of metal- 
wovk. Somehow such things must be made. And the little people displayed 
no vestige of a creative tendency. 'I'here were no shops, ni> workshops, no 
sign of impi>rtaiions among them. They spent all their time in playing 
gently, in bathing in the river, in making hue in a hall-playful fashion, in 
eating fruit and sleeping. I could not see how things were kept going. 

‘'Then, again, about the 'Time Machine: something, 1 knew not what, had 
taken it into the hollow pedestal of the While Sphinx. iV 7 n'.^ b'or the life of 
me I could not imagine. 'Those waterless wells, uh>, those iliekering pillars. 1 
felt 1 lacked a clue. I felt—how shall I put it? Suppose you found an 
inscriptiiMi, with sentences here and there in e.xcellent plain Imglish, and, 
interpolated therewith, others made up of W4>rds, ol letters even, absolutely 
unknown to you? Well, on the third day oi'my visit, that was how the world 
ol Might Hundred and Twt) 'rh4)usand Seven Hundred and One presented 
itself to me! 

"'That day, to4>, I made a friend—of a sort. It happened that, as 1 was 
watching some of the little people bathing in a shallow, one of them was 
seized with cramp, and began drifting downstream. 'The main current ran 
rather swiftly, but not loo sinaigly for even a moderate swimmer. It will 
give you an idea, therefore, of the strange ileliciency in these creatures, 
when 1 tell you that m)ne made the slightest attempt to rescue the weakly- 
crying little thing which was drowning before their eyes. W'hen 1 realised 
this, I hurriedly slipped olf my clothes, and, wading in at a point Knver 
down, 1 caught the poor mite, and drew her safe to land. A little rubbing of 
the limbs so4)n brought her round, ami I had the satisfaction i^f seeing she 
was all right before 1 left her. 1 hail got to such a Knv estimate of her kind 
that 1 dill not expect any gratitude from her. In that, however, I was wrong. 

' This happened in the morning. In the afternoon I met my little woman, 
as I believe it was, as 1 was returning towards my centre from an 
exploration- and she received me with cries of delight, and presented me 
with a big garlanil of liowers—evidently made for me and me ah)ne. 'The 
thing look my imagination. Very pi^ssibly 1 had been feeling desi>late. At 
any rate I did my best to disjday my appreciation of the gift. W'e were si>on 
seated together in a little stime arbour, engaged in ciMiverration, chielh of 
smiles. 'The creature's Iriendliness alfected me exactly as a child's might 
have done. We passed each other flowers, and she kissed my hands. 1 did the 
same to hers. 'Then I tried talk, and Ibund that her name was Weena, which, 
though I don't know what it meant, somehow seemed appropriate enough. 
'That was the beginning of a queer friendship which lasted a week, and 
ended—as I will tell you! 
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‘She was exactly like a child. She wanted ti) be with me always. She tried 
to follow me everywhere, and on my next journey out and about it went to 
my heart to tire her down, and leave her at last, exhausted and calling after 
me rather plaintively. But the problems of the world had to be mastered. I 
had not, I said to myself, come into the future to carry on a miniature 
flirtation. Yet her distress when I left her was very great, her expostulations 
at the parting were sometimes frantic, and I think, altogether, I had as much 
trouble as comfort from her devotion. Nevertheless she was, somehow*, a 
very great comfort. I thought it was mere childish afl’ection that made her 
cling to me. Until it was too late, I did not clearly know what I had inflicted 
upon her when I left her. Nor until it w-as too late did I clearly understand 
what she was to me. For, by merely seeming fond of me, and showing in her 
weak futile way that she cared for me, the little doll of a creature presently 
gave my return to the neighbourhood of the White Sphinx almost the 
feeling of coming home; and I would watch for her tiny figure i^f white and 
gold so soon as I came over the hill. 

‘It was from her, too, that I learned that fear had not yet left the world. 
She was fearless enough in the daylight and she had the oddest confidence in 
me; for once, in a foolish moment, I made threatening grimaces at her, and 
she simply laughed at them. Hut she dreaded the dark, dreaded shadows, 
dreaded black things. Darkness to her w-as the one thing dreadful. It was a 
singularly passionate emotion, and it set me thinking and observing. I 
discovered then, among other things, that these little people gathered into 
the great houses after dark, and slept in droves. 'I'o enter upon them w ithout 
a light w as to pul them into a tumult of apprehension. I never found one out 
of doors, or one sleeping alone within doors, after dark. Yet I w as still such a 
blockhead that I missed the lesson of that fear, and, in spite of Weena's 
distress, I insisted upon sleeping away from these slumbering multitudes. 

‘It troubled her greatly, but in the end her odd afl'ection for me 
triumphed, and for five of the nights of our acquaintance, including the last 
night of all, she slept with her head pillow ed on my arm. Hut my story slips 
away from me as I speak of her. It must have been the night before her 
rescue that I w*as awakened about dawn. I had been restless, dreaming most 
disagreeably that I was drowned, and that sea-anemones w’ere feeling iwer 
my face with their soft palps. I woke with a start, and w ith an odd fancy that 
some greyish animal had just rushed out of the chamber. 1 tried to get to 
sleep again, but I felt restless and uncomfortable. It was that dim grey hour 
when things are just creeping out of darkness, when everything is colourless 
and clear cut, and yet unreal. I got up, and w*ent down into the great hall, 
and so out upon the flagstones in front of the palace. I thought I w'ould make 
a virtue of necessity, and see the sunrise. 

‘'Fhe moon was setting, and the dying moonlight and the first pallor of 
dawn were mingled in a ghastly half-light. The bushes were inky black, the 
ground a sombre grey, the sky colourless and cheerless. And up the hill I 
thought I could sec ghosts. Three several times, as I scanned the slope, I 
saw white flgurcs. 'Fwicc I fancied I saw a solitary white, ape-like creature 
running rather quickly up the hill, and once near the ruins I saw a leash of 
them carrying some dark body. They moved hastily. I did not see what 
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became of them. It seemed that they vanished among the bushes. 'I'he dawn 
was still indistinct, you must understand. I was feeling that chill, uncertain, 
early-morning feeling you may have known. I doubted my eyes. 

‘As the eastern sky grew brighter, and the light of the day came on and its 
vivid c\)K^uring returned upon the world once more, I scanned the view 
keenly. But I saw no vestige of my white figures. 'I ’hcy w ere mere creatures 
of the half-light. “'I'hey must have been ghosts," I said; “I wonder whence 
they dated." b'or a queer notion of Cirant Allen s came into my head, and 
amused me. If each generation die and leave ghosts, he argued, the world at 
last will get overcrowded with them. On that theory they would have grown 
innumerable some lughl Hundred 'riiousand Years hence, and it was no 
great wonder to see four at once. But the jest was unsatisfying, and I was 
thinking of these ligures all the morning, until Weena's rescue drove them 
out of my head. 1 associated them in some indefinite way with the while 
animal I had startled in my first passionate search for the 'Time Machine. 
But Weena was a pleasant substitute. Yet all the same, they were soon 
destined to take far deadlier possession of my mind. 

‘I think I have said how much hotter than our own was the weather of this 
Golden Age. I cannot account for it. It may be that the sun was hotter, or 
the earth nearer the sun. It is usual to assume that the sun will go on cooling 
steadily in the future. But people, unfamiliar with such speculations as 
those of the younger Darwin, forget that the planets must ultimately fall 
back one by one into the parent body. As these catastrophes occur, the sun 
will bla/c with renewed energy; and it may be that some inner planet had 
sulfered this fate. Whatever the reason, the fact remains that the sun was 
very much hotter than we know it. 

‘W'ell, one very hot morning—my fourth, I think—as I was seeking 
shelter from the heat and glare in a cnU>ssal ruin near the great hiuise where 
I slept and fed, there happened this strange thing, ('dambering among these 
heaps of masonry, I found a narrow gallery whose end and side winelows 
were blocked by lallen masses of sttme. By contrast with the brilliancy 
outside, it seemed at iirst impenetrably dark to me. I entered it groping, for 
the change from light to blackness made spots of colour swim before me. 
Suddenly 1 hailed spellbound. A pair t)f eyes, lumimms by relleclion against 
the daylight without, was watching me out of the darkness. 

‘'The old instinctive ilread i>f wild beasts came upon me. I clenched my 
hands and steadfastly looked into the glaring e\eballs. I was afraid to turn, 
d'hen the thought of the absolute security in which humanity appeared to be 
living came to my mind. And then I remembered that strange terror of the 
dark. Overcoming my fear to some extent, I advanced a step and spoke. I 
will admit that my voice was harsh and ill-controlled. I put out my hand and 
touched something soft. At once the eyes darted sideways, and something 
white ran past me. I turned with my heart in my mouth, and saw a queer 
little ape-like figure, its head held down in a peculiar manner, running 
acniss the sunlit space behind me. It blundered against a rock of granite, 
staggered aside, and in a moment was hidden in a black shadow beneath 
another pile of ruined masonry. 

‘My impression of it is, of course, imperfect; but I know it was a dull 



46 The Time Machine 

white, and had strange large greyish-red eyes; also that there was llaxen hair 
on its head and down its baek. Hut, as I say, it went too fast for me to see 
distinctly. I cannot even say whether it ran on all fours, or only with its 
forearms held very low. After an instant’s pause I followed it into the second 
heap of ruins. I could not tind it at first; but, after a time in the profound 
obscurity, I came upon one of those round well-like openings of which I 
have told you, half closed by a fallen pillar. A sudden thought came to me. 
Could this 'riling have vanished down the shaft? I lit a match, and, looking 
down, I saw a small, while, moving creature, with large bright eyes which 
regarded me steadfastly as it retreated. It made me shudder. It was so like a 
human spider! It was clambering down the wall, and now I saw for the first 
lime a number of metal foot and hand rests forming a kind of ladder down 
the shaft, 'fhen the light burned my lingers and fell our of my hand, going 
out as it dropped, and when I had lit another the little immster had 
disappeared. 

‘I do not know how long I sat peering denvn that well. It was not for some 
time that I could succeed in persuading myself that the thing I had seen was 
human. Hut, gradually, the truth dawned on me: that Man had not 
remained one species, but had differentialed into twi> distinct animals: that 
my graceful children of the Upper World were not the sole descendants of 
our generation, but that this bleached, obscene, nocturnal 'Thing, which 
had flashed before me, was also heir to all the ages. 

‘1 thought of the flickering pillars and of my theory of an underground 
ventilation. I began to suspect their true import. And what, 1 wondered, 
was this Lemur doing in my scheme of a perfectly balanced organisation? 
How was it related to the indolent serenity of the beautiful Upper-woiiders? 
And what was hidden dinvn there, at the i'aox of that shaft? 1 sal upon the 
edge of the well telling myself that, at any rate, there was in)ihing to fear, 
and that there I must descend for the solution of my difficulties. And withal 
I was absolutely afraid to go! As I hesitated, two i>f the beautiful Upper- 
world people came running in their amorous sport across the daylight into 
the shadow. 'The male pursued the female, flinging flowers at her as he ran. 

‘'They seemed distressed to tind me, my arm against the overturned pillar, 
peering down the well. Apparently it was considered bad form to remark 
these apertures; for when I pointed to this one, and tried to frame a qucstiiMi 
about it in their tongue, they were still more visibly distressed and turned 
away. Hut they were interested by my matches, and 1 struck some to amuse 
them. I tried them again about the well, and again I failed. So presently I 
left them, meaning to go back to Weena, and see what I could gel fri>m her. 
Hut my mind was already in revolution; my guesses and impressions were 
slipping and sliding to a new adjustment. I had now a clue t(^ the import o{' 
these wells, to the ventilating lowers, to the mystery of the ghosts: to say 
nothing of a hint at the meaning of the bronze gates and the fate t^f the 'Time 
Machine! And very vaguely there came a suggestion towards the solution of 
the economic problem that had puzzled me. 

‘Here was the new view. Plainly, this second species of Man was 
subterranean. There were three circumstances in particular which made me 
think that its rare emergence above ground was the outcome of a long- 



The Time Machine ^7 

continued underground habit. In the first place, there was the bleached look 
common in most animals that live largely in the dark—the white fish of the 
Kentucky caves, for instance. Then, those large eyes, with that capacity for 
reflecting light, arc common features of nocturnal things—witness the owl 
and the cal. And last of all, that evident confusion in the sunshine, that hasty 
yet fumbling and awkward flight towards dark shadow, and that peculiar 
carriage of the head while in the light—all reinforced the theory of an 
extreme sensitiveness of the retina. 

‘Beneath my feet then the earth must be tunnelled enormously, and these 
tunnellings W'ere the habitat of the new race, 'fhe presence of ventilating- 
shafts and wells along the hill slopes—everywhere, in fact, except along the 
river valley—showed how universal were its ramifications. What so natural, 
then, as to assume that it was in this artificial underworld that such work as 
was necessary to the comfort of the daylight race was done? The notion was 
so plausible that I at once accepted it, and went on to assume the hozc of this 
splitting of the human species. I dare say you will anticipate the shape of my 
theory, though, for myself, I very soon felt that it fell far short of the truth. 

‘At first, proceeding from the problems of our own age, it seemed clear as 
daylight to me that the gradual widening of the present merely temporary 
and social difference between the Capitalist and the Labourer, was the key 
U) the whole position. No doubt it will seem grotesque enough to you—and 
wildly incredible!—and yet even now there are existing circumstances to 
point that way. 'rhere is a tendency to utilise underground space for the less 
ornamental purposes of eivilisation; there is the Metropolitan Railway in 
London, for instance, there arc new electric railways, there arc subways, 
there are underground workrooms and restaurants, and they increase and 
multiply. Hvidently, T thought, this tendency had increased till Industry 
had gradually lost its birthright in the sky. I mean that it had gone deeper 
and deeper into larger and ever larger underground factories, spending a 
still-increasing amount of its lime therein, till, in the end—I Even now, does 
not an East-end worker live in such artificial conditions as practically to be 
cut off from the natural surface of the earth? 

‘Again, the exclusive tendency of richer people—due, no doubt, to the 
increasing refinement of their education, and the widening gulf between 
them and the rude violence of the poor—is already leading to the closing, in 
their interest, of considerable portions of the surface of the land. About 
London, for instance, perhaps half the prettier country is shut in against 
intrusion. And this same widening gulf—which is due to the length and 
expense of the higher educational process and the increased facilities for and 
temptations towards refined habits on the part of the rich—will make that 
exchange between class and class, that promotion by inter-marriage which 
at present retards the splitting of our species along lines of social 
stratification, less and less frequent. So, in the end, above ground you must 
have the Haves, pursuing pleasure and comfort and beauty, and below 
ground the Have-nots; the Workers getting continually adapted to the 
conditions of their labour. Once they w'ere there they would, no doubt, have 
to pay rent, and not a little of it, for the ventilation of their caverns; and if 
they refused, they would starve or be suffocated for arrears. Such of them as 
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were so eonstiluted as to be miserable and rebellious would die; and, in the 
end, the balance being permanent, the survivors would become as well 
adapted to the conditions of underground life, and as happy in their way, as 
the Upper-world people were to theirs. As it seemed to me, the refined 
beauty and the etiolated pallor followed naturally enough. 

'The great triumph of Humanity I had dreamed of took a different shape 
in my mind. It had been no such triumph of moral education and general 
co-operation as I had imagined. Instead, I saw a real aristocracy, armed 
with a perfected science and working to a logical conclusion the industrial 
system of to-day. Its triumph had not been simply a triumph over nature, 
but a triumph over nature and the fellow-man. 'This, I must warn you, was 
my theory at the time. I had no convenient cicerone in the pattern of the 
Utopian books. My explanation may be absolutely wrong. I still think it is 
the most plausible one. Hut even on this supposition the balanced 
civilisation that was at last attained must have long since passed its zenith, 
and was now far fallen into decay. 'The too-perfect security of the Upper- 
worlders had led them to a slow movement of degeneration, to a general 
dwindling in size, strength, and intelligence. That I could see clearly 
enough already. What had happened to the Undergrounders 1 did not yet 
suspect; but, from what 1 had seen of the Morlocks—that, by the by, was the 
name by which these creatures were called—1 could imagine that the 
modification of the human type was even far more profound than among the 
‘iiloi," the beautiful race that I already knew. 

''Then came troublesome doubts. Why had the Morlocks taken my 'I'ime 
Machine? For I felt sure it was they who had taken it. Why, too, if the Floi 
were masters, could they not restore the machine to me? And why were they 
so terribly afraid of the dark? I proceeded, as I have said, to question Weena 
about this Underworld, but here again 1 was disappointed. At first she 
would not understand my questions, and presently she refused to answer 
them. She shivered as though the topic was unendurable. And when I 
pressed her, perhaps a little harshly, she burst into tears. 'They were the 
only tears, except my own, I ever saw in that (lolden Age. When 1 saw them 
I ceased abruptly to trouble about the Morlocks, and was only concerned in 
banishing these signs of the human inheritance from Weena’s eyes. And 
very soon she was smiling and clapping her hands, while I solemnly burnt a 
match.’ 


6 


'It may seem odd to you, but it was two days before I could follow up the 
new-found clue in what was manifestly the proper way. I felt a peculiar 
shrinking from those pallid bodies. 'Fhcy were just the half-bleached colour 
of the worms and things one secs preserved in spirit in a zoological museum. 
And they were filthily cold to the touch. Probably my shrinking was largely 
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due to the sympathetic influence of the Kloi, whose disgust of the Morlocks 
I now began to appreciate. 

‘The next night I did not sleep well. Probably my health was a little 
disordered. 1 was oppressed with perplexity and doubt. Once or twice I had 
a feeling of intense fear for which I could perceive no dcliniie reason. I 
remember creeping noiselessly into the great hall where the little people 
were sleeping in the moonlight—that night Weena was among them—and 
feeling reassured by their presence. It occurred to me, even then, that in the 
course of a few days the moon must pass through its last quarter, and the 
nights grow dark, when the appearances of these unpleasant creatures from 
beknv, these whitened Lemurs, this new vermin that had replaced the old, 
might be more abundant. And on both these days I had the restless feeling 
of one w^ho shirks an inevitable duty. I fell assured that the 'Time Machine 
was only to be recovered by boldly penetrating these underground 
mysteries. Yet 1 could not face the mystery. If only I had had a companion it 
would have been dilfereni. Hut I was so horribly aliMie, and even to clamber 
down into the darkness of the wx'll appalled me. 1 don't know' if you will 
understand my feeling, but I never fell quite safe at my back. 

‘It was this restlessness, this insecurity, perhaps, that drove me further 
and further afield in my exploring expeditions. Going to the south- 
westward towards the rising country that is now called CA>mbe Wood, I 
observed far i)lf, in the direclitm of nineteenth-century Hanstead, a vast 
green structure, different in character from any I had hitherto seen. It was 
larger than the largest of the palaces or ruins I knew', and the facade had an 
Oriental lo()k: the face of it having the lustre, as well as the pale-green tint, a 
kind of bluish-green, of a certain type of Chinese porcelain. 'Fhis difference 
in aspect suggested a difference in use, and I was minded to push on and 
expK)re. Hut the day was growing late, and I had come upon the sight of the 
place after a long and tiring circuit; so I resolved to hold over the adventure 
for the following day, and I returned to the welcome and the caresses of 
little Weena. Hut next morning I perceived clearly enough that my curiosity 
regarding the Halace of (ireen Porcelain was a piece of self-deception, to 
enable me to shirk, by another day, an experience 1 dreaded. I resolved I 
would make the descent without further waste of lime, and started out in the 
early morning tow'ards a w ell near the ruins of granite and aluminium. 

‘Little Weena ran with me. She danced beside me to the well, but w'hen 
she saw me lean i)ver the mouth and look downward, she seemed strangely 
concerned. “(lood-bye, little Weena,” I said, kissing her; and then, putting 
her down, 1 began to feel over the parapet for the climbing hooks. Rather 
hastily, I may as well confess, for I feared my courage might leak away! At 
first she watched me in amazement. Then she gave a most piteous cry, and, 
running to me, began to pull at me with her little hands. I think her 
opposition nerved me rather to proceed. I shook her off, perhaps a little 
roughly, and in another moment I was in the throat of the well. I saw* her 
agonised face over the parapet, and smiled to reassure her. I'hen I had to 
look down at the unstable hooks to which I clung. 

‘I had to clamber down a shaft of perhaps two hundred yards. 'The 
descent was affected by means of metallic bars projecting from the sides of 
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the well, and these being adapted to the needs of a creature much smaller 
and lighter than myself, I was speedily cramped and fatigued by the 
descent. And not simply fatigued! One of the bars bent suddenly under my 
weight, and almost swung me olf into the blackness beneath. For a moment 
I hung by one hand, and after that experience I did not dare to rest again. 
Though my arms and back were presently acutely painful, I went on 
clambering down the sheer descent with as quick a motion as possible. 
Glancing upward, I saw the aperture, a small blue disk, in which a star was 
visible, while little Weena’s head showed as a round black projection. The 
thudding sound of a machine below grew louder and more oppressive. 
Hverything save that little disk above was profoundly dark, and when I 
looked up again Weena had disappeared. 

‘I was in an agony of discomfort. I had some thought of trying to go up 
the shaft again, and leave the Underworld alone. Hut even while I turned 
this over in my mind I continued to descend. At last, with intense relief, I 
saw’ dimly coming up, a foot to the right of me, a slender loophole in the 
wall. Swinging myself in, I found it was the aperture of a narrow' horizontal 
tunnel in which I could lie down and rest. It was not too soon. My arms 
ached, my back was cramped, and I was trembling with the prolonged 
terror of a fall. Besides this, the unbroken darkness had had a distressing 
effect upon my eyes. The air was full of the throb and hum of machinery 
pumping air down the shaft. 

‘I do not know how long I lay. I was roused by a soft hand touching my 
face. Starting up in the darkness I snatched at my matches and, hastily 
striking one, I saw three stooping white creatures similar to the one I had 
seen above ground in the ruin, hastily retreating before the light. Living, as 
they did, in what appeared to me impenetrable darkness, their eyes were 
abnormally large and sensitive, just as are the pupils of the abysmal fishes, 
and they reflected the light in the same way. I have no doubt they could see 
me in that ray less obscurity, and they did not seem to have any fear of me 
apart from the light. But, so soon as I struck a match in order to see them, 
they fled incontinently, vanishing into dark gutters and tunnels, from which 
their eyes glared at me in the strange fashion. 

‘I tried to call to them, but the language they had was apparently different 
from that of the Upper-world people; so that I was needs left to my own 
unaided efforts, and the thought of flight before exploration was even then 
in my mind. But I said to myself, “You are in for it now,” and, feeling my 
way along the tunnel, 1 found the noise of machinery grow louder. Presently 
the walls fell away from me, and I came to a large open space, and, striking 
another match, saw that 1 had entered a vast arched cavern, which stretched 
into utter darkness beyond the range of my light. The view I had of it was as 
much as one could see in the burning of a match. 

‘Necessarily my memory is vague. Great shapes like big machines rose 
out of the dimness, and cast grotesque black shadows, in which dim spectral 
Morlocks sheltered from the glare. 'Phe place, by the bye, was very stufl'y 
and oppressive, and the faint halitus of freshly-shed blood was in the air. 
Some way down the central vista was a little table of white metal, laid with 
what seemed a meal. I’he Morlocks at any rate were carnivorous! Hven at 
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the time, I remember wondering what large animal could have survived to 
furnish the red joint I saw. It was all very indistinct: the heavy smell, the big 
unmeaning shapes, the obscene figures lurking in the shadows, and only 
waiting for the darkness to come at me again! 'fhen the match burned down, 
and stung my lingers, and fell, a wriggling red spot in the blackness. 

‘I have thought since how particularly ill-equipped I was for such an 
experience. When I had started with the 'fime Machine, I had started with 
the absurd assumption that the men of the Future would certainly be 
infinitely ahead of ourselves in all their appliances. I had come without 
arms, without medicine, without anything to smoke—at times I missed 
tobacco frightfully!—even without enough matches. If only I had thought 
of a Kodak! I could have Hashed that glimpse of the Underworld in a 
second, and examined it at leisure. Hut, as it was, I stood there with only the 
weapons and the powers that Nature had endowed me with—hands, feet, 
and teeth; these, and four safety matches that still remained to me. 

‘1 was afraid to push my way in among all this machinery in the dark, and 
it was only with my last glimpse of light I discovered that my store of 
matches had run low. It had never occurred lo me until that moment that 
there was any need to economise them, and I had wasted almost half the box 
in astonishing the Upper-worlders, to whtmi fire was a novelty. Now, as 1 
say, I had four left, and while I stood in the dark, a hand ti)uched mine, lank 
lingers came feeling over my face, and 1 was sensible of a peculiar 
unpleasant odt^ur. I fancied I heard the breathing of a crowd of those 
dreadful little beings about me. I felt the box of matches in my hand being 
gently disengaged, and other hands behind me plucking at my clothing, 
fhe sense of these unseen creatures e.xamining me was indescribably 
unpleasant, 'fhe sudden realisation of my ignorance of their ways of 
thinking and doing came home U) me very vividly in the darkness. I shouted 
at them as loudly as I could. 'They started away, and then 1 eould feel them 
approaching me again. 'They clutched at me more bi)ldly, whispering odd 
sounds to eaeh other. 1 shivered violently, and shouted again—rather 
discordantly. 'I’his time they were not st) seriously alarmed, and they made a 
queer laughing noise as they came back at me. 1 will confess I was horribly 
frightened. I determined to strike another match and escape under the 
protection of its glare. 1 did so, and eking t)Ut the ilieker with a scrap of 
paper from my pocket, I made good my retreat to the narrow tunnel. Hut I 
had scarce entered this when my light was bUn\ n out, and in the blackness I 
could hear the Morlocks rustling like wind among leaves, and pattering like 
the rain, as they hurried after me. 

'In a moment 1 was clutched by several hands, and there was no 
mistaking that they were trying to haul me baek. I struck another light, and 
waved it in their dazzled faces. You can scarce imagine how nauseatingly 
inhuman they looked—those pale, chinless faces and great, lidless, pinkish- 
grey eyes!—as they stared in their blindness and bewilderment. Hut 1 did 
not stay to look, I promise you: I retreated again, and when my second 
match had ended, I struck my third. It had almost burned through when I 
reached the opening into the shaft. I lay down on the edge, for the throb of 
the great pump below made me giddy. 'Then I felt sideways for the 
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projecting hooks, and, as I did so, my feet were grasped from behind, and I 
was violently tugged backward. I lit my last match . . . and it incontinently 
went out. But I had my hand on the climbing bars now, and, kicking 
violently, I disengaged myself from the clutches of the Morlocks, and was 
speedily clambering up the shaft, while they stayed peering and blinking up 
at me: all but one little wretch w’ho followed me for some way, and well-nigh 
secured my boot as a trophy. 

‘That climb seemed interminable to me. With the last twenty or thirty 
feet of it a deadly nausea came upon me. I had the greatest difficulty in 
keeping my hold. The last few yards was a frightful struggle against this 
faintness. Several times my head swam, and I felt all the sensations of 
falling. At last, however, I got over the well-mouth somehow, and staggered 
out of the ruin into the blinding sunlight. I fell upon my face. Itven the soil 
smelt sweet and clean. Then 1 remember Weena kissing my hands and ears, 
and the voices of others among the Hloi. Then, for a time, I was insensible.’ 



‘Now, indeed, I seemed in a worse case than before. Hitherto, except during 
my night’s anguish at the loss of the 'I’ime Machine, I had fell a sustaining 
hope of ultimate escape, but that hope was staggered by these new 
discoveries. Hitherto I had merely thought myself impeded by the childish 
simplicity of the little people, and by some unknown forces which I had 
only to understand to overcome; but there was an altogether new element in 
the sickening quality of the Morlocks—a something inhuman and malign. 
Instinctively I loathed them. Before, I had felt as a man might feel who had 
fallen into a pit; my concern was with the pit and how' to get out of it. Now I 
felt like a beast in a trap, whose enemy would come upon him soon. 

‘The enemy I dreaded may surprise you. It was the darkness of the new 
moon. Weena had put this into my head by some at first incomprehensible 
remarks about the Dark Nights. It was not now such a very difficult 
problem to guess what the coming Dark Nights might mean. The moon was 
on the wane: each night there was a longer interval of darkness. And I now 
understood to some slight degree at least the reason of the fear of the little 
Upper-world people for the dark. I wondered vaguely what foul villainy it 
might be that the Morlocks did under the new moon. I felt pretty sure now 
that my second hypothesis was all wrong. 'I’hc Upper-world people might 
once have been the favoured aristocracy, and the Morlocks their mechanical 
servants; but that had long since passed away. I’he two species that had 
resulted from the evolution of man were sliding down towards, or had 
already arrived at, an altogether new relationship. 'I’he Eloi, like the 
Carlovingian kings, had decayed to a mere beautiful futility. They still 
possessed the earth on suflferance: since the Morlocks, subterranean for 
innumerable generations, had come at last to find the daylit surface 
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intolerable. And the Morlocks made their garments, I inferred, and 
maintained them in their habitual needs, perhaps through the survival of an 
old habit of service, 'fhey did it as a standing horse paws with his foot, or as 
a man enjoys killing animals in sport: because ancient and departed 
necessities had impressed it on the organism. But, clearly, the old order was 
already in part reversed. 'I'he Nemesis of the delicate ones was creeping on 
apace. Ages ago, thousands of generations ago, man had thrust his brother 
man out of the ease and the sunshine. And now that brother was coming 
back—changed! Already the I^loi had begun to learn one old lesson anew. 
They were becoming re-acquainted with h'ear. And suddenly there came 
into my head the memory of the meat I had seen in the Underworld. It 
seemed odd how it floated into my mind: not stirred up as it were by the 
current of my meditations, but coming in almost like a question from 
outside. 1 tried to recall the form of it. I had a vague sense of something 
familiar, but I could not tell what it was at the time. 

‘Still, however helpless the little people in the presence of their 
mysterious Fear, I was differently constituted. I came out of this age of ours, 
this ripe prime of the human race, when Fear does not paralyse and mystery 
has lost its terror. I at least would defend myself. Without further delay I 
determined to make myself arms and a fastness where I might sleep. With 
that refuge as a base, 1 could face this strange world with some of that 
confidence I had lost in realising to what creatures night by night I lay 
exposed. I felt I could never sleep again until my bed was secure from them. 

I shuddered with horror to think how they must already have examined me. 

‘1 wandered during the afternoon along the valley of the Thames, but 
found nothing that commended itself to my mind as inaccessible. All the 
buildings and trees seemed easily practicable to such dexterous climbers as 
the Morlocks, to judge by their weMs, must be. 'Fhen the tall pinnacles of the 
Palace of Green Porcelain and the polished gleam of its walls came back to 
my memory; and in the evening, taking Weena like a child upon my 
shoulder, I went up the hills towards the south-west. The distance, I had 
reckoned, was seven or eight miles, but it must have been nearer eighteen. I 
had first seen the place on a moist afternoon when distances are deceptively 
diminished. In addition, the heel of one of my shoes was loose, and a nail 
was working through the sole—they were comfortable old shoes I wore 
about indoors—so that I was lame. And it was already long past sunset wh^n 
I came in sight of the palace, silhouetted black against the pale yellow of the 
sky. 

‘Weena had been hugely delighted when I began to carry her, but after a 
time she desired me to let her down, and ran along by the side of me, 
occasionally darting oiFon either hand to pick flowers to stick in my pockets. 
My pockets had always puzzled Weena, but at the last she had concluded 
that they were an eccentric kind of vase for floral decoration. At least she 
utilised them for that purpose. And that reminds me! In changing my jacket 
I found ...’ 

The Time Traveller paused, put his hand into his pockety and silently placed 
two withered floivers^ not unlike very large white mallows^ upon the little table. 
Then he resumed his narrative. 
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‘As the hush of evening crept over the world and we proceeded over the 
hill crest towards Wimbledon, W'eena grew tired and wanted to return to 
the house of grey stone. Hut I pointed out the distant pinnacles of the Palace 
of (ireen Porcelain to her, and contrived to make her understand that we 
were seeking a refuge there from her Pear. You know that great pause that 
comes upon things before the dusk? Even the breeze stops in the trees. 'Po 
me there is always an air of expectation about that evening stillness. 'The sky 
was clear, remote, and empty save for a few horizontal bars far down in the 
sunset. Well, that night the expectation took the colour of my fears. In that 
darkling calm my sense seemed preternaturally sharpened. I fancied I could 
even feel the hollowness of the ground beneath my feet: could, indeed, 
almost see through it the Morlocks on their ant-hill going hither and thither 
and waiting for the dark. In my excitement I fancied that they would receive 
my invasion oY their burrows as a declaration of war. And why had they 
taken my 'Fimc Machine? 

‘So we went on in the quiet, and the twilight deepened into night. 'The 
clear blue of the distance faded, and one star after another came out. 'I'he 
ground grew dim and the trees black. Weena's fears and her fatigue grew 
upon her. I took her in my arms and talked to her and caressed her. 'riien, as 
the darkness grew deeper, she put her arms round my neck, and, closing her 
eyes, tightly pressed her face against my shoulder. S(> we went down a long 
slope into a valley, and there in the dimness I almost walked into a little 
river. 'I'his I waded, and went up the opposite side of the valley, past a 
number of sleeping houses, and by a statue—a P’aun, or some such hgurc, 
ffiifms the head. Here, too, were acacias. So far I had seen nothing of the 
Morlocks, but it was yet early in the night, and the darker hours before the 
old m(X)n rose were still to eome. 

‘P'rom the brow of the next hill 1 saw a thick wood spreading wide and 
black before me. I hesitated at this. I could see no end to it, either to the 
right or the left. PVeling tired—my feet in particular, were very sore—I 
carefully lowered Wcena I'nmi my shoulder as I halted, and sat dmvn iij^on 
the turf. I could no U)nger see the Palace of ( ireen Poreelain, and I was in 
doubt of my direction. I looked into the thickness of the wood and thought 
of what it might hide. Under that dense tangle of branches one would be out 
of sight of the stars. pA en were there no other lurking danger—a danger I 
did not care to let my imagination loose upon—there would still be all the 
roots to stumble over and the tree boles to strike against. I was very tired, 
too, after the exeitements of the day; so I decided that 1 would not face it, 
but would pass the night upon the open hill. 

‘Weena, I was glad to find, was fast asleep. I carefully wrapped her in my 
jacket, and sat dt)wn beside her to wail for the moonrise. The hillside was 
quiet and deserted, but from the black of the wood there came now and then 
a stir of living things. Above me shone the stars, for the night was very clear. 
I felt a certain sense (^f friendly comfort in their twinkling. All the old 
constellations had gone from the sky, however: that slow* movement which 
is imperceptible in a hundred human lifetimes, had long since re-arranged 
them in unfamiliar groupings. Hut the Milky Way, it seemed to me, was still 
the same tattered streamer of star-dust as of yore. Southward (as I judged it) 
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was a very bright red star that was new to me: it was even more splendid 
than our own green Sirius. And amid all these scintillating points of light 
one bright planet shone kindly and steadily like the face of an old friend. 

‘Looking at these stars suddenly dwarfed my own troubles and all the 
gravities of terrestrial life. 1 thought of their unfathomable distance, and the 
slow inevitable drift of their movements out of the unknown past into the 
unknown future. I thought of the great processional cycle that the pole of 
the earth describes. Only forty times had that silent revolution occurred 
during all the years that I had traversed. And during these few revolutions 
all the activity, all the traditions, the complex organisations, the nations, 
languages, literatures, aspirations, even the mere memory of Man as I knew 
him, had been swept out of existence. Instead were these frail creatures who 
had forgotten their high ancestry, and the white 'Fhings of which 1 went in 
terror. 'I'hen I thought of the Great l^'ear that was between the two species, 
and for the first time, with a sudden shiver, came the clear knowledge of 
w'hat the meat I had seen might be. Yet it was too horrible! I looked at little 
Weena sleeping beside me, her face white and starlike under the stars, and 
forthwith dismissed the thought. 

‘'I’hrough that long night I held my mind oil' the Morlocks as well as I 
could, and whiled away the time by trying to fancy I could find signs of the 
old constellations in the new confusion. 'Fhe sky kept very clear, except for a 
hazy cloud or so. No doubt I dozed at times. 'Fhen, as my vigil wi>re on, 
came a faintness in the eastward sky, like the reflection of some colourless 
fire, and the old moon rose, thin and peaked and white. And close behind, 
and overtaking it, and ovcrllowing it, the dawn came, pale at first, and then 
growing pink and warm. No Morlocks had approached us. Indeed, I had 
seen none upon the hill that night. And in the confidence of renewed day it 
almost seemed to me that my fear had been unreasonable. 1 stood up and 
found my foot w ith the loose heel swollen at the ankle and painful under the 
heel; so I sat down again, took off my shoes, and flung them away. 

‘1 awakened Weena, and we went down into the w'ood, now’ green and 
pleasant instead of black and forbidding. We found some fruit w’herewith to 
break our fast. We soon met others of the dainty ones, laughing and dancing 
in the sunlight as though there was no such thing in nature as the night. And 
then I thought once more of the meal that I had seen. I felt assured now’ of 
what it was, and from the bottom of my heart I pitied this last feeble riM 
from the great flood of humanity. Clearly, at some time in the Long-Ago of 
human decay the Morlocks’ food had run short. Possibly they had lived on 
rats and suchlike vermin, liven mw man is far less discriminating and 
exclusive in his food than he was—far less than any monkey. His prejudice 
against human llesh is no deep-seated instinct. And so these inhuman sons 
of men —11 tried to look at the thing in a scientific spirit. After all, they were 
less human and more remote than our cannibal ancestors of three or four 
thousand years ago. And the intelligence that would have made this state of 
things a torment had gone. Why should I trouble myself? I'hese liloi were 
mere fatted cattle, which the ant-like Morlocks preserved and preyed 
upon—probably saw to the breeding of. And there was Weena dancing at 
my side! 
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‘"rhen I tried to preserve myself fnmi the horror that was coming upon 
me, by regarding it as a rigorous punishment of human selhshness. Man had 
been content to live in ease and delight upon the labours of his fellow-man, 
had taken Necessity as his watchword and excuse, and in the fulness of time 
Necessity had come home to him. I even tried a C^arlyle-like scorn of this 
wretched aristocracy in decay. Hut this attitude of mind was impossible. 
However great their intellectual degradation, the \i\o\ had kept to(^ much of 
the human form not ti^ claim my sympathy, and to make me perforce a 
sharer in their degradation and their h'ear. 

‘I had at that time very vague ideas as to the course I should pursue. My 
first was to secure some safe place of refuge, and to make myself such arms 
of metal or stone as 1 could cimtrive. 'I'hat necessity was immediate. In the 
next place, I hoped to procure some means of lire, si> that I should have the 
weapi)n of a torch at hand, for nothing, 1 knew, would be mi^re eliicient 
against these Morlocks. 'Then 1 wanted io arrange simic contrivance ti^ 
break open the doi^-s ol* bronze under the White Sphinx. I had in mind a 
battering-ram. I had a persuasion that if I could enter these doors and carry 
a blaze of light before me 1 slunild discover the 'I’imc Machine and escape. 1 
could not imagine the Morlocks were strong enough to move it far away. 
Weena I had resolved xo bring with me ii> our own time. And turning such 
schemes m’er in my mind I pursued our way ti>wards the building which my 
fancy had chosen as our dwelling." 


8 


‘I found the Palace of Cirecn Porcelain, when we approached it about noon, 
deserted and falling into ruin. Only ragged vestiges of glass remained in its 
windows, and great sheets of the green facing had fallen away from the 
corroded metallic framework. It lay very high upon a turfy down, and 
looking north-eastward before I entered it, I was surprised to see a large 
estuary, or even creek, where I judged Wandsworth and Battersea must 
once have been. 1 thought then—though 1 never followed up the thought— 
of what might have happened, or might be happening, to the living things in 
the sea. 

"'I'he material of the Palace proved on examination to be indeed ptn celain, 
and along the face of it I saw an inscription in some unknown character. 1 
thought, rather foolishly, that Weena might help me to interpret this, but I 
only learned that the bare idea of writing had never entered her head. She 
always seemed to me, I fancy, more human than she was, perhaps because 
her afl'cetion was so human. 

‘Within the big valves of the door—which were open and broken—we 
found, instead of the customary hall, a long gallery lit by many side 
windows. At the first glance I was reminded of a museum. 'The tiled floor 
was thick with dust, and a remarkable array of miscellaneous objects was 
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shn^uded in the same grey eovering. 'i'hen I perceived, standing strange and 
gaunt in the centre of the hall, what was clearly the lower part of a huge 
skeleton. 1 reeognised by the oblique feet that it was some extinet ereaturc 
after the fashion of the Megatherium. 'Fhc skull and the upper bones lay 
beside it in the thick dust, and in one place, where rain-water had dropped 
through a leak in the roof, the thing itself had been worn away, b'urther in 
the gallery was the huge skeleton barrel of a Hrontosaurus. My museum 
hypothesis was confirmed. (loing towards the side I found what appeared to 
be sloping shelves, and, clearing away the thick dust, I found the old 
familiar glass cases of our own time. But they must have been air-tight, to 
judge from the fair preservation of some of their contents. 

‘("learly we stood among the ruins of some latter-day South Kensington! 
Here, apparently, was the Pala:onti>logical Section, and a very splendid 
array of fossils it must have been, though the inevitable process of decay 
that had been staved off for a time, and had, through the extinction of 
bacteria and fungi, lost ninety-nine hundredths of its force, was, 
nevertheless, with extreme sureness if with extreme slowness at work again 
upon all its treasures. Here and there I found traces of the little people in the 
shape of rare fossils broken to pieces or threaded in strings upon reeds. And 
the cases had in some instances been bodily removed—by the Ali^rloeks as I 
judged. 'The place was very silent. 'I'he thick dust deadened our footsteps. 
VCVena, who had been rolling a sea-urchin down the sloping glass of a case, 
presently came, as I stared about me, and very quietly took my hand stood 
beside me. 

‘And at first I was so much surprised by this ancient monument of an 
intellectual age, that I gave no thought to the possibilities it presented. Hven 
my preoccupation abt)ut the 'Time Machine receded a little from my mind. 

‘ To judge from the size of the plr.ce, this Palace of Oreen Porcelain had a 
great deal more in it than a Ciallery of PaliL'ontology; possibly historical 
galleries; it might be, even a library! 'To me, at least in my present 
circumstances, these would be vastly more interesting than this spectacle of 
old-time geology in decay. Itxploring, I found another short gallery running 
transverselv to the first. "Phis appeared to be devoted to minerals, and the 
sight of a block of sulphur set my mind running on gun-powder. But I could 
find no saltpetre; indeed, no nitrates of any kind. Doubtless they had 
deliquesced ages ago. Yet the sulphur hung in my mind, and set up a train cf 
thinking. As for the rest of the contents of that gallery, though on the whole 
they were the best preserved of all I saw, I had little interest. I am no 
specialist in mineralogy, and I went on down a very ruinous aisle running 
parallel to the first hall I had entered. Apparently this section had been 
devoted to natural history, but everything had long since passed out of 
recognition. A few shrivelled and blackened vestiges of wha» had once been 
stuffed animals, desiccated mummies in jars that had once held spirit, a 
brown dust t)f departed plants; that was all! I was sorry for that, because I 
should have been glad to trace the patient re-adjustments by which the 
conquest of animated nature had been attained. Then we came to a gallery 
of simply colossal proportions, but singularly ill-lit, the Hoor of it running 
downward at a slight angle from the end at which I entered. At intervals 
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white globes hung from the ceiling—many of them cracked and smashed— 
which suggested that originally the place had been artificially lit. Here I was 
more in my clement, for rising on cither side of me were the huge bulks of 
big machines, all greatly corroded and many broken down, but some still 
fairly complete. You know I have a certain wx*akncss for mechanism, and I 
was inclined to linger among these: the more so as for the most part they had 
the interest of puzzles, and I could make only the vaguest guesses at what 
they were for. I fancied that if I could solve their puzzles I should find 
myself in possession of powers that might be of use against the Morlocks. 

‘Suddenly Weena came very close to my side. So suddenly that she 
startled me. Had it not been for her I do not think I should have noticed that 
the floor of the gallery sloped at all.^ The end I had come in at was quite 
above ground, and was lit by rare slit-like windows. As you went down the 
length, the ground came up against these windows, until at last there was a 
pit like the ‘area’ of a London house before each, and only a narrow line of 
daylight at the top. I went slowly along, puzzling about the machines, and 
had been too intent upim them to notice the gradual diminution of the light, 
until Weena’s increasing apprehensions drew my attention. 'I’hen I saw' that 
the gallery ran down at last into a thick darkness. I hesitated, and then, as I 
U^oked nuind me, I saw that the dust was less abundant and its surface less 
even, h’urther aw'ay towards the dimness, it appeared to be broken by a 
number of small narrow' footprints. My sense of the immediate presence of 
the Morlocks revived at that. I felt that I was wasting my time in this 
academic examination of machinery. I called to mind that it W’as already far 
advanced in the afternoon, and that I had still no weapon, no refuge, and no 
means of making a fire. And then down in the remote blackness of the 
gallery I heard a peculiar pattering, and the same odd noises 1 had heard 
down the w'ell. 

‘I took Weena’s hand. Then, struck with a sudden idea, I left her and 
turned to a machine from w'hich projected a lever not unlike those in a 
signal-box. Clambering upon the stand, and grasping this lever in my 
hands, I put all my weight upon it sideways. Suddenly VC'eena, deserted in 
the central aisle, began to w'himper. I had judged the strength of the lever 
pretty correctly, for it snapped after a minute’s strain, and I rejoined her 
with a mace in my hand more than sufficient, I judged, for any Morlock 
skull I might encounter. And I longed very much to kill a Morlock or so. 
Very inhuman, you may think, to want to go killing one’s owm descendants! 
But it was impossible, somehow, to feel any humanity in the things. Only 
my disinclination to leave Weena, and a persuasion that if 1 began to slake 
my thirst for murder my 'Lime Machine might suffer, restrained me from 
going straight down the gallery and killing the brutes I heard. 

‘Well, mace in one hand and Weena in the other, I went out of that gallery 
and into another and still larger one, which at the first glance reminded me 
of a military chapel hung with tattered flags. The brown and charred rags 
that hung from the sides of it, I presently recognised as the decaying 

* It may be, of course, that the floor did not slope, but that the museum was built 
into the side of a hill.—En. 
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vestiges of books, 'rhey had long since dropped to pieces, and every 
semblance of print had left them. But here and there were warped boards 
and cracked metallic clasps that told the tale well enough. Had I been a 
literary man I might, perhaps, have moralised upon the futility of all 
ambition. But as it was, the thing that struck me with keenest force was the 
enormiuis waste of labour to which this sombre wilderness of rotting paper 
testilied. At the lime I will confess that I thought chiefly of the Philosophical 
Transactions and my (nvn seventeen papers upon physical optics. 

‘'rhen, going up a broad staircase, we came to what may once have been a 
gallery i>f technical chemistry. And here I had not a little hope of useful 
iliscoveries. Hxcepl at (Hie end where the roof had collapsed, this gallery was 
well preserved. I went eagerly i(^ every unbroken case. And at last, in one of 
the really air-tight cases, I found a box of matches. Very eagerly 1 tried 
them. 'I'hey were perfectly good. 'I'hey were not even damp. 1 turned to 
W'eena. “Dance," I cried to her in her own tongue, h'or ninv I had a weapon 
indeed against the horrible creatures we feared. And so, in that derelict 
museum, upon the thick sc^ft carpeting of dust, to Weena's huge delight, I 
solemnly performed a kind of composite dance, whistling 77 /e Land of the 
Lea! as cheerfully as I could. In part it was a modest cancan, in part a step 
dance, in part a skirt dance (so far as my tail-coat permitted), and in part 
original. Vor 1 am naturally inventive, as you know. 

'Now, I still think that for this box of matches to have escaped the wear of 
time for immemorial years was a most strange, as for me it was a mi^st 
fortunate, thing. Yet, oddly encuigh, T found a far unlikelier substance, and 
that was camphor. I found it in a sealed jar, that by chance, I suppose, had 
been really hermetically sealed. I fancied at first that it was paraffin wax, and 
smashed the glass accordingly. But the odiKir of camphor was unmistak¬ 
able. In the univcral decay this volatile substance had chanced to survive, 
perhaps through many thousands of centuries. It reminded me of a sepia 
painting I had (hicc seen done fnnn the ink of a fossil Belemnitc that must 
have perished and become fossilised millions of years ago. I was about to 
throw it away, hut I remembered that it was inllammable and burned with a 
good bright llame—was, in fact, an excellent candle—and 1 put it in my 
pocket. I found no explosives, however, nor any means of breaking down 
the bron/e d(H^rs. As yet my iron crowbar was the most helpful thing I had 
chanced upon. Nevertheless I left that gallery greatly elated. 

'I cannot tell you all the story of that long afternoon. It would require a 
great eildrt of memory to recall my exph^rations in at all the pre^per order. I 
remember a long gallery of rusting stands ol’ arms, and how I hesitated 
between m\ crowbar and a hatchet or a sword. I C(^uld not carry b(nh, 
however, and my bar of iron promised best against the bron/e j»ates. 'There 
were numbers of guns, pistols, and piles. 'The most were masses of rust, but 
many were (^f some new metal, and still fairly sound. But any cartridges or 
powder there may once have been had rolled into dust. One corner I saw 
was charred and shattered: perhaps, I thou by an explosion among the 
specimens. In another place was a vast array of idols—Polynesian, Mexican, 
Cirecian, Phivnician, every country on earth I shcmld think. And here, 
yielding to an irresistible impulse, I wrote my name upon the nose of a 
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steatite monster from South America that particularly took my fancy. 

‘As the evening drew on, my interest waned. I went through gallery after 
gallery, dusty, silent, often ruinous, the exhibits sometimes mere heaps of 
rust and lignite, sometimes fresher. In one place I suddenly found myself 
near the model of a tin-mine, and then by the merest accident I discovered, 
in an air-tight case, two dynamite cartridges! I shouted ‘Hureka,’ and 
smashed the case with joy. 'Then came a doubt. I hesitated. 'Then, selecting 
a little side gallery, I made my essay. I never felt such a disappointment as 1 
did in waiting five, ten, fifteen minutes for an explosion that never came. Of 
course the things were dummies, as 1 might have guessed Inim their 
presence. I really believe that, had they not been so, 1 should have rushed off 
incontinently and blown Sphinx, bronze doors, and (as it proved) my 
chances of finding the 'Fimc Machine, all together into non-existence. 

‘It was after that, I think, that w^e came to a little open court within the 
palace. It was turfed, and had three fruit-trees. So w^e rested and refreshed 
ourselves. 'Towards sunset I began to consider our position. Night was 
creeping upon us, and my inaccessible hiding-place had still to be found. 
But that troubled me very little now. I had in my possession a thing that 
was, perhaps, the best of all defences against the Morlocks —1 had matches! 
1 had the camphor in my pocket, too, if a blaze were needed. It seemed to me 
that the best thing we could do would be to pass the night in the open, 
protected by a fire. In the morning there was the getting of the 'Time 
Machine. 'Towards that, as yet, I had only my iron mace. But now, w ith my 
growing knowledge, I felt very differently towards those bronze doors. Up 
to this, I had refrained from forcing them, largely because of the mystery on 
the other side. 'They had never impressed me as being very strong, and 1 
hoped to find my bar of iron not altogether inadequate for the work.' 



‘We emerged from the palace while the sun was still in part above the 
horizon. I was determined to reach the White Sphinx early the next 
morning, and ere the dusk I purposed pushing through the woods that had 
stopped me on the previous journey. My plan was to go as far as possible 
that night, and then, building a fire, to sleep in the protection of its glare. 
Accordingly, as we went along I gathered any sticks or dried grass 1 saw, 
and presently had my arms full of such litter. 'Thus loaded, our progress was 
slower than I had anticipated, and besides Weena was tired. And I began to 
suffer from sleepiness too; so that it was full night before we reached the 
wood. Upon the shrubby hill of its edge Weena would have stopped, fearing 
the darkness before us; but a singular sense of impending calamity, that 
should indeed have served me as a warning, drove me onward. I had been 
without sleep for a night and two days, and I was feverish and irritable. I felt 
sleep coming upon me, and the Morlocks with it. 
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‘While we hesitated, am(mg the black bushes behind us, and dim against 
their blackness, I saw three crouching figures. There was scrub and long 
grass all about us, and I did not feel safe from their insidious approach. 'Fhe 
forest, I calculated, was rather less than a mile across. If we could get 
through it to the bare hill-side, there, as it seemed to me, was an altogether 
safer resting-place: I thought that with my matches and my camphor I 
could contrive to keep my path illuminated through the woods. Yet it was 
evident that if 1 was to flourish matches with my hands I should have to 
abandon my firewood; so, rather reluctantly, I put it down. And then it 
came into my head that I would amaze our friends behind by lighting it. I 
was to discover the atrocious folly of this proceeding, but it came to my 
mind as an ingenious mm^e for covering our retreat. 

‘I don’t know if you have ever thought what a rare thing flame must be in 
the absence of man and in a temperate climate. 'The sun’s heal is rarely 
strong enough to burn, even when it is focused by dew-drops, as is 
sometimes the case in more tropical districts. Lightning may blast and 
blacken, but it rarely gives rise to widespread fire. Decaying vegetation may 
occasionally smoulder with the heat of its fermentation, but this rarely 
results in flame. In this decadence, too, the art of fire-making had been 
l\)rgotten on the earth. The red tongues that went licking up my heap of 
wood were an altogether new and strange thing to Weena. 

\She wanted to run to it and play with it. 1 believe she would have cast 
herself into it had I not restrained her. Hut I caught her up, and, in spite of 
her struggles, plunged boldly before me into the wood, for a little way the 
glare of my fire lit the path. I .ooking back presently, I could see, through the 
crowded stems, that from my heap of sticks the blaze had spread to some 
bushes adjacent, and a curved line of fire was creeping up the grass of the 
hill. I laughed at that, and turned again to the dark trees before me. It was 
very black, and Weena clung to me convulsively, but there was still, as my 
eyes grew’ accustomed to the darkness, sufficient light for me to avoid the 
stems. Overhead it w-as simply black, except w'here a gap of remote blue sky 
shi>ne down upon us here and there. I struck none of my matches because I 
had no hands free. Up4)n my left arm 1 carried my little one, in my right 
hand I had my iron bar. 

‘for some way I heard nothing but the craekling tw'igs under my feet, the 
faint rustle of the breeze above, and my own breathing and the throb of the 
blood-vessels in my ears. 'Fhen I seemed to know of a pattering about me. I 
pushed on grimly. 'Lhe pattering grew more distinct, and then 1 caught the 
same queer sounels and voices I had heard in the Underw’orld. There were 
evidently several of the Morlocks, and they were closing in upon me. 
Indeed, in another minute I fell a tug at my coat, then something at my arm. 
And Weena shivered violently, and became quite still. 

‘It was time for a match. Hut to get one I must put her down. I did so, and, 
as I fumbled with my pocket, a struggle began in the darkness about my 
knees, perfectly silent on her part and with the same peculiar cooing sounds 
from the Morlocks. Soft little hands, too, were creeping over my coat and 
back, touching even my neck. Then the match scratched and fizzed. I held it 
flaring, and saw^ the white backs of the Morlocks in flight amid the trees. I 



62 


The I'ime Alachine 


hastily look a lump of camphor from my pocket, and prepared to light it as 
soon as the match should wane, 'rhen I looked at Weena. She was lying 
clutching my feel and quite motionless, with her face to the ground. With 
a sudden fright I stooped to her. She seemed scarcely to breathe. I lit 
the block of camphor and flung it to the ground, and as it split and flared 
up and drove back the Morlocks and the shadows, I knelt down and lifted 
her. 'Fhe wood behind seemed full of the stir and murmur of a great 
company! 

‘She seemed to have fainted. I put her carefully upon my shoulder and 
rose to push on, and then there came a horrible rcalisaiiim. In mameuvring 
with my matches and Weena, I had turned myself about several times, and 
now I had not the faintest idea in what direction lay my path, h'or all I knew, 
I might be facing back towards the Palace of Green Porcelain. I found 
myself in a cold sweat. I had to think rapidly what to do. I determined to 
build a fire and encamp where we were. I pul Weena, still motionless, down 
upon a turfy bole, and very hastily, as my first lump of camphor waned, 1 
began collecting sticks and leaves. Here and there out of the darkness round 
me the Morlocks’ eyes shone like carbuncles. 

‘'The camphor flickered and went out. I lit a match, and as I did so, two 
white forms that had been approaching Weena dashed hastily away. One 
was so blinded by the light that he came straight for me and I felt his biines 
grind under the blow of my fist. He gave a whi'jop of dismay, staggered a 
little way, and fell down. I lit another piece of camphor, and went on 
gathering my bonfire. Presently I noticed how dry was some of the foliage 
above me, for since my arrival on the 'Pime Machine, a matter of a week, no 
rain had fallen. So, instead of casting about among the trees for fallen twigs, 
I began leaping up and dragging down branches. Very soon I had a chicking 
smoky fire i>f green wood and dry slicks, and Ci>uld economise my camphor. 
Then 1 turned to where Weena lay beside my iron mace. I tried what I ciuild 
to revive her, but she lay like one dead. I could not even satisfy myself 
whether or not she breathed. 

‘Now, the smoke of the fire beat over towards me, and it must have made 
me heavy of a sudden. Moreover, the vapour of camphor was in the air. My 
fire would not need replenishing f<or an hour or so. I felt weary after my 
exertion, and sal down. The wood, too, was full of a slumbrous murmur 
that I did not understand. I seemed just to nod and open my eyes. Hut all 
was dark, and the Morlocks had their hands upon me. h'linging off their 
clinging fingers I hastily felt in my pocket for the match-box, and—it had 
gone! 'I'hen they gripped and closed with me again. In a moment I knew 
what had happened. I had slept, and my fire had gone out, and the bitterness 
of death came over my soul. The forest seemed full of the smell of burning 
wood. I was caught by the neck, by the hair, by the arms, and pulled dowm. 
It was indescribably horrible in the darkness to feel all these soft creatures 
heaped upon me. I felt as if I was in a monstrous spider’s web. I was 
overpowered, and went down. I felt little teeth nipping at my neck. I rolled 
over, and as I did so my hand came against my iron lever. It gave me 
strength. 1 struggled up, shaking the human rats from me, and, holding the 
bar short, I thrust where I judged their faces might be. I could feel the 
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succulent giving of llcsh and bone under my blows, and for a moment I was 
free. 

‘'rhe strange exultation that so often seems to accompany hard fighting 
came upon me. I knew that both I and Weena were lost, but I determined to 
make the Morlocks pay for their meat. 1 stood with my back to a tree, 
swinging the iron bar before me. The whole wood was full of the stir and 
cries of them. A minute passed. 'I’heir voices seemed to rise to a higher pitch 
of e.xcilement, and their movements grew faster. Yet none came within 
reach. I stood glaring at the blackness. Then suddenly came hope. What if 
the Mt)rlocks were afraid? And close on the heels of that came a strange 
thing. 'The darkness seemed to grow luminous. Very dimly I began ic) see 
the Morlocks about me—three battered at my feet—and then I recognised, 
with incredulous surprise, that the others were running, in an incessant 
stream, as it seemed, from behind me, and away through the wood in front. 
And their backs seemed no longer white, but reddish. As I stood agape, T 
saw a little red spark go drifting across a gap of starlight between the 
branches, and vanished. And at that I understood the smell of burning 
wood, the slumbrous murmur that was growing now into a gusty roar, the 
red ghnv, and the Morlocks' flight. 

‘Stepping out from behind my tree and looking back, 1 saw, through the 
black pillars t)f the nearer trees, the flames of the burning forest. It was my 
lirst fire coming after me. With that 1 looked for Weena, but she was gone. 
'The hissing and crackling behind me, the explosive thud as each fresh tree 
burst into flame, left little time for reflection. My iron bar still gripped, I 
followed in the Morlocks’ path. It was a close race. Once the flames crept 
forward so swiftly on my right as I ran, that I was outflanked, and had to 
strike olf to the left. Hut at last I emerged upon a small open space, and as I 
did so, a Morlock came blundering towards me, and past me, and went on 
straight into the lire! 

‘And now I was to see the most weird and horrible thing, 1 think, of all 
that 1 beheld in that future age. This whole space was as bright as day with 
the reflection of the lire. In the centre was a hillock or tumulus, surmounted 
by a scorched hawthorn. Heyond this was another arm of the burning forest, 
with yellow longues already writhing from it, completely encircling the 
space with a fence oi’ fire. Upon the hill-side were some thirty or forty 
Morlocks, dazzled by the light and heat, and blundering hither and thither 
against each other in their bewilderment. At first I did not realise their 
blindness, and struck furiously at them with my bar, in a frenzy of fear, as 
they approached me, killing one and crippling several more. Hut when I had 
watched the gestures of one of them groping under the hawthi>rn against the 
red sky, and heard their moans, I was assured of their abst)lute helplessness 
and misery in the glare, and 1 struck no more of them. 

‘Yet every now and then one would come straight towaros me, setting 
loose a quivering horror that made me quick to elude him. At one time the 
flames died down somewhat, and I feared the foul creatures would presently 
be able to see me. I was even thinking of beginning the light by killing some 
of them before this should happen; but the fire burst out again brightly, and 
I stayed my hand. I walked about the hill among them and avoided them. 
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looking lor some trace of Weena. Hut Weena was gone. 

‘At last I sat down on the summit of the hillock, and watched this strange 
incredible company of blind things groping to and fro, and making uncanny 
noises to each other, as the glare of the tire beat on them. The coiling uprush 
of smoke streamed across the sky, and through the rare tatters of that red 
canopy, remote as though they belonged to amnher universe, shone the 
little stars. 'Two or three Morloeks came blundering into me, and I drove 
them off with blows of my fists, trembling as 1 did so. 

‘For the most part of that night I was persuaded it was a nightmare. 1 bit 
myself and screamed in a passionate desire to awake. I beat the ground with 
my hands, and got up and sat down again, and wandered here and there, and 
again sat down. 'Fhcn 1 would fall to rubbing my eyes and calling upon (lod 
to let me awake. 'Thrice 1 saw Morloeks put their heads dinvn in a kind ol‘ 
agony and rush into the llames. Hut, at last, above the subsiding red of the 
lire, above the streaming masses iff black smi>ke and the whitening and 
blackening tree stumps, and the diminishing numbers of these dim 
creatures, came the white light of the day. 

‘I searched again for traces of VC'eena, but there were none. It was plain 
that they had left her poor little body in the forest. 1 cannot describe hinv it 
relieved me to think that it had escaped the awful fate ti^ which it seemed 
destined. As I thought c^f that, I was almost moved to begin a massacre of 
the helpless abominations about me, but I contained myself. 'The hillock, as 
I have said, was a kind of island in the forest, b'rom its summit 1 could now 
make out through a haze of smoke the Palace of Cireen Porcelain, and from 
that 1 could get my bearings for the W'hite Sphinx. And so, leaving the 
remnant of these damned souls still going hither and thither and moaning, 
as the day grew clearer, I tied some grass about my feel and limped on across 
smoking ashes and among black stems that still pulsated internally with lire, 
towards the hiding place of the 'Time Machine. 1 walked slowly, for I was 
almost exhausted, as well as lame, and I felt the intensest wretchedness for 
the horrible death of little Weena. It seemed an overwhelming calamity. 
Now, in this old familiar room, it is more like the sorrow of a dream than an 
actual loss. Hut that morning it left me absidulely lonely again—terribly 
alone. 1 began to think of this house of mine, of this tireside, of some of you, 
and with such thoughts came a longing that was pain. 

‘Hut, as I walked over the smoking ashes under the bright morning sky, I 
made a disetwery. In my trouser pocket were still some loose matches. 'The 
box must have leaked before it was lost.’ 
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‘About eight or nine in the morning I came to the same seat of yellow^ metal 
from which I had viewed the world upon the evening of my arrival. I 
thought of my hasty conclusions upon that evening, and could not refrain 
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from laughing bitterly at my confidence. Here was the same beautiful scene, 
the same abundant foliage, the same splendid palaces and magnificent ruins, 
the same silver river running between its fertile banks, 'fhe gay robes of the 
beautiful people moved hither and thither among the trees. Some were 
bathing in exactly the place where I had saved Wcena, and that suddenly 
gave me a keen stab of pain. And like blots upon the landscape rose the 
cupolas above the ways to the under-world. I und»'rsiood now what all the 
beauty of the over-world people covered. Very pleasant was their day, as 
pleasant as the day of the cattle in the held. 1 .ike the cattle, they knew of no 
enemies, and provided against no needs. And their end was the same. 

‘1 grieved to think how brief the dream of the human intellect had been. It 
had committed suicide. It had set itself steadfastly towards comfort and 
ease, a balanced society with security and permanency as its watchword, it 
had attained its hopes—to come to this at last. Once, life and prv>perty must 
have reached almi^st absolute safety. 'I'he rich had been assured of his 
wealth and cimifort, the toiler assured of his life and work. No doubt in that 
perfect wi^rld there had been no unemployed problem, no social question 
left unsolved. And a great quiet had followed. 

‘It is a law of nature we overlook, that intellectual versatility is the 
compensation for change, danger, and trouble. An animal perfectly in 
harmony with its environment is a perfect mechanism. Nature never 
appeals to intelligence until habit and instinct are useless. 'I'here is no 
intelligence where there is no change and no need of change. Only those 
animals partake of intelligence that have to meet a huge variety of needs and 
dangers, 

‘So, as I see it, the Upper-world man had drifted towards his feeble 
prettiness, and the Under-world ti' mere mechanical industry. Hut that 
perfect stale had lacked one thing even for mechanical perfection—absolute 
permanency. Apparently, as time went on, the feeding of the Under-world, 
him ever it was ett'ecied, had become disjointed. Mother Necessity, who had 
been staved otl' for a few thousand years, came back again, and she began 
below. 'The Under-world being in contact with machinery, which, however 
perlect, still needs some little thought outside habit, had probably retained 
perforce rather more initiative, if less of every other human character, than 
the upper. And when other meat failed them, they turned to what old habit 
had hitherto forbidden. So I say I saw it in my kist view of the world of 
Hight Hundred and I'wi^ 'Thousand Seven Hundred and One. It may be as 
wrong an explanation as mortal wit could invent. It is how the thing shaiKNl 
itself to me, and as that 1 give it to you. 

‘After the fatigues, excitements, and terrors of the past days, and in spite 
i^f my grief, this seat and the tranquil view and the warm sunlight were very 
pleasant. 1 was very tired and sleepy, and soon my theorising passed into 
di^sing. Oaiching myself at that, I took my own hint, and spreading myself 
out upon the turf I had a long and refreshing sK'ep. 

‘1 awoke a little before sunsetting. I now’ felt safe against being caught 
napping by the Morlocks, and, stretching myself, I came on dow'ii the hill 
towards the White Sphinx. I had my crowbar in one hand, and the other 
hand played with the matches in my pocket. 
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‘And now came a most unexpected thing. As I approached the pedestal of 
the sphinx I found the bronze valves were open. 'They had slid down into 
grooves. 

‘At that 1 stopped short before them, hesitating to enter. 

‘Within was a small apartment, and on a raised place in the corner of this 
was the 'I'ime Machine. I had the small levers in my pocket. So here, after 
all my elaborate preparations for the siege of the White Sphinx, was a meek 
surrender. I threw my iron bar away, almost sorry not to use it. 

‘A sudden thought came into my head as I sti>oped towards the portal. 
For once, at least, I grasped the mental operations of the Morlocks. 
Suppressing a strong inclinaticm to laugh, I stepped thnuigh the bronze 
frame and up to the 'Fime Machine. I was surprised to find it had been 
carefully oiled and cleaned. I have suspected since that the iWorlocks had 
even partially taken it to pieces while trying in their dim way to grasp its 
purpose. 

‘Now as I stotid and examined it, finding a pleasure in the mere touch of 
the contrivance, the thing I had expected happened. 'Fhe bronze panels 
suddenly slid up and struck the frame with a clang. 1 was in the dark— 
trapped. So the Morlocks thought. At that I chuckled gleefully. 

‘I could already hear their murmuring laughter as they came towards me. 
Very calmly I tried to strike the match. I had only io fix on the levers and 
depart then like a ghost. Hut 1 had overlooked one little thing. 'The matches 
were of that abominable kind that light only on the box. 

‘You may imagine how all my calm vanished. 'Fhe little brutes were close 
upon me. One touched me. I made a sweeping blow in the dark at them with 
the levers, and began to scramble into the saddle of the machine. Fhen came 
one hand upon me and then another. 'Fhen I had simply to fight against 
their persistent fingers for my levers, and at the same time feel lor the studs 
over which these fitted. One, indeed, they almost got away from me. As it 
slipped from my hand, I had to butt in the dark with my head —1 could hear 
the Morlock’s skull ring—to recover it. It was a nearer thing than the fight 
in the forest, I think, this last scramble. 

‘Hut at last the lever was fixed and pulled over. 'Fhe clinging hands 
slipped from me. 'The darkness presently fell from my eyes. I found myself 
in the same grey light and tumult I have already described.’ 



‘I have already told you of the sickness and confusion that comes with time 
travelling. And this time I was not seated properly in the saddle, but 
sideways and in an unstable fashion. For an indefinite time I clung to the 
machine as it swayed and vibrated, quite unheeding how I went, and when I 
brought myself to look at the dials again 1 was amazed to find where I had 
arrived. One dial records days, another thousands of days, another millions 
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of days, and another thousands of millions. Now, instead of reversing the 
levers I had pulled them over so as to go forward with them, and when I 
came to look at these indicators I found that the thousands hand was 
sweeping round as fast as the seconds hand of a watch—into futurity. 

‘As I drove on, a peculiar change crept over the appearance of things. I’he 
palpitating greyness grew darker; then—though I was still travelling with 
prodigious velocity—the blinking succession of day and night, which was 
usually indicative of a slinver pace, returned, and grew more and more 
marked. 'This puzzled me very much at first. 'The alternations of night and 
day grew slower and slower, and so did the passage of the sun across the sky, 
until they seemed to stretch through centuries. At last a steady twilight 
brooded over the earth, a twilight only broken now and then when a comet 
glared across the darkling sky. 'The band of light that had indicated the sun 
had long since disappeared; for the sun had ceased ti> set—it simply n^se and 
fell in the west, and grew ever bnmder and more red. All trace of the moon 
had vanished. 'I'he circling of the stars, grmving slower and slower, had 
given place to creeping points of light. At last, some time before I stopped, 
the sun, red and very large, halted motionless uptm the horizon, a vast dome 
glowing with a dull heat, and now and then suffering a momentary 
extinction. At one time it had for a little while glowed more brilliantly again, 
but it speedily reverted to its sullen redheal. I perceived by this slowing 
down of its rising and setting that the work of the tidal drag was done. 'The 
earth had come to rest with one face to the sun, even as in our own time the 
moon faces the earth. Very cautiously, for 1 remembered my former 
headlong fall, 1 began to reverse my motion. Slower and slower went the 
circling hands unv \ the thousands one seemed moticatless, and the daily one 
was no longer a mere mist upon its scale. Still slower, until the dim outlines 
of a desolate beach grew visible. 

‘1 slopped very gently and sat upon the 'Time Machine, looking round. 
The sky was no Uaiger blue. North-eastward it was inky black, and out i>f 
the blackness shone brightly and steadily the i>ale white stars. Overhead it 
was a deep Indian red and starless, and south-eastward it grew brighter to a 
glowing scarlet where, cut by the ln'rizon, lay the huge hull of the sun, red 
and motionless. 'The nK'ks about me were of a harsh reddish colour, and all 
the trace of life that 1 etuild see at first was the intensely green vegetation 
that covereil every projecting point on their south-eastern face. It was the 
same rich green that one sees on forest moss or on the lichen in caves; plants 
which like these grow in a perpetual twilight. 

‘ The machine was standing on a sloping beach. 'The sea stretched away to 
the south-west, to rise into a sharp bright horizon against the wan sky. 
There were no breakers and no waves, for not a breath iif wind was stirring. 
Only a slight oily swell rose and fell like a gentle breathing, and showed that 
the eternal sea was still moving and living. And along the margin where the 
water sometimes broke was a thick incrustation i^f salt—pink under the 
lurid sky. 'I'here was a sense of oppressiim in my head, and I noticed that I 
was breathing very fast. 'I'he sensation reminded me of my only experience 
of mountaineering, and from that I judged the air to be more rarefied than it 
is now. 
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‘Far away up the desolate slope I heard a harsh scream, and saw a thing 
like a huge white butterfly go slanting and fluttering up into the sky and, 
circling, disappear over some low hillocks beyond. "I'he sound of its voice 
was so dismal that I shivered and seated myself more tirmly upon the 
machine. Looking round me again, 1 saw that, quite near, what 1 had taken 
to be a reddish mass of rock was moving slowly towards me. 'Then I saw the 
thing was really a monstrous crab-like creature. C'an you imagine a crab as 
large as yonder table, with its many legs moving slowly and uncertainly, its 
big claws swaying, its long antennae, like carters' whips, waving and feeling, 
and its stalked eyes gleaming at you on either side of its metallic front? Its 
back was corrugated and ornamented with ungainly bosses, and a greenish 
incrustation blotched it here and there. I could see the many palps of its 
complicated mouth flickering and feeling as it moved. 

‘As I stared at this sinister apparition crawling towards me, 1 felt a 
tickling on my cheek as though a fly had lighted there. I tried to brush it 
away with my hand, but in a moment it returned, and almost immediately 
came another by my ear. I struck at this, and caught something threadlike. 
It was drawn swiftly out of my hand. With a frightful qualm, I turned, and 
saw that I had grasped the antenna of another monster crab that stood just 
behind me. Its evil eyes were wriggling on their stalks, its mouth was all 
alive with appetite, and its vast ungainly claws, smeared with an algal slime, 
were descending upon me. In a moment my hand was on the lever, and 1 
had placed a month between myself and these monsters. Hut 1 was still on 
the same beach, and I saw them distinctly now as soon as 1 stopped. Dozens 
of them seemed to be crawling here and there, in the sombre light, among 
the foliated sheets of intense green. 

‘I cannot convey the sense of abominable desolation that hung over the 
world. 'The red eastern sky, the northward blackness, the salt Dead Sea, the 
stony beach crawling with these foul, slow-stirring monsters, the uniform 
poisonous-looking green of the lichenous plants, the thin air that hurt one's 
lungs; all contributed to an appalling clfect. I moved on a hundred years, 
and there was the same red sun—a little larger, a little duller—the same 
dying sea, the same chill air, and the same crowd of earthly Crustacea 
creeping in and out among the green weed and the red rocks. And in the 
westward sky I saw a curved pale line like a vast new moon. 

‘So I travelled, stopping ever and again, in great strides of a thousand 
years or more, drawn on by the mystery of the earth's fate, watching with a 
strange fascination the sun grow larger and duller in the westward sky, and 
the life of the old earth ebb away. At last, more than thirty million years 
hence, the huge red-hot dome of the sun had come to obscure nearly a tenth 
part of the darkling heavens. Then I stopped once more, for the crawling 
multitude of crabs had disappeared, and the red beach, save for its livid 
green liverworts and lichens, seemed lifeless. And now it was flecked with 
white. A bitter cold assailed me. Rare white flakes ever and again came 
eddying down. To the north-eastward, the glare of snow lay under the 
starlight of the sable sky, and I could see an undulating crest of hillocks 
pinkish-white. There were fringes of ice along the sea margin, with drifting 
masses further out; but the main expanse of that salt ocean, all bloody under 
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the eternal sunset, was still unfrozen. 

‘I looked about me to see if any traces of animal-life remained. A certain 
indefinable apprehension still kept me in the saddle of the machine. But I 
saw nothing moving, in earth or sky or sea. 'I'he green slime on the rocks 
alone testified that life was not extinct. A shallow sandbank had appeared in 
the sea and the water had receded from the beach. I fancied 1 saw some 
black object flopping about upon this bank, but it became motionless as I 
looked at it, and I judged that my eye had been deceived, and that the black 
object was merely a rock, 'fhe stars in the sky were intensely bright and 
seemed to me to twinkle very little. 

‘Suddenly 1 noticed that the circular westw'ard outline of the sun had 
changed; that a concavity, a bay, had appeared in the curve. I saw this grow 
larger. Vov a minute perhaps I stared aghast at this blackness that was 
creeping over the day, and then 1 realised that an eclipse was beginning, 
liither the moon or the planet Mercury was passing across the sun's disk. 
Naturally, at first I took it to be the moon, but there is much to incline me to 
believe that what I really saw was the transit of an inner planet passing very 
near to the earth. 

‘"I'he darkness grew apace; a cold wind began to blow in freshening gusts 
from the east, and the showering white Hakes in the air increased in number, 
h'rom the edge of the sea came a ripple and whisper. Beyond these lifeless 
sounds the world was silent. Silent? It would be hard to convey the stillness 
of it. All the sounds of man, the bleating of sheep, the cries of birds, the hum 
of insects, the stir that makes the background of our lives—all that w'as over. 
As the darkness thickened, the eddying flakes grew more abundant, dancing 
before my eyes; and the cold of the air more intense. At last, one by one, 
swiftly, one after the other, the white peaks of the distant hills vanished into 
blackness. 'The breeze rose to a mi>aning wind. 1 saw the black central 
shadow of the eclipse sweeping towards me. In another moment the pale 
stars alone were visible. All else was rayless obscurity. The sky was 
absolutely black. 

‘A horror of this great darkness came on me. The cold, that smote to my 
marrow, and the pain I felt in breathing overcame me. I shivered, and a 
deadly nausea seized me. 'Then like a red-hot bow in the sky appeared the 
edge of the sun. I got olf the machine to recover myself. 1 felt giddy and 
incapable of facing the return journey. As I stood sick and confused I saw 
again the moving thing upon the shoal—there was no mistake now that it 
was a moving thing—against the red water of the sea. It was a round thing, 
the size of a football perhaps, or, it may be, bigger, and tentacles trailed 
down from it; it seemed black against the weltering blood-red water, and it 
was hopping fitfully about. Then I felt 1 was fainting. But a terrible dread of 
lying helpless in that remote and awful twilight sustained me while I 
clambered upon the saddle.’ 
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'So I came back, bor a IcMig time I must have been insensible upon the 
machine. 'I’he blinking succession of the days and nights was resumed, the 
sun got golden again, the sky blue. I breathed with greater freedom. 'I’he 
lluctuating contours oi‘ the land ebbed and flowed. The hands spun 
backward upon the dials. At last I saw again the dim shadmvs of houses, the 
evidences of decadent humanity, 'bhese, too, changed and passed, and 
others came. Presently, when the million dial was at zero, 1 slackened speed. 
I began to recognise our own petty and familiar architecture, the thousands 
hand ran back to the starting-point, the night and day llajH^cd slower and 
slower. 'Then the old walls of the laboratory came round me. Very gently, 
ninv, I slowed the mechanism down. 

'I saw one little thing that seemed odd to me. I think I have told you that 
when I set i^ut, before my velocity became very high, Mrs W'aichett had 
walked across the numi, travelling, as it seemed to me, like a nKket. As I 
returned, I passed again across that minute when she traversed the 
laboratory. Hut now her every motion appeared to be the exact inversion of 
her previous ones. 'Phe door at the lower end opened, and she glided quietly 
up the laboratory, back foremost, and disappeared behind the door by 
which she had previously entered. Just before that I seemed to see llillyer 
for a moment; but he passed like a Hash. 

''Then I stopped the machine, and saw about me again the old familiar 
laboratory, my tools, my appliances just as I Iiad left them. I got off the 
thing very shakily, and sat down upon my bench, b'or several minutes 1 
trembled violently. Then I became calmer. Around me was my old 
workshop again, exactly as it had been. I might have slept there, and the 
whole thing have been a dream. 

'And yet, not exactly! 'I'he thing had started from the south-east corner of 
the laboratory. It had come to rest again in the north-west, against the wall 
w'here you saw it. 'That gives you the exact distance from my little lawn to 
the pedestal of the White Sphinx, into wiiich the Morlocks had carried my 
machine. 

'For a time my brain w'ent stagnant. Presently I got up and came through 
the passage here, limping, because my heel w^as still painful, and feeling 
sorely begrimed. I saw the Pall Mall Ciazettc on the table by the door. I 
found the date w^as indeed to-day, and looking at the timepiece, saw the 
hour w'as almost eight o’clock. I heard your voices and the clatter of plates. 1 
hesitated—I fell so sick and weak. Then I snitt'ed good wholesome meat, 
and opened the door on you. You know the rest. I washed, and dined, and 
now I am telling you the story. 
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‘I know,' he said, after a pause, ‘that all this will be absolutely incredible 
to you, but to me the one incredible thing is that I am here to-night in this 
old familiar room, looking into your friendly faces, and telling you these 
strange adventures.' He looked at the Medical Man. ‘No. 1 cannot expect 
you to believe it. l ake it as a lie—or a prophecy. Say I dreamed it in the 
workshop. Consider 1 have been speculating upon the destinies of our race 
until I have hatched this fiction. Treat my assertion of its truth as a mere 
stroke of art to enhance its interest. And, taking it as a story, what do you 
think of it?' 

1 Ic took up his pipe, and began, in his old accustomed manner, to tap with 
it nervtmsly upon the bars of the grate. I’herc was a momentary stillness. 
'Then chairs began to creak and shoes to scrape upon the carpel. I took my 
eyes off the 'Time 'rravcllcr's face, and looked round at his audience. 'I’hey 
were in the dark, and little spots of colour swam before them, 'f he Medical 
Man seemed absorbed in the contemplation of our host. 'The liditiM* was 
looking hard at the end of his cigar—the sixth. 'The Journalist fumbled for 
his watch. 'The others, as far as I remember, were motionless. 

'The Hditor stood up with a sigh. ‘What a pity is is you're not a writer of 
stories!' he said, putting his hand on the 'Time 'fraveller's shoulder. 

‘You don't believe it?' 

‘Well-' 

‘I thought not.' 

I'he I'ime I'raveller turned to us. ‘Where are the matches?' he said. I le lit 
one and spoke over his pipe, puffing. ‘I'o tell you the truth ... 1 hardly 
believe it myself. . . . And yet. . .' 

His eye fell with a mute inquiry upon the withered while flowers upon the 
little table. I'hen he turned over the hand holding his pipe, and 1 saw he was 
looking at some ha If-healed scars on his knuckles. 

'The Medical Man rose, came to the lamp, and examined the flowers. 
‘The gymteeum's odd,' he said. 'The Psychologist leant forward to see, 
holding out his hand for a specimen. 

‘I'm hanged if it isn't a quarter to one,' said the journalist. ‘I low shall we 
get home?' 

‘Plenty of cabs at the station,' said the Psychologist. 

‘It's a curious thing,' said the Medical Man; ‘but 1 certainly don't know 
the natural order of'these flowers. May I have them?' 

'I'he 'rime 'Traveller hesitated. 'Then suddenly. Ortainly not.' 

‘Where did you really get them?’ said the Medical Man. 

'The 'Time 'I'raveller put his hand to his head. He spoke like one who was 
trying to keep hold of an idea that eluded him. ‘'I’hey were put into my 
pocket by Weena, when I travelled into 'I'ime.' He stared round the room. 
‘I'm damned if it isn't all going. 'This room and you and the atmosphere of 
every day is too much for my memory. Did 1 ever make a 'Time Machine, or 
a model of a 'Time Machine? Or is it all only a dream? They say life is a 
dream, a precious poor dream at times—but I can't stand another that won't 
fit. It's madness. And where did the dream come from? ... I must look at 
that machine. If there is one!' 

He caught up the lamp swiftly, and carried it, flaring red, through the 
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door into the corridor. We TolUnved him. 'There in the bickering light of the 
lamp was the machine sure enough, squat, ugly, and askew, a thing of brass, 
ebony, ivory, and translucent glimmering quart/. Solid to the touch—for I 
put out my hand and felt the rail of it—and with brown spots and smears 
upon the ivory, and bits of grass and moss upon the k)wer parts, and one rail 
bent awry. 

'The 'Time 'Traveller put the lamp down on the bench, and ran his hand 
along the damaged rail. ‘It's all right now,' he said. ‘'The story I told you was 
true. I'm sorry to have brought you out here in the Ci)ld.' He took up the 
lamp, and, in an absolute silence, we returned to the smoking-room. 

I le came into the hall with us, and helped the Editor on with his coat. 'The 
Medical Man lot)ked into his face and, with a certain hesitaliiMi, told him he 
was sulfering from overwork, at which he laughed hugely. I remember him 
standing in the open doorway, bawling good-night. 

1 shared a cab with the liditor. He thought the tale a ‘gaudy lie.' Tor my 
own part I was unable to come to a conclusion. 'The story was so fantastic 
and incredible, the telling so credible and sober. I lay awake most the 
night thinking about it. I determined to go ne.M day and see the Time 
'Traveller again. I was told he was in the laboratory, and, being on easy 
terms in the house, I went up to him. 'The laboratory however was empty. I 
stared for a minute at the 'Time Machine and put out my hand and touched 
the lever. At that the squat substantial-looking mass swayed like a bough 
shaken by the wind. Its instability startled me extremely, and I had a queer 
reminiscence of the childish days when I used io be forbidden to meddle. I 
came back through the corridor. 'The 'Time 'Traveller met me in the 
smoking-room. He was coming from the house. He had a small camera 
under one arm and a knapsack under the other. He laughed when he saw 
me, and gave me an elbow to shake. ‘I'm frightfully busy,' said he, ‘with that 
thing in there.' 

‘Hut is it not some hoax?' 1 said. ‘Do you really travel through 'Time?' 

‘Really and truly I do.' And he looked frankly intt) my eyes. He hesitated. 
His eye wandered about the room. ‘I only want half an hour,' he said. ‘I 
know why you came, and it's awfully good of you. 'There's some magazines 
here. If you'll stop to lunch I'll prove you this time travelling up to the hill, 
specimens and all. If you'll forgive my leaving you now?' 

I consented, hardly comprehending then the full import ol his Wi>rds, and 
he nodded and went on down the corridor. I heard the door of the 
laboratory slam, seated myself in a chair, and look up a daily paper. What 
was he going to do before lunch-time? 'Then suddenly 1 was reminded by an 
advertisement that 1 had promised to meet Richardson, the publisher, at 
two. I looked at my watch, and saw that I could barely save that 
engagement. I got up and went down the passage to tell the 'Time 'Traveller. 

As I took hold of the handle of the door I heard an exclamation, oddly 
truncated at the end, and a click and a thud. A gust of air whirled round me 
as I opened the door, and from within came the sound of broken glass falling 
on the floor. "The Time 'Traveller was not there. I seemed to see a ghostly, 
indistinct figure sitting in a whirling mass of black and brass for a moment— 
a figure so transparent that the bench behind with its sheets of drawings was 
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absolutely dislincl; but this phantasm vanished as I rubbed my eyes. 'Ihe 
'rime Maehine had giMie. Save for a subsiding stir ofdusu the I'uriher end of 
the laboratory was empty. A pane of the skylight had, apparently, just been 
blown in. 

1 felt an unreasonable amazement. I knew that something strange had 
happened, and for the moment could not distinguish what the strange thing 
might be. As I stood staring, the door into the garden opened, and the man¬ 
servant appeared. 

We looked at each other, 'riien ideas began to come. ‘Has Mr-gone 

out that way?’ said I. 

‘No, sir. No one has come out this way. I was expecting to find him here.’ 

At that 1 understi^od. At the risk of disappointing Richardson I stayed on 
wailing for the 'Time Traveller: waiting for the second, perhaps still 
stranger story, and the specimens and photographs he would bring with 
him. Hut I am beginning now to fear that I must wait a lifetime. 'The 'Time 
'Traveller vanished three years ago. And, as everybody knows now, he has 
never returned. 


EPILOCiUH 

One cannot cluM)se but wonder. Will he ever return? It may be that he swept 
back into the past, and lell among the blood-drinking, hairy savages of the 
Age of Ihipolishcd Stone; into the abysses of the Cretaceous Sea; or among 
the grotesque saurians, the huge reptilian brutes of the Jurassic times, lie 
may even now—il 1 may use the phrase—be wandering on some 
plesiosaurus-haunted Oolitic coral reef or beside the lonely saline lakes of 
the 'Triassic Age. Or did he go forward, into one of the nearer ages, in which 
men arc still men, but with the riddles of our own lime answered and its 
wearisome t^roblcms solved? Into the manhood of the race: for I, for my 
own part, cannot think that these latter days of weak experiment, 
fragmentary theory, and mutual discord are indeed man’s culminating lime! 
1 say, for my own jiarl. He, I know—for the question had been discussed 
among us long before the 'Time Machine was made—thought but 
cheerlessly of the Advancement of Mankind, and saw' in the growing pile of 
civilisation only a foolish heaping that must inevitably fall back upon and 
destroy its makers in the end. If that is so, it remains for us to live as though 
it were not so. Hut to me the future is still black and blank—is a vast 
ignorance, lit at a few casual places by the memory (^f his story. And I have 
by me, for my comfort, two strange while llowers--shrivelled now*, and 
brown and Hat and brittle —to witness that even w’hen mind and strength 
had gone, gratitude and a mutual tenderness still lived on in the heart of 
man. 








iN'i’RonucrioN 

On I February 1SS7 ihc I.ady \'aw was lost by collision with a derelict 
when about the latitude i S. and longitude 107 W. 

On 5 January iSSX—that is, eleven months and four days after—my 
uncle, Fdward Frendick, a private gentleman, who certainly went aboard 
the Ladv I \u}i at Callao, and who had been considered drowned, was picked 
up in latitude 5 3' S. and longitude loi W. in a small open boat, of which 
the name was illegible, but which is supposed to have belonged to the 
missing schooner Ipecacuanha, lie gave such a strange account of himself 
that he was supposed demented. Subsequently, he alleged that his mind was 
a blank from tlie moment of his escape from the Lady Wtin. His case was 
discussed amtmg psychi^logists at the time as a curious instance of the lapse 
of memory consequent upon physical and mental stress. 'The I'ollowing 
narrative was found among his papers by the undersigned, his nephew and 
heir, but unaccompanied by any dehnite request lor pntblication. 

'Fhe only island known to exist in the region in which my uncle was 
picked up is Noble's Isle, a small volcanic islet, and uninhabited. It was 
visited in 1S91 by H.M.S. Scorpion. A party of sailors then landed, but 
found nothing living thereon except certain curious white moths, some hogs 
and rabbits, and some rather peculiar rats. No specimen was secured ol 
these. Si> that this narrative is without confirmation in its most essential 
particular. With that understood, there seems no harm in putting this 
strange story before the publie, in accordance, as I believe, with my uncle s 
intentions. 'I’hcre is at least this much in its behalf: my uncle passed out of 
human knowledge about latitude 5 S. and longitude 105 W., and 
reappeared in the same part of the ocean after a space of eleven months. In 
some way he must have lived during the interval. And it seems that a 
schooner called the Ipecacuanha^ with a drunken captain, John Davis, did 
start from Africa with a puma and certain other animals aboard in January 
1S87, that the vessel was well know'n at several ports in the South Pacific, 
and that it finally disappeared from those seas fwith a considerable amount 
ol copra aboard), sailing to its unknowm fate from Banya in December 1887, 
a date that tallies entirely with my uncle’s story. 


Charles F-dward l^rendick 
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IN rilH l)IN(}nY OF'I'HH LAnV VAIN 

I do not propose to add anything to what has already been written 
concerning the loss of the Lady Vaui. As everyone knows, she collided with 
a derelict when ten days out from ('allao. The long-boat with seven of the 
crew was picked up eighteen days after by H.M. gun-boat Myrtle, and the 
story of their privatiems has become almost as well known as the far more 
terrible Medusa case. I have now, however, to add to the published story of 
the I.ady I ^ain another as horrible, and certainly far stranger. It has hitherto 
been supposed that the four men who were in the dinghy perished, but this 
is incorrect. I have the best evidence for this assertiim—I am one of the four 
men. 

Hut, in the first place, I must state that there never were four men in the 
dinghy; the number was three. Constans, who was ‘seen by the captain to 
jump into the gig’ \ Daily March 17, 1SS7), luckily for us, and 

unluckily for himself, did not reach us. He came down out of the tangle of 
ropes under the stays of the smashed bowsprit; some small rope caught his 
heel as he let go and he hung for a moment head downward, and then fell 
and struck a block or spar dialling in the water. W'e pulled towards him, but 
he never came up. 

I say luckily for us he did not reach us, and I might also add luckily for 
himself, for there were (Uily a small beaker of water and some soddened 
ship’s biscuits with us—so sudden had been the alarm, so unprepared the 
ship for any disaster. W'e 1 bought the people on the launch would he better 
provisit>ned (though it seems they were m^t', and we tried \o hail them. 
'They could not have heard us, and the next morning when the drizzle 
cleared—which was not until past mid-day—we ct)uld see nothing of them. 
\XV could not stand up to look about us because i>f the pitching of the boat. 
'The sea ran in great rollers, and we had much ado to keep the boat’s head to 
them. 'The two other men who had escaped so far with me were a man 
named flelmar, a passenger like myself, and a seaman whose name I don't 
know, a short sturdy man with a slammer. 

\X'e drifted famishing, and, after our water had come ti> an end, tormented 
by an intolerable thirst, for eight days altogether. Alter the second day the 
sea subsided slowly to a glassy calm. It is quite impossible lor the ordinary 
reader to imagine those eight days. He has not—luckily lor himsell— 
anything in his memory to imagine with. After the lirst day wc said little to 
one another, and lay in our places in the boat and stared at the horizon, or 
watched, with eyes that grew larger and mi>re haggard every day, the misery 
and weakness gaining upon our companions. "The sun became pitiless. I he 
water ended on the fourth dav, and we were already thinking strange things 
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and saying them with our eyes; but it was, I think, the sixth before I lelmar 
gave voice to the thing we all had in mind. I remember our voices dry and 
thin, so that we bent towards one another and spared our words. I stood out 
against it with all my might, was rather for scuttling the boat and perishing 
together among the sharks that followed us; but when I lelmar said that if his 
proposal was accepted we should have drink, the sailor came round to him. 

I would not draw lots, however, and in the night the sailor whispered to 
Ilelmar again and again, and I sat in the bows with my clasp-knife in my 
hand—though I doubt if I had the stuif in me fight. And in the morning I 
agreed to I lelmar's proposal, and we handed halfpence to find the odd man. 

The lot fell upon the sailor, but he was the strongest of us and would not 
abide by it, and attacked Helmar with his hands. They grappled together 
and almost stood up. I crawled along the boat to them, intending to help 
Helmar by grasping the sailor’s leg, but the sailor stumbled with the 
swaying of the boat, and the two fell upon the gunwhale and rolled 
overboard together. 'Fhey sank like stones. I remember laughing at that and 
wondering why I laughed. 'The laugh caught me suddenly like a thing from 
without. 

I lay acrt>ss one of the thwarts for I know not hi>w long, thinking that if I 
had the strength I would drink sea-water and madden myself to die quickly. 
And even as I lay there I saw, with no more interest than if it had been a 
picture, a sail come up towards me over the skyline. My mind must have 
been wandering, and yet I remember all that happened quite distinctly. I 
remember how my head swayed with the seas, and the hi^rizon with the sail 
abtwe it danced up and down. Mut I also remember as distinctly that I had a 
persuasion that I was dead, and that I thought what a jest it was they should 
come too late by such a little to catch me in my body. 

bor an endless period it seemed to me, 1 lay with my head on the thwart 
watehing the dancing schooner—she was a little ship, schooner-rigged fore 
and aft—come up out of the sea. She kept tacking to and fro in a widening 
eompass, for she was sailing dead into the w ind. It never entered my head to 
attempt to attract atteniu)n, and I do not remember anything distinctly after 
the sight of her side, until I found myself in a little cabin aft. There is a dim 
half memory of being lifted up to the gangway and of a big round 
countenance, covered with freckles and surrounded with red hair, staring at 
me over the bulw'arks. I also had a disconnected impressiiui of a dark face 
with extraordinary eyes close to mine, but that I thought w'as a nightmare 
until I met it again. I fancy 1 recollect some stuff being poured in between 
my teeth. And that is all. 



2 

THH MAN WHO WAS (K)IN(i NOWHHRH 

'riic cabin in which I found myself was small and rather untidy. A youngish 
man with flaxen hair, a bristly straw-coloured moustache, and a dropping 
nether lip was sitting and holding my wrist. I'or a minute we stared at one 
another without speaking. He had watery grey expressionless eyes. 

'I'hen just overhead came a sound like an iron bedstead being knocked 
about and the linv angry growling of simie large animal. At the same lime 
the man spoke again. 

He repeated his question: ‘How do you feel now?' 

I think I said I felt all right. I could not recollect how I had got there. He 
must have seen the question in my faee, for my voice was inaccessible to me. 

‘You were picked up in a boat—starving. 'The name on the boat was the 
Lady I u///, and there were queer marks on the gunwhale.' At the same time 
my eye caught my hand, so thin that it looked like a dirty skin purse full of 
loose bones, and all the business of the boat came back to me. 

‘I lave some of this,' said he, and gave me a dose of some scarlet siulf, iced. 

It lasted like blood, and made me feel stronger. 

‘ Y(HI were in luck,' said he, ‘to gel picked up by a ship with a medical man 
aboard.' He spoke with a slobbering articulation, with the ghost of a lisp. 

‘W’hat ship is this?' I said slowly, hoarse from my long silence. 

‘It's a little trader from Arica and Callao. I never asked where she came 
from in the beginning. Out of the land i>f born fools, I guess. I'm a 
passenger myself from Arica. 'Hie silly ass who owns her—he's eapiain loo, 
named Davis— he's lost his certificate or something. You know the kind 
of man—calls the thing the Ipecacuanha —of all silly infernal names, 
though when there's much of a sea without any wind she certainly acts 
according.' 

'Then the noise overhead began again, a snarling growl and the voice of a 
human being together. M'hen another voice tellii.g some "1 leaven-forsaken 
idiot' to desist. 

‘You were nearly dead,' said my interlocutor. Ml was a very near thing 
indeed. Hut I've pul some stuff into you now. Notice y»)ur arms sore.-* 
Injections. You’ve been insensible for nearly thirty hours.' 

1 thought slowly. I was distracted now by the yelping of a number of 
dogs. ‘May I have solid food?’ I asked. 

‘Thanks to me,’ he said. ‘Kven now the muiion is boiling,' 

‘Yes,’ I said, with assurance; ‘I could eat some mutton.’ 

‘Hut,’ said he, with a momentary hesitation, ‘you know I'm dying to hear 
how you came ti^ be alone in the boat.' I thought I detected a certain 
suspicion in his eves. 
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'‘Damn that hotvlin^T 

He suddenly left the cabin, and I heard him in violent controversy with 
someone who seemed to me to talk gibberish in response to him. I'he matter 
sounded as though it ended in blows, but in that I thought my ears were 
mistaken. 'I'hen he shouted at the dogs and returned the cabin. 

‘Well?’ said he, in the doorway. ‘You were just beginning to tell me.’ 

I told him my name, F.dward Prendick, and how I had taken to natural 
history as a relief from the dullness of my comfortable independence. He 
seemed interested in this. ‘I’ve done some science myself—I did my Biology 
at University College,—getting out the ovary of the earthworm and the 
radula of the snail and all that. Lord! it’s ten years ago. But go on, go on— 
tell me about the boat.’ 

He was evidently satisfied with the frankness of my story, which I told in 
concise sentences enough—for I felt horribly weak,—and when it was 
finished he reverted presently to the topic of natural history and his own 
biological studies. He began to question me closely about 'fottenhan C’oiirl 
Road and Gower Street. ‘Is Caplatzi still flourishing? What a shop that 
was!’ He had evidently been a very ordinary medical student, and drifted 
incontinently to the topic of the music-halls. He lold me some anecdotes. 
‘Left it all,’ he said, ‘ten years ago. How jolly it all used to be! But 1 made a 
young ass of myself. ... Played myself out before 1 was twenty-one. I 
daresay it’s all different now. ... But I must look up that ass of a cook and 
see what he’s doing to your mutton.’ 

The growling (H'erhead was renewed, so suddenly and with so much 
savage anger that it startled me. ‘What’s that?’ I called after him, but the 
door had closed. He came back again with the boiled mutton, and 1 was so 
excited by the appetising smell of it, that 1 forgot the noise of the beast 
forthwith. 

After a day of alternate sleep and feeding I was so far recovered as to be 
able to get from my bunk to the scuttle and see the green seas trying to keep 
pace with us. I judged the schooner was running before the wind. 
Montgomerx'—that was the name of the flaxen-haired man—came in again 
as I stood there, and I asked him for some clothes. He lent me s(mie duck 
things of his own, for those I had w orn in the boat, he said, had been throw n 
overboard. They were rather loose for me, for he w^as large and long in his 
limbs. 

He told me casually that the captain was three parts drunk in his own 
cabin. As I assumed the clothes I began asking him some questions about 
the destination of the ship. He said the ship was bound for Hawaii, but that 
it had to land him first. 

‘Where?’ said I. 

‘It’s an island. ... Where I live. So far as I know, it hasn’t got a name.’ 

He stared at me with his nether lip dropping, and looked so wilfully 
stupid of a sudden that it came into my head that he desired to avoid my 
questions. ‘I’m ready,’ I said. He lead the way out of the cabin. 



__3 

Tin* s rRANC]]*: i^ach 

At the companion was a man obstructing our way. He was standing on the 
ladder with his back to us, peering over the combing of the hatchway. He 
was, I could see, a misshapen man, short, broad, and clumsy> with a crooked 
back, a hairy neck, and a head sunk between his shoulders. He was dressed 
in dark blue serge, and had peculiarly thick coarse black hair. 1 heard the 
unseen dogs growl furiously, and forthwith he ducked back, coming into 
contact with the hand I put out to fend him off from myself. He turned with 
animal swiftness. 

The black face thus flashed upon me startled me profoundly. It was a 
singularly deformed one. 'Fhe facial part projected, forming something 
dimly suggestive of a muzzle, and the huge half-open mouth showed as big 
white teeth as I had ever seen in a human mouth. His eyes were bloodshot at 
the edges, with scarcely a rim of white round the hazel pupils. 'I’here was a 
curious glow of excitement in his face. 

‘Confound you!’ said Montgomery. ‘VC'hy the devil don’t you get out of 
the way?’ 'Ilie black-faced man started aside without a word. 

I went on up the companion, still staring at him almost against my will as 
I did so. Montgomery stayed at the foot for a moment. ‘You have no 
business here, you know,’ he said, in a deliberate tone. ‘Your place is 
forward.’ 

The black-faced man Cinvered. ‘They . . . won’t have me forward.’ fic 
spoke slowly, with a hoarse quality in his voice. 

‘Won’t have you forward!’ said Montgomery in a menacing voice. ‘Hut I 
tell you to go.’ He was on the brink of saying something further, then looked 
up at me suddenly and followed me up the ladder. I had paused half-way 
through the hatchway, looking back, still astonished beyond measure at the 
grotesque ugliness of this black-faced creature. 1 had never beheld such a 
repulsive and extraordinary face before, and yet—if the contradiction is 
credible—I experienced at the same time an odd feeling that in some way I 
//</</already encountered exactly the features and gestures that now amazed 
me. Afterwards it occurred to me that probably I had seen him as I was 
lifted aboard, and yet that scarcely satisfied my suspicion of a previous 
acquaintance. Yet how one could have set eyes on so singular a face and have 
lorgotten the precise occasion passed my imagination. 

Montgomery’s movement to follow me released my attention, and I 
turned and looked about me at the flush deck ol the little schooner. I was 
already half prepared by the sounds I had heard tor what I saw. Certainly I 
never beheld a deck so dirty. It was littered with scraps of carrot, shreds oi 
green stuff, and indescribable filth. Fastened by chains to the mainmast 
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were a number of grisly staghounds, who now began leaping and barking at 
me, and by the mizzen a huge puma was cramped in a little iron cage, far too 
small even to give it turning-room. Inirther under the starbinird bulwark 
were some big hutches containing a number of rabbits, and a solitary llama 
was squeezed in a mere box of a cage forward. 'The dogs were muzzled by 
leather straps. 'The only human being on deck was a gaunt and silent sailor 
at the wheel. 

'I'he patched and dirty spankers were tense before the wind, and up aloft 
the little ship seemed carrying every sail she had. 'The sky was clear, the sun 
midway down the western sky; long waves, capped by the breeze with froth, 
were running with us. \X'e went past the steersman to the talfrail and stared 
side by side fi^r a space at the water foaming under the stern and the bubbles 
dancing and vanishing in her wake. I turned and surveyed the unsavoury 
length of the ship. 

‘Is this an ocean menagerie?’ said I. 

‘Looks like it,' said Montgomery. 

‘What are these beasts for? Merchandise, curii^s? Does the captain think 
he is going to sell them simiewhere in the South Seas?' 

‘It loi^ks like it, doesn't it?' said Mimtgomery, and turned towards the 
wake again. 

vSuddenly we heard a yelp and a vt)lley of furious blasphemy coming from 
the companion hatchway, and the deformed man with the black face 
clambered up hurriedly. lie was immediately Ibllowed by a heavy red- 
haired man in a white cap. At the sight of the former the staghounds, who 
had all tired of barking at me by this time, became furiously excited, 
howling and leaping against their chains. 'The black hesitated before them, 
and this gave the red-haired man lime to come up with him and deliver a 
tremendous blow between the shoulder-blades with his fist. 'The poor devil 
went down like a felled ox, and rolled in the dirt among the furiously excited 
dogs. It was lucky for him they were muzzled. 'The red-haired man gave a 
yawp of exultation and stood staggering and, as it seemed to me, in serious 
danger of either going backwards down the companion hatchw'ay, or 
forwards upon his victim. 

So soon as the second man had appeared, Montgomery had started 
violently. ‘Steady on there!' he cried, in a tone of remonstrance. A couple of 
sailors appeared on the forecastle. 

'The black-faced man, howling in a singular voice, rolled about under the 
feet of the dogs. No one attempted to help him. The brutes did their best to 
worry him, butting their muzzles at him. 'I’here was a quick dance of their 
lithe grey bodies over the clumsy prostrate figure. 'I’he sailors forward 
shouted to them as though it was admirable sport. Montgomery gave an 
angry exclamation, and went striding down the deck. I followed him. 

In another second the black-faced man had scrambled up and was 
staggering forward. He stumbled up against the bulwark by the main 
shrouds, where he remained panting and glaring over his sh(mlder at the 
dogs. The red-haired man laughed a satisfied laugh. 

‘Look here, captain,’ said Montgomery, with his lisp a little accentuated, 
gripping the elbows of the red-haired man; ‘this won’t do.’ 
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I sUH)d behind Monig^mcry. 'Fhc captain came half round and regarded 
him with the dull and solemn eyes of a drunken man. ‘Wha’ won't do?' he 
said; and added, after looking sleepily into Montgomery's face for a minute, 
‘Blasted Sawbones!' 

With a sudden movement he shook his arms free, and after two ineQ'eetual 
attempts stuck his freckled fists into his sidepoekets. 

‘'I'hat man's a passenger,' said Montgomery. ‘I'd advise you to keep your 
hands ort' him.' 

‘Go to hell!' said the captain loudly. He suddenly turned and staggered 
towards the side. ‘Do what I like on my own ship,' he said. 

I think Montgomery might have left him then—seeing the brute was 
drunk. But he only turned a shade paler, and followed the captain to the 
bulwarks. 

‘Look here, captain,' he said. "'That man of mine is not to be ill-treated. 
He has been hazed ever since he came aboard.' 

b’or a minute alcoholic fumes kept the captain speechless. ‘Blasted 
Sawbones!' was all he considered necessary. 

I ci>uld see that Montgomery had an ugly temper, and I saw too that this 
quarrel had been some time growing. ‘'The man's drunk,' said 1 , t^erhaps 
v)thciously; ‘you'll do no good.' 

Montgomery gave an ugly twist to his dropping lip. ‘He's always drunk. 
Do y4)U think that excuses his assaulting his passengers?' 

‘My ship,' began the captain, waving his hand unsteadily towards the 
cages, ‘was a clean ship. I AH)k at it now.' It was certainly anything but clean. 
‘Oew,' continued the captain, ‘clean respectable crew.' 

‘You agreed to take the beasts.' 

‘1 wish I'd never set eyes on your infernal island. W'hal the devil.. . want 
beasts for on an island like that? 'I'hen that man of yours . . . Understood he 
was a man. I Ic’s a lunatic. And he hadn't no business aft. Do you think the 
whole damned ship belongs to you?' 

‘Your sailors began to haze the poor devil as soon as he came aboard.' 

‘'That's iust what he is—he's a devil, an ugly devil. Aly men can't stand 
him. / can't stand him. None of us can't stand him. Nor m/ either.' 

Montgomery turned away. ^You leave that man alone, anyhow,' he said, 
nodding his head as he spi)ke. 

Hut the captain meant to quarrel now. He raised his voice: ‘II he comes 
I his end of the ship again I'll cut his insides out, I tell you. (]ut i>ut his 
blasted insides! Who are^\w^ to tell me what I'm to do. I tell you I m captain 
of the ship—C^aptain and Owner. I'm the law here, I tell you—the law anel 
the pri)phcts. I bargained to take a man and his attendant to and from Arica 
and bring back some animals. I never bargained to carry a mad devil and a 
silly Sawbones, a-’ 

Well, never mind what he called Montgomery. I saw the latter take a step 
forward, and interposed. ‘He's drunk,' said 1 . 1 he captain began some 
abuse even fouler than the last. ‘Shut up,' I said, turning on him sharply, fi>r 
I had seen danger in Alontgomery’s white tace. With that I brought the 
dow'npour on myself. 

However, I was glad to avert what was uncommonly near a scuOle, even 
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at the price of the captain's drunken ill-will. I do not think 1 have ever heard 
quite so much vile language come in a continuous stream from any man’s 
lips before, though 1 have frequented eccentric company enough. 1 found 
some of it hard to endure—though I am a mild-tempered man. Hut certainly 
when I told the captain to shut up I had forgotten 1 was merely a bit i>f 
human flotsam, cut olf from my resources, and with my fare unpaid, a mere 
casual dependant on the bounty—or speculative enterprise— o\'\hc ship. I le 
reminded me of it with considerable vigour. Hut at any rate I prevented a 
tight. 


AT 'I'HH SCIIOONHR'S KAIL 

'I’hat night land was sighted after sundown, and the schooner hinx* to. 
Montgomery intimated that was his destination. It was too far to see any 
details; it seemed to me then simply a low-lying patch of dim blue in the 
uncertain blue-grey sea. An almost vertical streak i>f smoke went up from it 
into the sky. 

'Lhe captain was not on deck when it was sighted. After he had vented his 
wrath on me he had staggered below, and I understand he went to sleep on 
the floor of his own cabin. 'The mate practically assumed the command. 1 le 
was the gaunt, taciturn individual we had seen at the wheel. Apparently he 
too was in an evil temper with Montgomery. I le took not the slightest notice 
of either of us. We dined with him in a sulky silence, after a few inelVectual 
efforts on my part to talk. It struck me, too, that the men regarded my 
companion and his animals in a singularly unfriendly manner. I found 
Montgomery very reticent abi>ut his purpose with these creatures and about 
his destination, and though I was sensible of a growing curiosity I did not 
press him. 

We remained talking on the quarter-deck until the sky was thick with 
stars, lixeept for an occasional sound in the ycllow-Jit fore-castlc, and a 
movement of the animals now and then, the night was very still. 'Lhe puma 
lay crouched together, watching us with shining eyes, a black heap in the 
corner of its cage. "I'he dogs seemed to be asleep. Montgomery produced 
some cigars. 

He talked to me of London in a tone of half-painful reminiscence, asking 
all kinds of questions about changes that had taken place. He spoke like a 
man who had loved his life there, and had been suddenly and irrevocably 
cut off from it. I gossiped as well as I could of this and that. All the time the 
strangeness of him was shaping itself in my mind, and as I talked 1 peered at 
his odd pallid face in the dim light of the binnacle lantern behind me. 'I’hen 
1 looked out at the darkling sea, where in the dimness his little island was 
hidden. 

'I’his man, it seemed to me, had come out of Immensity merely to save my 
life. 'I'o-morrow he would drop over the side and vanish again out of my 



/ he Island of Dr Moreau gg 

existence. Kven had it been under commonplace circumstances ii would 
have made me a trifle thoughtful. Hut in the first place was the singularity of 
an educated man living on this unknown little island, and coupled with that, 
the extraordinary nature of his luggage. I found myself repeating the 
captain’s question: What did he want with the beasts? Why, too, liad he 
pretended they were not his when 1 had remarked about them at first? 'rhen 
again, in his personal attendant there was a bizarre quality that had 
impressed me profoundly, 'rhese circumstances tlirew a haze of mystery 
round the man. I'hcy laid hold of my imagination and hampered my 
tongue. 

'I'lnvards midnight our talk of London died away, and we stood side by 
side leaning over the bulwarks, and staring dreamily over the silent starlit 
sea, each pursuing his own thoughts. It was the atmosphere for sentiment, 
and I began upon my gratitude. 

'If I may say it,’ said I, after a time, ‘you have saved my life.’ 

‘enhance,’ he answered; ‘just chance.’ 

‘I prefer to make my thanks to the accessible agent.’ 

‘'Fhank no one. You had the need, and 1 the knowledge, and 1 injected 
and fed you much as I might have collected a specimen. 1 was bored, and 
wanted something to di). If I’d been jaded that day. or hadn’t liked your 
face, well-; it’s a curious question where you would have been now.’ 

'This damped my mood a little. ‘At any rate-' I began. 

‘It’s a chance, I tell you,' he interrupted, ‘as everything is in a man's life. 
Only the asses won’t see it. W’hy am I here now—an outcast from 
civilisation— instead of being a happy man enjoying all the pleasures of 
London? Simply because—eleven years ago—I lost my head fi^r ten 
minutes on a foggy night.' 

lie stopped. ‘Yes?’ said 1 . 

‘'Fhat’s all.’ 

We relapsed into silence. Presently he laughed. ‘I'here’s something in 
this starlight that loosens one’s tongue. I’m an ass, and yet somehow I 
would like to tell you.’ 

‘Whatever you tell me, you may rely upim my keeping to m\sell. ... It 
that’s it.’ 

He was on the point i)f beginning, and then shook his head doubttully. 
‘Don’t,’ said 1 . ‘It is all the same to me. After all, it is better to keep your 
secret. There’s nothing gained but a little leliet, it I respect your 
confidence. If I don’t . . . well!’ 

He grunted undecidedly. I felt I had him at a disadvantage, had caught 
him in the mood of indiscretion; and, to tell the truth, I was not curious to 
learn what might have driven a young medical student out ot London. I 
have an imagination. I shrugged my shoulders, and turned awa\. Over the 
tail rail leant a silent black figure, watching the stars. It was Montgomery s 
strange attendant. It looked over its shoulder quickly with my movement, 
then looked away again. 

It may seem a little thing to you, perhaps, but it came like a sudden blow 
to me. 'The only light near to us was a lantern at the wheel. 1 he creature s 
lace w’as turned for one brief instant out of the dimness of the stern towards 
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this illumination, and I saw that the eyes that glanced at me shone with a 
pale green light. 

I did not know then that a reddish luminosity, at least, is not uncommon 
in human eyes. 'I'he thing came to me as a stark inhumanity. 'I'hat black 
figure, with its eyes of fire, struck down through all my adult thoughts and 
feelings, and for a moment the forgotten hi^rrors of childhood came back to 
my mind. Then the elfect passed as it had come. An uncouth black figure of 
a man, a figure of no particular import, hung over the tattrail, against the 
starlight, and I found Montgomery was speaking to me. 

‘Fm thinking of turning in, then,’ said he; ‘if you’ve had enough of this.' 

I answered him incongruously. We went below, and he wished me good¬ 
night at the door of my cabin. 

That night I had some very unpleasant dreams. 'I'he waning minm rose 
late. Its light struck a ghostly faint white beam across my cabin, and made 
an ominous shape on the planking by my bunk. 'I'hen the staghounds woke 
and began howling and baying, so that I dreamt fitfully and scarcely slept 
until the approach of dawn. 
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In the early morning—it was the second morning after my recovery, and I 
believe the fourth after 1 was picked up—I awoke through an avenue i)f 
tumultuous dreams, dreams of guns and howling mobs, and became 
sensible of a hoarse shouting above me. 1 rubbed my eyes, and lay listening 
to the noise, doubtful for a little while of my whereabouts. 'Then came a 
sudden pattering of bare feet, the sound of heavy objects being thrown 
about, a violent creaking and rattling of chains. I heard the swish of the 
water as the ship was suddenly brought round, and a foamy yellow-green 
wave flew across the little round window and left it streaming. 1 jumped into 
my clothes and went on deck. 

As I came up the ladder 1 saw against the flushed sky—for the sun was 
just rising—the broad back and red hair of the captain, and over his 
shoulder the puma spinning from a tackle rigged on to the mizzen spanker 
boom. I'he poor brute seemed horribly scared, and crouched in the bottom 
of its little cage. ‘Overboard with 'em!’ bawled the captain. ‘Overboard with 
’em! We’ll have a clean ship soon of the whole bilin’ of ’em.’ 

He stood in my way, so that I had perforce to tap his shoulder to come on 
deck. He came round with a start, and staggered back a few paces to stare at 
me. It needed no expert eye to tell that the man was still drunk. ‘Hullo!’ said 
he stupidly, and then with a light coming into his eyes, ‘Why, it’s Mister— 
Mister-?’ 

‘Frcndick,’ said I. 

‘Prendiek be damned!’ said he. ‘Shut Up—that’s your name. Mister Shut 
Up.’ 
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It was no good answering the brute. Hut 1 certainly did not expect his 
next move. He held out his hand to the gangway by which Montgomery 
stood talking to a massive white-haired man in dirty blue flannels, who had 
apparently just come aboard. ‘'I'hat way. Mister Hlasted Shut Up. 'I hat 
way,' roared the captain. 

Montgomery and his companion turned as he spoke. 

‘What do you mean?’ said I. 

‘M'hat way. Mister Blasted Shut Up—that's whal I mean. Overboard, 
Mister Shut Up—and sharp. We're clearing the ship out, cleaning the 
whole blessed ship out. And overbi>anl you go.' 

1 stared at him diimbrounded. 'Then it occurred to me it was exactly the 
thing I wanted. 'The lost prospect oi'ii jtujrney as sole passenger wilh this 
quarrelsome sot was not one to mourn over. I turned tmvards Montgomery. 

‘C^an't have you,' said Mimtgomery’s companii>n concisely. 

^You can't have me!' said 1 , aghast. I le had the squarest and most resolute 
lace 1 ever set eyes upon. 

‘Lot)k here,' I began, turning to the captain. 

‘Overbi>ard,' said the captain. ‘'I bis ship ain't lor beasts and cannibals, 
and worse than beasts, any more. Overboard you go . . . Mister Shut Up. It 
they can't have yi)u, you goes adrift. But anyhow you go! W'ith your 
iM'iends. I've done wilh this blessed island for evermore amen! I've had 
enough of it!' 

‘But, Montgomery,' 1 appealed. 

He distorted his lower lij'*, and nodded his head hopelessly at the grey¬ 
haired man beside him, U) indicate his powerlessness to help me. 

M'll see to you presetitly,' said the captain. 

riien began a curitnts three-cornered altercation. Alternately 1 apjiealed 
\o one and another of the three men, lirsi to the grey-haired man to let me 
land, and then to the drunken captain to keep me aboard. I even bawled 
entreaties to the sailors. Montgomery said never a word; only shook his 
head. ‘You're going overboard, 1 tell you,' was the captain's refrain. . .. 
‘Law be damned! I'm king here.' 

At last, I must ci)nfcss, my voice suddenly broke in the middle of a 
vigorous threat. I felt a gust of hysterical petulance, and went aft, and stared 
dismally at nothing. 

Aleanwhile the sailors pn^gressed rapidly with the task t)t unshipping the 
packages and caged animals. A large launch with iw’o standing lugs lay 
under the lee of the schooner, and into this the assortment of goods was 
swung. 1 did not then see the hands from the island that were receiving the 
packages, for the hull i>f the launch was hidden from me by the side the 
schooner. 

Neither Montgomery nor his companion took the slightest nuiice of me, 
but busied themselves in assisting and directing the tiuir or li/e sailors w’ho 
were unloading the goods. The captain went lorward, interfering rather 
than assisting. I was alternately despairful and desperate. Once or twice, as 
I stood waiting there for things to accomplish themselves, I could not resist 
an impulse to laugh at my miserable quandary. I tell all the wretcheder tor 
the laek of a breakfast. Hunger and a lack of blood-corpuscles lake all the 
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manhood from a man. I perceived pretty clearly that I had not the stamina 
either to resist what the captain chose to do to expel me, or to force myself 
upon Montgomery and his companion. So I waited passively upon fate, and 
the work of transfering Montgomery’s possessions to the launch went on as 
if I did not exist. 

Presently that work was finished, and then came a struggle; I was hauled, 
resisting weakly enough, to the gangway. Kven then I noticed the oddness 
of the brown faces of the men who were with Montgomery in the launch. 
But the launch was now fully laden, and was shoved off hastily. A 
broadening gap of green water appeared under me, and I pushed back with 
all my strength to avoid falling headlong. 

The hands in the launch shouted derisively, and 1 heard Montgomery 
curse at them. And then the captain, the mate and one of the seaman helping 
him, ran me aft towards the stern. The dinghy of the iMdy Vain had been 
towing behind; it was half full of water, had no oars, and was quite 
unvictualled. I refused to go aboard her, and flung myself full-length on the 
deck. In the end they swung me into her by a rope—for they had no stern 
ladder—and cut me adrift. 

I drifted slowly from the schooner. In a kind of stupor I watched all hands 
take to the rigging and sk>wly but surely she came round to the wind. The 
sails fluttered, and then bellied out as the wind came into them. I stared at 
her weather-beaten side heeling steeply towards me. And then she passed 
out of my range of view. 

I did not turn my head to follow her. At first I could scarcely believe what 
had happened. I crouched in the bottom of the dinghy, stunned, and staring 
blankly at the vacant oily sea. 'fhen I realised I was in that little hell of mine 
again, now half-swamped. Looking back over the gunwhale I saw the 
schooner standing away from me, with the red-haired captain mocking at 
me over the taffrail; and, turning towards the island, saw the launch growing 
smaller as she approached the beach. 

Abruptly the cruelty of this desertion became clear to me. I had no means 
of reaching the land unless 1 should chance to drift there. I was still weak, 
you must remember, from my exposure in the boat; I was empty and very 
faint, or I should have had more heart. Hut as it was I suddenly began to sob 
and weep as I had never done since I was a little child. The tears ran down 
my face. In a passion of despair I struck with my lists at the water in the 
bottom of the boat, and kicked savagely at the gunwhale. I prayed aloud to 
God that he would let me die. 
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But the islanders, seeing I was really adrift, took pity on me. I drifted very 
slowly to the eastward, approaching the island slantingly, and presently 1 
saw with hysterical relief the launch come round and return towards me. 



The Island of Dr Moreau 

She was heavily laden, and as she drew near I could make out 
Montgomery’s white-haired broad-shouldered companion sitting cramped 
up with the dogs and several packing-cases in the stern sheets. 'I'his 
individual stared fixedly at me without moving or speaking. 'Fhe black- 
faced cripple was glaring at me as fixedly in the bows near the puma. 'Fhere 
were three other men besides, strange brutish-looking fellows, at whom the 
staghounds were snarling savagely. Montgomery, who was steering, 
brought the boat by me and, rising, caught and fastened my painter ti^ the 
tiller to tow me—for there was no room aboard. 

1 had recovered from my hysterical phase by this time, and answered his 
hail as he approached bravely enough. I told him the dinghy was near 
swamped, and he reached me a piggin. I was jerked back as the rope 
tightened between the boats, b'or some time I was busy baling. 

Tt was not until I had got the water under—for the water in the dinghy 
had been shipt'>ed, the boat was perfectly sound—that 1 had leisure to look 
at the people in the launch again. 

'Fhe white-haired man, I found, was still regarding me steadfastly, but 
with an expression, as I now fancied, of some perplexity. When my eyes met 
his he looked down at the staghounds that sat between his knees. He was a 
powerfully built man, as I have said, with a fine forehead and rather heavy 
f eatures; but his eyes had that odd drooping of the skin above the lids that 
often comes with advancing years, and the fall of his heavy mouth at the 
corners gave him an expression of pugnacious resolution. He talked to 
Montgi^mery in a tone too low for me to hear, h'rom him my eyes travelled 
to his three men, and a strange crew they were. I saw only their faces, yet 
there was something in their faces—I knew not what—that gave me a spasm 
of disgust. I looked steadily at them, and the impression did not pass, 
though 1 failed to see what had iKcasioned it. 'They seemed to me then to be 
brown men, but their limbs were oddly swathed in some thin dirty white 
sluirdi)wn even to the fingers and feet. 1 have never seen men so wrapped up 
before, and women so only in the l^asi. 'They wore turbans, too, and 
thereunder peered out their ellin faces at me, faces with protruding lower 
jaws and bright eyes. 'Fhey had lank black hair almost like horse-hair, and 
seemed, as they sat, to exceed in stature any race of men I have seen. 'I'he 
white-haired man, wln^ 1 knew was a good six feet in height, sat a head 
below any one of the three. I found afterwards that really none were taller 
than myself, but their bodies were abnormally long and the thigh-part of the 
leg short and curiously twisted. At any rate they were an amazingly ugly 
gang, and over the heads of them, under the forward lug, peered the black 
face of the man whose eyes were luminous in the dark. 

As I stared at them they met my gaze, and then first one and then the 
other turned away from my direct stare and looked at me in an oeld furtive 
manner. It occurred to me that I was perhaps annoying them, and I turned 
my attention to the island we were approaching. 

It was low, and covered with thick vegetation, chiefly of the inevitable 
palm-trees. 1^'rom one point a thin white thread vapour rose slantingly to 
an immense height, and then frayed out like a down leather. We were now 
within the embrace of a broad bay flanked on either hand by a low 
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promontory. I'hc beach was ol a dull ^jrcy sand, and sloped sieeply up to a 
ridge, perhaps sixty or seventy feet above the sea-level, and irregularly set 
with trees and undergrowth. Half-way up was a square stone enclosure that 
I found subsequently was built partly of cc^ral and partly of pumiceous lava. 
'l\vo thatched roofs peeped from within this enclosure. 

A man stood awaiting us at the water’s edge. I fancied, while we were still 
far ofi’, that 1 saw some other and very grotesque-looking creatures scuttle 
into the bushes upim the slope, but I saw nothing of these as we drew 
nearer, fhis man was of a moderate size, and with a black negroid face. He 
had a large, almost liplcss mouth, extraordinary, lank arms, long thin feet 
and bow legs, and stood with his heavy face thrust forward staring at us. He 
was dressed like Montgomery and his wiiite-haired companion, in jacket 
and trousers of blue serge. 

As we came still nearer, this individual began to run to and fn^ on the 
beach, making the most grotesque movements. At a word of command from 
Montgomery the four men in the launch sprang up with singular awkward 
gestures and struck the lugs. Montgi^mery steered us round and into a 
narrow little diK'k excavated in the beach. 'Then the man on the beach 
hastened towards us. 'Fhis dock, as I call it, was really a mere ditch just long 
enough at this phase of the tide to take the long-boat. 

I heard the bows ground in the sand, staved the dinghy off the rudder of 
the big boat with my piggin, and, freeing the painter, landeei. 'Fhe three 
muffled men, with the clumsiest movements, scrambled out upon the sand, 
and forthwith set to landing the cargo, assisted by the man on the beach. I 
w’as struck especially with the curious movements of the legs oi' the three 
swathed and bandaged boatmen—not stiff* they were, but disu>rted in some 
odd way, almost as if they were jointed in the w rong place. 'The dogs were 
still snarling, and strained at their chains after these men, as the white- 
haired man landed with them. 

'The three big fellows spoke to one another in odd gutteral tones, and the 
man who had waited for us on the beach, began chattering to them 
excitedly—a foreign language, as I fancied—as they laid hands on some 
bales piled near the stern. Somewhere I had heard such a voice before, and 1 
could not think w’here. 'I'he white-haired man stood holding in a tumult of 
six dogs and baw'ling orders over their din. Montgomery, having unshipped 
the rudder, landed likewise, and all set to work unloading. I was too faint, 
what with my long fast and the sun beating dow n on my bare head, to offer 
any assistance. 

Presently the white-haired man seemed to recollect my presence, and 
came up to me. 'You look,’ said he, ‘as though you had not breakfasted.' 

His little eyes were a brilliant black under his heavy bnwvs. ‘I must 
apologise for that. Now^ you are our guest, we must make you comfortable— 
though you arc uninvited, you know.’ 

He looked keenly into my face. ‘Montgomery says you are an educated 
man, Mr Prendick—says you know something of science. May I ask w^hat 
that signifies?’ 

I told him I had spent some years at the Royal College of Science, and 
had done some research in biology under Huxley. He raised his eye- 
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brows slij;hily al that. 

‘'I'hat alters the case a little, Mr Prcndick,’ he said, with a trifle more 
respect in his manner. ‘As it happens, we are biologists here. 'I'his is a 
biological station—ol a sort.' His eye rested on the men in white, who were 
busily hauling the puma, on rollers, towards the walled yard. ‘I and 
Montgomery, at least,’ he added. 

^rhen, ‘When you will be able to get away, I can’t say. We're otr the track 
to anywhere. We see a ship once in a twelvemonth or .^o.’ 

He left me abruptly and went up the beach past this group, and, I think, 
entered the enclosure. 'Fhe other two men were w^ith Montgomery erecting 
a pile of smaller packages on a low-wheclcd truck. The llama was still on the 
launch with the rabbit-hutches; the staghounds still lashed to the thwarts. 
'The pile of things completed, all three men laid hold of the truck, and began 
slun'ing the U)n-weighi or so upon it after the puma. Presently Montgomery 
left them, and, coming back io me, held out his hand. 

‘I’m glad,’ said he, ‘for my own part. 'That captain was a silly ass. He'd 
have made things lively for you.' 

‘It was you,’ said I, ‘that saved me again.’ 

‘'That depends. You’ll find this island an infernally rum place, I promise 

you. I’d watch my goings carefully if I were you. He -’ He hesitated, and 

seemed to alter his mind abv^ut what was on his lips. ‘I wish you’d help me 
with these rabbits,’ he said. 

His procedure with the rabbits was singular. I waded in with him and 
helped him lug ime of the hutches ashore. No sooner was that done than he 
opened the door of it, and lilting the thing on one end, turned its living 
cmitents out on the ground. 'They fell in a struggling heap one on the top of 
the other. He clapped his hands, and forthwith they went off with that 
hopping run of theirs, fifteen or twenty of them, T should think, up the 
beach. ‘Increase and multiply, my friends,’ said Montgomery. ‘Replenish 
the island. Hitherto we’ve had a certain lack of meal here.’ 

As I watched them disappearing, the white-haired man returned with a 
brandy flask and some biscuits. ‘Something to go cm with, Prendick,’ said he 
in a far more familiar lone than before. 

I made no ado, but set to work on the biscuits at cmcc, while the w'hite- 
haired man helped Alontgomery to release about a score more ol the rabbits. 
"Three big hutches, however, went up to the house with the puma. I he 
brandy I did not touch, for I have been an abstainer from my birth. 
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The reader will perhaps understand that at first everything was so strange 
about me, and my position was the outcome of such unexpected adventures, 
that I had no discernment of the relative strangeness of this or that thing 
about me. I followed the llama up the beach, and was overtaken by 
Montgomery who asked me not to enter the stone enclosure. 1 noticed then 
that the puma in its cage and the pile of packages had been placed luitside 
the entrance to this quadrangle. 

I turned and saw that the launeh had now been unloaded, run out again, 
and beached, and the white-haired man was walking towards us. He 
addressed Montgimiery. 

‘Anel now eomes the problem of this uninvited guest. What are we to do 
with him?’ 

‘He knows something of science,' said Montgomery. 

‘I’m itching to get to work again—with this new stutf,’ said the grey¬ 
haired man, nodding nnvards the enclosure. His eyes grew brighter. 

‘I daresay you are,’ said Montgomery, in anything but a cordial tone. 

‘We can’t send him over there, and we ean’t spare the time to build him a 
new shanty. And we certainly can’t take him into our confidence just yet.’ 

‘I’m in your hands,’ said 1. 1 had no idea of what he meant by ‘over there.’ 

‘I’ve been thinking of the same things,' Montgomery answered. ‘There's 
my room with the outer door-’ 

‘'That’s it,’ said the elder man promptly, looking at Montgomery, and all 
three of us went li)wards the enclosure. ‘I’m sorry to make a mystery, Mr 
Prendick—but you’ll remember you’re uninvited. Our little establishment 
here contains a secret or so, is a kind of Hluebeard's (Chamber, in fact. 
Nothing very dreadful really—to a sane man. Hut just ninv—as we don’t 
know you-’ 

‘Decidedly,’ said 1 ; ‘1 should be a fool li) lake olfence at any want i)r 
confidence.’ 

He twisted his heavy mouth into a faint smile—he was one of those 
saturnine people who smile with the corners of the mouth down—and 
bowed his acknowledgement of my complaisance. 'The main entrance to the 
enclosure was passed; it was a heavy wooden gate, framed in iron and 
locked, with the cargo of the launch piled outside it; and at the corner we 
came to a small doorway I had not previously observed. 'The grey-haired 
man produced a bundle of keys from the pocket of his greasy blue jacket, 
opened this door, and entered. His keys and the elaborate locking up of the 
place, even while it was still under his eye, struck me as peculiar. 

I followed him, and found myself in a small apartment, plainly but not 
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uncomfortably furnished, and with its inner door, which was slightly ajar, 
opening into a paved courtyard, 'i’his inner door Montgomery at once 
closed. A hammock was slung across the darker corner of the room, and a 
small unglazed window, defended by an iron bar, looked out towards the 
sea. 

'I’his, the grey-haired man told me, was to be my apartment, and t he inner 
door, which, ‘for fear of accidents,’ he said, he would lock on the other side, 
was my limit inward. Me called my attention to a convenient deck-chair 
belbre the window, and to an array of old books chielly, 1 found, surgical 
works and editions of the Latin and Greek classics—languages I cannot 
read with any comfort—on a shelf near the hammock, lie left ihe room by 
the outer door, as if to avoid opening the inner one again. 

‘We usually have our meals in here,’ said Montgomery, and then, as if in 
doubt, went i)ut after the other. ‘Moreau,’ 1 heard him call, and for the 
moment I do not think I noticed. 'I'hen as I handled the books on the shelf it 
came up in cemsciousness; where had 1 heard the name of Moreau befi^re? 

I sat down before the window, took out the biscuits that still remained to 
me, and ate them with an excellent appetite. ‘Moreau?’ 

'Through the windtnv 1 saw ime of those unaccountable men in white 
lugging a packing-case along the beach. Presently the window-frame hid 
him. 'Then I heard a key inserted and turned in the lock behind me. After a 
little while 1 heard, through the locked door, the noise of the staghounds, 
which had now been brought up from the beach. 'They were not barking, 
hut snilTing and gnnvling in a curious fashion. I could hear the rapid patter 
of their feet and Montgomery’s voice soothing them. 

1 was very much impressed by the elaborate secrecy of these twi> men 
regarding the contents of the place, and for some time I was thinking of that, 
and of the unaccountable familiarity of the name of Moreau. Hut so odd is 
the human memory, that I could not then recall that well-known name in its 
proper connection. T'nmi that my thoughts went to the indefinable 
queerness of the deformed and white-swathed man on the beaeh. I never 
saw such a gait, such odd motions, as he pulled at the box. 1 recalled that 
none of these men had spiiken to me, though mi^st i^f them 1 had found 
li'oking at me at one time or another in a peculiar furtive manner, quite 
unlike the frank stare of your unsophisticated savage. I wondered what 
language they spoke. 'They had all seemed remarkably taciturn, and when 
they did speak, endowed with very uncanny voices. W'hat was wrong with 
them? 'I'hen I recalled the eyes of Montgomery's ungainly attendant. 

Just as T was thinking of him, he came in. He was now dressed in white, 
and carried a little tray with some coffee and boiled vegetables thereon. 1 
ei^uld hardly repress a shuddering recoil as he came, bending amiably, and 
placed the tray before me on the table. 

Then astonishment paralysed me. Under his stringy black locks 1 saw his 
ear! It jumped upon me suddenly, close to my face. 1 he man had pointed 
ears, covered with a fine fur! 

‘Your breakfast, sair,’ he said. 1 stared at his face without attempting to 
answer him. He turned and went towards the door, regarding me oddly over 
his shoulder. 
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moment, lUhi then I saw it in red lettering on u hitlc hutl\'oh,in-^^^^ 
pamphlet, that to read made one shiver and creep, '/'hen I rememhiral 
distinctly all about it. 'Vlvat lon^d'orgottcn pamphlet came hack with 
niy niinci. I had hLcn ii mere lad thtn^ and AIoreMu 
was, I suppose', about fifty; a prominent and masterful physiologist, well 
known in scientific circles for his e'xtraoreiinary imagination and his brutal 
directness in discussion. Was this the same Moreau.^ He had published 
some very astonishing facts in connectiem with the transfusion of blood, 
and, in addition, was known to be doing valuable work on morbiei growths, 
'rhen suddenly his career was closed. I le had to leave Hngland. A journalist 
obtained access to his laboratory in the capacity of laboratory assistant, with 
the deliberate intention of making sensational exposures; and by the help of 
a shocking accident—if it was an accident—his gruesome pamphlet became 
notorious. On the day of its publication, a wretched dog, flayed and 
otherwise mutilated, escaped friim Moreau's house. 

It was in the silly season, and a prominent editor, a cousin of the 
temporary laboratory assistant, appealed to the conscience of the nation. It 
was nt)t the first time that conscience has turned against the methods of 
research. I'he doctor was simply howled out of the country. It may be he 
deserved to be, but I still think the tepid support of his fellow-investigators 
and his desertion by the great body of scientific workers, was a shameful 
thing. Yet some of his experiments, by the journalist's account, were 
wantonly cruel. He might perhaps have purchased his social peace by 
abandoning his investigations, but he apparently preferred the latter, as 
most men would have once fallen under the overmastering spell of research. 
He was unmarried, and had indeed nothing but his own interests to 
consider. . . . 

1 felt convinced that this must be the same man. liverylhing pointed to it. 

It dawned upon me to what end the puma and the other animals, which had 
now been brought with other luggage into the encKisure behind the house, 
were destined; and a curious faint odour, the halitus of something familiar, 
an odour that had been in the background of my consciousness hitherto, 
suddenly came forward into the forefront of my thoughts. It was the 
antiseptic odour of the operating-room. I heard the puma growling through 
the wall, and one of the dogs yelped as though it had been struck. 

Yet surely, and especially to another scientific man, there was nothing so 
horrible in vivisection as to account for this secrecy. And by some odd leap 
in my thoughts the pointed ears and luminous eyes of Montgomery's 
attendant came back again before me with the sharpest definition. I stared 
before me out at the green sea, frothing under a freshening breeze, and let 
these and other strange memories of the last few days chase each other 
through my mind. 

What could it mean? A locked enclosure on a lonely island, a notorious 
viviscctor, and these crippled and distorted men? ... 
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iWonlgomcry inlcrruplcd my tangle of mystification and suspicion about 
one, and his grotesque attendant followed him with a tray bearing bread, 
some herbs, and other eatables, a flask i^f whisky, a jug of water, and three 
glasses and knives. I glanced askance at this strange creature, and found him 
watching me with his queer restless eyes. Montgomery said he would lunch 
with me, but that Moreau was too pre-(K*cupied with some work to come. 

‘Moreau!' said 1 ; ‘I knim* that name.’ 

‘'fhe devil you do!' said he. ‘What an ass I was to mention it to you. 1 
might have ihirnght. Anyhow, it will give you an inkling of our—mvsteries. 
\\1iisky?' 

‘No thanks—I'm an abstainer.' 

‘I wish I'd been. Hut it's no use locking the door after the steed is stolen. 
It was that infernal stuff led to my coming here. 'That and a foggy night. I 
thought myself' in luck at the time when Moreau offered to get me off. It’s 
queer. . . .’ 

‘Montgomery,’ said I suddenly, as the outer door closed; ‘why has your 
man pt)inted ears?' 

‘Damn!’ he said, over his first mouthful of food. He stared at me for a 
miiment, and then repeated: ‘Pointed ears?’ 

‘Little points to them,’ said L as calmly as possible, with a catch in my 
breath; ‘and a fine brown fur at the edges.' 

He helped himself to whisky and water with great deliberation. ‘I was 
under the impression . . . that his hair covered his ears.' 

‘I saw them as he sttniped by me to put that cotl'ee you sent to me on the 
table. And his eyes shine in the dark.' 

Hy this time Mimtgomery had recovered fn^n the surprise of my 
question. ‘1 always thought,’ he said deliberately, with a certain 
accentuation of his flavouring of lisp; ‘that there nus something the matter 
with his ears, h’rom the way he covered them. .. . W’hat were they like.'*’ 

I was persuaded from his manner that this ignorance was a pretence. Stili 
I could hardly tell the man 1 thought him a liar. ‘Pointed,' 1 said; ‘rather 
small and furry—distinctly furry. Hut the whide man is t)ne of the strangest 
beings 1 ever set eyes on.’ 

A sharp, hoarse cry of animal pain came from the enclosure behind us. Its 
depth and volume testified to the puma. I saw Montgomery wince. 

‘Yes!’ he said. 

‘XX'here did you pick the creature up?’ 

‘Hr—San P'rancisco. .. . He’s an ugly brute, I admit. Half-witted, you 
know. Can’t remember where he came from. Hut I’m used to him, you 
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know. We both arc. How docs he strike you?’ 

‘He’s unnatural,’ I said. ‘There’s something about him. ... Don’t think 
me fanciful, but it gives me a nasty little sensation, a tightening of my 
muscles, when he comes near me. It’s a touch ... of the diabolical, in fact.’ 

Montgomery had stopped eating while I told him this. ‘Rum,’ he said. ‘7 
can’t sec it.’ 

He resumed his meal. ‘I had no idea of it,’ he said, and masticated. ‘I’he 
crew of the schooner . .. must have felt it the same. ... Made a dead set at 
the poor devil. ... You saw the captain?’ 

Suddenly the puma howled again, this time more painfully. Montgomery 
swore under his breath. I had half a mind to attack him about the men on the 
beach, 'fhen the poor brute within gave vent to a series of short, sharp 
screams. 

‘Your men on the beach,’ said I; ‘what race are they?’ 

‘Kxccllent fellows, aren’t they?’ said he absent-mindedly, knitting his 
brows as the animal yelled. I said no more. There was another outcry worse 
than the former. He looked at me with his dull grey eyes, and then toi>k 
some more whisky. He tried to draw me into a discussion about alcohol, 
professing to have saved my life with it. He seemed anxious to lay stress on 
the fact that I owed my life to him. I answered him distractedly. Presently 
our meal came to an end, the misshapen monster with the pointed ears 
cleared away, and Montgomery left me alone in the room again. All the time 
he was in a state of ill-concealed irritation at the noise of the vivisected 
puma. He spoke of his odd want of nerve, and left me to the obvious 
application. 

I found myself that the cries were singularly irritating, and they grew in 
depth and intensity as the afternoon wore on. They were painful at first, but 
their constant resurgence at last altogether upset my balance. 1 flung aside a 
crib of Horace I had been reading, and began to clench my fists, to bite my 
lips, and pace the room. 

Presently I got to stopping my ears with my fingers. 

The emotional appeal of those yells grew upon me steadily, grew at last to 
such an exquisite expression of suftering that I could stand it in that 
confined room no longer. I stepped out of the door into the slumberous heat 
of the late afternoon, and walking past the main enclosure—locked again 1 
noticed—turned the corner of the wall. 

The crying sounded even louder out of doors. It was as if all the pain in the 
world had found a voice. Yet had I known such pain was in the next room, 
and had it been dumb, I believe—I have thought since—I could have stood 
it well enough. It is when suffering finds a voice and sets our nerves 
quivering that this pity comes troubling us. Hut in spite of the brilliant 
sunlight and the green fans of the trees waving in the soothing sea-breeze, 
the world was a confusion, blurred with drifting black and red phantasms, 
until I was out of earshot of the house in the stone wall. 
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1 strode through the undergrowth that clothed the ridge behind the house, 
scarcely heeding whither I went, passed on through the shadow of a thick 
cluster of straight-stemmed trees beyond it, and so presently found myself 
some way on the other side of the ridge, and descending towards a streamlet 
that ran through a narrow valley. I paused and listened. I'he distance I had 
come, or the intervening masses of thicket, deadened any sound that might 
be coming from the enclosure, 'fhe air was still. I'hcn with a rustle a rabbit 
emerged, and went scampering up the sllope before me. I hesitated, and sat 
down in the edge of the shade. 

'rhe place was a pleasant one. 'llie rivulet was hidden by the luxuriant 
vegetation of the banks, save at one point, where I caught a triangular patch 
of its glittering water. On the further side I saw through a bluish haze a 
tangle of trees and creepers, and above these again the luminous blue of the 
sky. Here and there a splash of white or crimsim marked the blooming of 
some trailing epiphyte. I let my eyes wander over this scene for a while, and 
then began to turn over in my mind again the strange peculiarities of 
Montgomery’s man. Hut it was too hot to think elaborately, and presently I 
fell into a tranquil state midway between dozing and waking. 

From this I was aroused, after I know not how long, by a rustling amidst 
the greenery on the other side of the stream. Iw a moment I could see 
nothing but the waving summits of the ferns and reeds. 'Fhen suddenly 
upon the bank of the stream appeared something—at first I could not 
distinguish what it was. It bowed its head to the water and began to drink, 
'fhen I saw it was a man, going on all-fours like a beast! 

He was clothed in bluish cloth, and was of a copper-coloured hue, with 
black hair. It seemed that grotesque ugliness was an invariable character of 
these islanders. I could hear the suck of the water at his lips as he drank. 

I leant forward to see him better, and a piece of lava, detached by my 
hand, went pattering down the slope. He looked up guiltily, and his eyes 
met mine. Forthwith he scrambled to his feet and stood wiping his clumsy 
hand across his mouth and regarding me. His legs were scarcely half the 
length of his body. So, staring one another out of countenance, we remained 
tor perhaps the space of a minute. Then, stopping to look back once or 
twice, he slunk oflf among the bushes to the right of me, and I heard the 
swish of the fronds grow faint in the distance and die away. Every now and 
then he regarded me with a steadfast stare. Long after he had disappeared I 
remained sitting up staring in the direction of his retreat. My drowsy 
tranquillity had gone. 

I was startled by a noise behind me, and, turning suddenly, saw the 



102 The Island of Dr Moreau 

flapping white tail of a rabbit vanishing up the slope. I jumped to my feel. 

The apparition of this grotesque half-bestial creature had suddenly 
populated the stillness of the afternoon for me. 1 looked around me rather 
nervously, and regretted that I was unarmed, 'rhen I thought that the man I 
had just seen had been clothed in bluish cloth, had not been naked as a 
savage would have been, and I tried to persuade myself from the fact that he 
was after all probably a peaceful character, that the dull ferocity of his 
countenance belied him. 

Yet I was greatly disturbed at the apparition. I walked to the left along the 
slope, turning my head about and peering this way and that among the 
straight stems of the trees. Why should a man go on all-fours and drink with 
his lips? Presently I heard an animal wailing again, and taking it to be the 
puma, 1 turned about and walked in a direction diametrically opposite to the 
sound. 'Phis led me down to the stream, across which I stepped and pushed 
my way through the undergn>wth beyond. 

I was startled by a great patch of vivid scarlet on the ground, and going up 
to it found it to be a peculiar fungus branched and corrugated like a 
foliaceous lichen, but deliquescing into slime at the touch. And then in the 
shadow of some luxuriant ferns I came upim an unpleasant thing, the dead 
body of a rabbit, covered with shining flies but still warm, and with its head 
torn off. 1 stopped aghast at the sight of the scattered blood. Here at least 
was one visitor to the island disposed ofl 

'Hiere were no traces of other violence about it. It looked as though it had 
been suddenly snatched up and killed. And as I stared at the little furry 
body came the diJiiculty of how the thing had been done. The vague dread 
that had been in my mind since I had seen the inhuman lace i)f the man at 
the stream grew distincter as I stood there. I began to realise the hardihood 
of my expedition among these unknown people. The thicket about me 
became altered to my imagination. Kvery shadinv became something more 
than a shadow', became an ambush, every rustle became a threat. Invisible 
things seemed watching me. 

1 resolved to go back to the enclosure on the beach. I suddenly turned 
away and thrust myself violently—possibly even frantically—through the 
bushes, anxious to get a clear space about me again. 

I stopped just in time to prevent myself emerging upon an open space. It 
was a kind of glade in the forest made by a fall; seedlings were already 
starting up to struggle for the vacant space, and beyimd, the dense grow'th of 
stems and twining vines and splashes of fungus and flowers closed in 
again. Before me, squatting together upon the fungoid ruins o[ a huge 
fallen tree, and still unaware of my approach, were three grotesque human 
figures. 

One was evidently a female. 'I’hc other two were men. 'I'hey were naked, 
save for swathings of scarlet cloth about the middles, and their skins were of 
a dull pinkish drab colour, such as I had seen in no savages before. 'They had 
fat heavy chinless faces, retreating foreheads, and a scant bristly hair upon 
their heads. Never before had I seen such bestial-looking creatures. 

They were talking, or at least one of the men was talking to the other two, 
and all three had been too closely interested to heed the rustling of my 
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approach. They swayed their heads and shoulders from side to side. The 
speaker’s words came thick and sloppy, and though I could hear them 
distinctly I could not distinguish what he said. He seemed to me to he 
reciting some complicated gibberish. Presently his articulation became 
shriller, and spreading his hands he rose to his feet. 

At that time the others began to gibber in unison, also rising to their feet, 
spreading their hands, and swaying their bodies in rhythm with their ehant. 
I noticed then the abnormal shortness of their legs and their lank clumsy 
feet. All three began slowly to circle round, rising and stamping their feet 
and waving their arms; a kind of tune crept into their rhythmic recitation, 
and a refrain— ‘Allola’ or ‘Baloola’ it sounded like. Their eyes began to 
sparkle and their ugly faces to brighten with an expression of strange 
pleasure. Saliva dropped from their lipless mouths. 

Suddenly, as I watched their grotesque and unaccountable gesture, 1 
perceived clearly for the first time what it was that had oftended me, what 
had given me the two inconsistent and conflicting impressions of utter 
strangeness and yet of the strangest familiarity. 'The three creatures 
engaged in this mysterious rite were human in shapK‘, and yet human beings 
with the strangest air about them of some familiar animal. Pach of these 
creatures, despite its human form, its rag i>f clothing, and the rough 
humanity of its bodily form, had woven into it, into its movements, into the 
expression of its countenance, into its whole presence, some now irresistible 
suggestion of a hog, a swinish taint, the unmistakable mark of the beast. 

1 stood overcome by this realisation, and then the most horrible 
questionings came rushing into my mind. 'They began leaping into the air, 
first one and then the other, whooping and grunting. 'Then one slipped, and 
for a moment was on all-fours, xo recover indeed forthwith. But that 
transitory gleam of the true animalism of these monsters was enough. 

1 turned as miiselessly as possible, and becoming every now and then 
rigid with the fear of being discovered as a branch cracked or leaf rustled, 1 
pushed back into the bushes. It was long before I grew bolder and dared to 
move freely. 

My one idea for the moment was to get away from these loul beings, and 1 
scarcely noticed that I had emerged upon a faint pathway amidst the trees. 
Then, suddenly traversing a little glade, I saw with an unpleasant start two 
clumsy legs among the trees, walking with noiseless footsteps parallel with 
my course, and perhaps thirty yards away from me. 'The head and upper 
part of the body were hidden by a tangle of creeper. I stopped abruptly, 
hoping the creature did not sec me. "fhe feet stopped as I did. So nervous 
was I that I controlled an impulse to headlong flight with the utmi^st 
difficulty. 

Then, looking hard, I distinguished through the interlacing network the 
head and body of the brute I had seen drinking. He moved his head. 1 here 
was an emerald flash in his eyes as he glanced at me from the shadow of the 
trees, a half-luminous colour, that vanished as he turned his head again. He 
was motionless for a moment, and then with noiseless tread began running 
through the green confusion. In another moment he had vanished behind 
some bushes. I could not see him, but I felt that he had stopped and was 
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watching me again. 

What on earth was he—man or animal? What did he want with me? I had 
no weapon, not even a slick. Flight would be madness. At any rate the 
'Fhing, whatever it was, lacked the courage to attack me. Setting my teeth 
hard I walked straight towards him. I was anxious not to show the fear that 
seemed chilling my backbone. I pushed through a tangle of tall while- 
flowered bushes, and saw him twenty yards beyond, looking over his 
shoulder at me and hesitating. I advanced a step or two looking steadfastly 
into his eyes. 

‘Who are you?’ said I. He tried to meet my gaze. 

‘No!’ he said suddenly, and turning, went bounding away from me 
through the undergrowth. 'Then he turned and stared at me again. His eyes 
shone brightly out of the dusk under the trees. 

My heart was in my mouth, but I felt my only chance was to face the 
danger, and walked steadily towards him. He turned again and vanished 
into the dusk. Once more I thought 1 caught the glint of his eyes, and that 
was all. 

bor the first lime I realised how’ the lateness of the hour might affect me. 
'Fhe sun had set some minutes since, the swift dusk of the tropics was 
already fading out of the eastern sky, and a pioneer moth fluttered silently 
by my head. Unless I would spend the night among the unknown dangers of 
the mysterious forest, I must hasten back to the enclosure. 

'fhe thought of a return to that pain-haunted refuge was extremely 
disagreeable, but still more so was the idea of being overtaken in the open by 
darkness, and all that darkness might conceal. I gave one more look into the 
blue shadows that had swallowed up this odd creature, and then retraced 
my way down the slope low'ards the stream, going as I judged in the 
direction from which I had come. 

I walked eagerly, perplexed by all these things, and presently found 
myself in a level among scattered trees. 'Fhe colourless clearness that comes 
after the sunset flush was darkling. The blue sky above grew momentarily 
deeper, and the little stars one by one pierced the attenuated light; the 
interspaces of the trees, the gaps in the further vegetation that had been 
hazy blue in the daylight, grew black and mysterious. 

I pushed on. The colour vanished from the world, the tree-tops rose 
against the luminous blue sky in inky silhouette, and all below that outline 
melted into formless blackness. Presently the trees grew thinner, and the 
shrubby undergrowth more abundant. 'Fhen there was a desolate space 
covered with white sand, and then another expanse of tangled bushes. 

I was tormented by a faint rustling upon my right hand. I thought at first 
it was fancy, for whenever I stopped there was silence save for the evening 
breeze in the tree-tops. Then when I went on again there was an echo to my 
footsteps. 

I moved away from the thickets, keeping to the more open ground, and 
endeavouring by sudden turns now and then to surprise this thing, if it 
existed, in the act of creeping upon me. I saw nothing, and nevertheless my 
sense of another presence grew steadily. I increased my pace, and after some 
time came to a slight ridge, crossed it and turned sharply, regarding it 
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stcudluslly trom the further side. It came out black and clear-cul against the 
darkling sky. 

And presently a shapeless lump heaved up momentarily against the 
skyline and vanished again. I felt assured nenv that my tawny-faced 
antagonist was stalking me again. And coupled with that was another 
unpleasant realisation, that I had lost my way. 

h’or a time I hurried on hopelessly perplexed, pursued by that stealthy 
approach. Whatever it was, the thing either lacked the courage to attack me, 
or it was waiting to take me at some disadvantage. I kept studiously to the 
open. At times I would turn and listen, and presently I half-persuaded 
myself that my pursuer had abandoned the chase, or was a mere creation of 
my disordered imagination. 'I’hen 1 heard the sound of the sea. I quickened 
my footsteps almost to a run, and immediately there was a stumble in my 
rear. 

1 turned suddenly and started at the uncertain trees behind me. One black 
shadow seemed t(^ leap into another. I listened rigid, and heard nothing but 
the whisper of the blood in my ears. I thought that my nerves were 
unstrung, and that my imagination was tricking me, and turned resolutely 
towards the sound of the sea again. 

In a minute or so the trees grew thinner, and 1 emerged upon a bare low 
headland running out into the sombre water. 'The night was calm and clear, 
and the reflection of the growing multitude of the stars shivered in the 
tranquil heaving of the sea. Some way out, the wash upon an irregular band 
of'reef shone with a pallid light of its own. Westward 1 saw the zodiacal light 
mingling with the yellow brilliance of the evening star. The coast fell away 
from me U} the east, and westward it was hidden by the shoulder of the cape, 
riien I recalled the fact that Moreau's beach lay to the west. 

A twig snapped behind me and there was a rustle. 1 turned and stood 
facing the dark trees. I could see nothing—or else I could sec too much, 
hvery dark form in the dimness had its ominous quality, its peculiar 
suggest ii^n of alert watchfulness. So I sUH)d for perhaps a minute, and then, 
with an e\e to the trees still, turned westward to cross the headland. And as 
1 moved, one amiMig the lurking shadinvs moved to follow me. 

My heart beat quickly. Presently the broad sweep ol a bay to the 
westward became visible, and I halted again. 'The noiseless shadim’ halted a 
dozen yards from me. A little point of light shone the further bend ol the 
curve, and the grey sweep (^f the sandy beach lay laint under the starlight. 
Perhaps two miles away was that little point of light. I'l) get to the beach I 
should have to go through the trees where the shadows lurked, and di>wn a 
bushy slope. 

I could see the thing rather more distinctly now. It was no animal, for it 
stood erect. At that I opened my mouth to speak, and found a luuirse phlegm 
choked my voice. I tried again, and shouted, "Who is there.''' 1 here was no 
answer. 1 advanced a step. 'The thing did not move; only gathered itself 
together. My foot struck a stone. 

'Fhat gave me an idea. Without taking my eyes off the black h^rm before 
me 1 stooped and picked up this lump of rock. Hut at any motion the thing 
turned abruptly as a dog might have done, and slunk obliquely inti^ the 
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further darkness. 'Fhen I recalled a schoolboy expedient against big dogs, 
twisted the rock into my handkerchief, and gave this a turn round my wrist. 
I heard a movement further off among the shadows as if the thing was in 
retreat. Then suddenly my tense excitement gave way; I broke into a 
profuse perspiration and fell a-trembling, with my adversary routed and 
this weapon in my hand. 

It was some time before I could summon resolution Xo go down through 
the trees and bushes upon the flank of the headland to the beach. At last I 
did it at a run, and as I emerged from the thicket upon the sand I heard some 
other body come crashing after me. 

At that I completely lost my head with fear, and began running along the 
sand. Forthwith there came the swift patter t>f soft feet in pursuit. I gave a 
w’ild cry and redoubled my pace. Some dim black things about three or four 
times the size of rabbits went running or hopping up from the beach 
towards the bushes as I passed. So long as I live I shall remember the terror 
of that chase. 1 ran near the water’s edge, and heard every nmv and then the 
splash of the feet that gained upon me. F’ar away, hopelessly lar, was the 
yellow light. All the night about us was black and still. Splash, splash came 
the pursuing feet nearer and nearer. 1 felt my breath going, for I was quite 
out of training: It whooped as I drew it, and I felt a pain like a knife at my 
side. I perceived the thing wimld come up with me long before 1 reached the 
enclosure, and, desperate and sobbing fl)r breath, I wheeled round upon it 
and struck at it as it came up to me—struck with all my strength. 'The stone 
came out of the sling of the handkerchief as I did so. 

As I turned, the thing, which had been running on all-fours, rose to its 
feet, and the missile fell fair on its left temple. The skull rang loud and the 
animal-man blundered into me, thrust me back with his hands, and went 
staggering past me to fall headlong upon the sand with its face in the water. 
And there it lay still. 

I could not bring myself to approach that black heap. I left it there with 
the water ripping round it under the still stars, and giving it a wide berth, 
pursued my way towards the yellow glow of the house. And presently, with 
a positive effect of relief, came the pitiful moaning of the puma, the sound 
that had originally driven me out to explore this mysterious island. At that, 
though I was faint and horribly fatigued, I gathered together all my strength 
and began running again towards the light. It seemed to me a voice was 
calling me. 
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THli CRYINC} Ob' THH MAN 

As I drew near the house I saw that the light shone from the open door of my 
room; and then I heard, coming from out the darkness at the side of that 
orange oblong, the voice of Montgomery shouting ‘Prendick.’ 

I continued running. Presently I heard him again. I replied by a feeble 
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‘Hello!’ and in another moment had staggered up tn him. 

‘Where have you been?’ said he, holding me at arm’s-length, so that the 
light from the door fell on my faee. ‘We have both been so busy that we 
forgot about yi)u until about half an hour ago.’ 

1 le led me into the room and sat me down in the deek chair, h’or a while I 
was blinded by the light. ‘We did not think you would start to explore this 
island of ours without telling us,’ he said. And then, ‘1 was afraid! Hut . . . 
what . . . Hullo!’ 

hor my last remaining strength slipped from me, and my head fell 
forward on my chest. I think he found a certain satisfaction in giving me 
brandy. ‘For Ciod’s sake,’ said I, ‘fasten that door.’ 

‘You’ve been meeting some of our curiosities, eh?' said he. He locked the 
door and turned to me again. He asked me no questions, but gave me some 
more brandy and water, and pressed me to eat. I w'as in a state of collapse. 
He said something vague about his forgetting to warn me, and asked me 
briefly when I left the house what I had seen. I answered him as briefly in 
fragmentary sentences. ‘'Tell me what it all means,' said 1, in a state 
bordering on hysterics. 

‘It’s lunhing so very dreadful,’ said he. ‘Hut I think you have been about 
enough for one day.’ 'The puma suddenly gave a shaip yell of pain. At that 
he swore under his breath. ‘I’m damned,’ said he, ‘if this place is not as bad 
as (lower Street—with its cats.’ 

‘Montg(miery,’ said I, ‘what w^is that thing that came after me. Was it a 
beast, or was it a man?' 

‘If you don’t sleep timight,’ he said, ‘you’ll be off your head tomorrow.’ 

I stood up in front of him. ‘W’hat was that thing that came after me?' 1 
asked. 

He looked at me squarely in the eyes and twisted his mouth askew. His 
eyes, which had seemed animated a minute before, went dull. ‘F’nan \H)ur 
account,’ said he, ‘I’m thinking it was a bogle.’ 

1 felt a gust i>f intense irritation that passed as quickly as it came. I flutig 
myself into the chair and pressed my hands on my forehead. 1 he puma 
began again. 

Montgtmiery came round behind me and put his hand on my shoulder. 
‘Look here, Frendick,’ he said; ‘I had no business ti^ let you drift out into 
this silly island of ours. Hut it’s not so bad as you feel, man. Yiuir nerves are 
wi'trked to rags. Let me give you Si)mething that will make you sleep. I hat 
. . . will keep on for hours yet. You must simply gel to sleep, or 1 w'on i 
answer for it.’ 

1 tlid not reply. 1 bow’ed forw'ard and covered my face with my hands. 
Fresently he turned w'ilh a small measure containing a dark liquid. I his he 
gave me. 1 took it unresistingly, and he helped me into the hammock. 

When I aw'oke it was broad day. Iw a little while I lay llai, staring at the 
roof above me. 'I'he rafters, I observed, were made out ot the timbers of a 
ship. Then I turned my head and saw a meal prepared lor me on the table. I 
perceived that I was hungry, and prepared to clamber out of the hammock 
which, very politely anticipating my intention, twisted round and deposited 
me upon all-fours on the floor. 
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I got up and sat down before the food. I had a heavy feeling in my head, 
and only the vaguest memory at first of the things that had happened over¬ 
night. The morning breeze blew very pleasantly through the unglazed 
window, and that and the food contributed to the sense of animal comfort I 
experienced. Presently the door behind me, the door inward towards the 
yard of the enclosure, opened. I turned and saw Montgomery’s face. ‘All 
right?’ said he. ‘I’m frightfully busy.’ And he shut the door. Afterwards I 
discovered that he forgot to re-lock it. 

'Phen I recalled the e.xpression of his face the previous night, and with 
that the memory of all I had experienced reconstructed itself before me. 
Even as that fear returned to me came a cry from within. Kut this time it was 
not the cry of the puma. 

I put down the mouthful that hesitated upon my lips, and listened. 
Silence, save for the whisper of the morning breeze. I began to think my 
ears had deceived me. 

After a long pause I resumed my meal, hut with my ear still vigilant. 
Presently I heard something else very faint and low. I sat as if frozen in my 
attitude. Though it was faint and low, it moved me more profoundly than all 
that I had hitherto heard of the abominations behind the wall. 'There was no 
mistake this time in the quality of the dim broken sounds, no doubt at all of 
their source; for it was groaning, broken by sobs and gasps t>f anguish. It 
was no brute this time. It was a human being in torment! 

And as I realised this I rose, and in three steps had cross the room, seized 
the handle of the door into the yard, and flung it open before me. 

‘Prendick, man! SU)p!’ cried Montgomery, intervening. A startled 
deerhound yelped and snarled. 'There was blood, I saw, in the sink, brown, 
and some scarlet, and I smelt the peculiar smell of carbolic acid. 'Then 
through an open doorway beyond in the dim light of the shadow', I saw 
something bound painfully upon a framework, scarred, red, and bandaged. 
And then blotting this out appeared the face of old Atoreau, white and 
terrible. 

In a moment he had gripped me by the shoulder with a hand that was 
smeared red, had twisted me off my feet, and flung me headU^ng back into 
my own room. He lifted me as though I was a little child. I fell at full length 
upon the floor, and the door slammed and shut out the passionate intensity 
of his face. 'Then I heard the key in the lock and iMontgomery’s voice in 
expostulation. 

‘Ruin the work of a lifetime!’ I heard Moreau say. 

‘He does not understand,’ said Montgomery, and other things that were 
inaudible. 

‘I can’t spare the time yet,’ said Moreau. 

'The rest I did not hear. I picked myself up and stood trembling, my mind 
a chaos of the most horrible misgivings. Could the vivisection of men be 
possible? 'The question shot like lightning across a tumultuous sky. And 
suddenly the clouded horror of my mind condensed into a vivid realisation 
of my danger. 
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rni: HUN riN(} oi^ tiih man 

It came before my mind with an unreasonable hope of escape, iliai the outer 
di>or i>f my room was still open io me. I was convinced now, absolutely 
assured, that Moreau had been vivisecting a human being. All the lime sinee 
I had heard his name I had been trying to link in my mind in some way the 
grotesque animalism of the islanders with his abominations; and now 1 
thought 1 saw it all. 'I'he memory of his works in the transfusion of blood 
recurred to me. 'rhese creatures I had seen were the victims of some hideous 
experiment! 

'I’hese sickening scoundrels had merely intended to keep me back, to fool 
me with their display of coniidence, anel presently to fall upon me with a fate 
more hi^rrible than death, with torture, and after torture the most hideous 
degradation it was possible to conceive—to send me otf, a lost soul, a beast, 
to the rest of their C'omus rout. I looked round for some weapon. Nothing, 
'fhen, with an inspiration, I turned over the deck chair, put my foot on the 
side of it, and tore away the side rail. It happened that a nail came away with 
the wood, and, projecting, gave a touch of danger to an otherwise petty 
weapon. I heard a step outside, incontinently Hung open the door, and 
tbund Montgomery within a yard of it. He meant to lock the outer door. 

1 raised this nailed stick of mine anel cut at his face, but he sprang back. 1 
hesitated a moment, then turned and fled round the corner of the house. 

Prendick, man!’ I heard his astonished cry. 'Don't be a silly ass, man!' 

Another minute, thought I, and he would have had me locked in, and as 
ready as a hospital rabbit for my fate. He emerged behind the corner, for I 
heard him shout, 'Frendick!' 'I'heii he began to run after me, shouting 
things as he ran. 

This time, running blindly, 1 went north-eastward, in a direction at right 
angles to my previous expedition. Once, as I went running headlong up the 
beach, I glanced over my shoulder and saw his attendant with him. I ran 
furiously up the slope, over it, then turned eastward along a rocky valley, 
fringed on either side with jungle. I ran perhaps a mile altogether, my chest 
straining, my heart beating in my ears, and then, hearing nothing of 
Montgomery or his man and feeling upon the verge of exhaustion, I 
doubled sharply baek towards the beach, as I judged, and lay down in the 
shelter of a eane brake. 

rhere I remained for a long time, too fearful to move, and indeed loo 
fearful even to plan a course of action. The wild scene about me lay sleeping 
silently under the sun, and the only sound near me w'as the thin hum of 
some small gnats that had discovered me. Presently I became aware of a 
drowsy breathing sound—the soughing of the sea upon the beach. 
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After about an hour 1 heard Montgomery shouting my name far away to 
the north. 'I'hat set me thinking of my plan of action. As I interpreted it 
then, this island was inhabited only by these two vivisectors and their 
animalised victims. Some of these, no doubt, they could press into their 
service against me, if need arose. I knew both Moreau and Montgomery 
carried revolvers; and, save for a feeble bar of deal, spiked with a small nail, 
the merest mockery of a mace, I was unarmed. 

So I lay still where 1 was until I began to think of food and drink. And at 
that moment the real hopelessness of my position came hi>me to me. I knew 
no way of getting anything to eat; I was ti>o ignorant of botany to discover 
any resort of root or fruit that might lie about me; I had no means of 
trapping the few rabbits upon the island. It grew blanker the more I turned 
the prospect over. At last, in the desperation of my positiim, my mind 
turned to the animal-men I had encountered. I tried to tind some hope in 
what I remembered of them. In turn 1 recalled each one 1 had seen, and 
tried to draw some augury of assistance from my memory. 

'rhen suddenly I heard a staghound bay, and at that realised a new 
danger. I took little time to think, or they would have caught me then, but 
snatching up my nailed stick, rushed headlong from my hiding-place 
towards the sound of the sea. I remember a gnnvth i>f thorny plants with 
spines that stabbed like penknives. 1 emerged, bleeding and with torn 
clothes, upon the lip of a Kmg creek t>pening northward. I went straight into 
the waves without a minute's hesitation, wading up to the creek, and 
presently finding myself knee-deep in a little stream. 1 scrambled out at last 
on the westward bank, and, with my heart beating loudly in my ears, crept 
into a tangle of ferns to await the issue. 1 heard the dog—it was only one— 
draw nearer, and yelp when it came to the thorns. 'Then 1 heard no more, 
and presently began to think I had escaped. 

'The minutes passed, the silence lengthened out, and at last, after an hour 
of security, my courage began to return to me. 

By this time I was no longer very terrified or very miserable. For I had, as 
it were, passed the limit of terror and despair. 1 felt now that my life was 
practically lost, and that persuasion made me capable of daring anything. I 
had even a certain wish to encounter Moreau face to face. And, as I had 
waded into the water, I remembered that if I were too hard pressed at least 
one path of escape from torment still lay open to me—they could not very 
w'ell prevent my drowning myself. I had half a mind to drown myself then, 
but an odd wish to see the whole adventure out, a queer impersonal 
spectacular interest in myself, restrained me. 1 stretched my limbs, sore and 
painful from the pricks of the spiny plants, and stared around me at the 
trees; and, so suddenly that it seemed to jump out of the green tracery about 
it, my eyes lit upon a black face watching me. 

I saw that it was the simian creature who had met the launch upon the 
beach. He was clinging to the oblique stem of a palm-tree. I gripped my 
stick, and stood up facing him. He began chattering. ‘You, you, you,’ was all 
I could distinguish at first. Suddenly he dropped from the tree, and in 
another moment was holding the fronds apart, and staring curiously at me. 

I did not feel the same repugnance towards this creature that I had 
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experienced in my encounters with the other Heast Men. ‘You,' he said, ‘in 
the boat. I le was a man, t hen—at least, as much of a man as Montgomery's 
attendant—for he could talk. 

‘Yes,' I said, ‘I came in the boat. hVom the ship.' 

‘Oh!' he said, and his bright restless eyes travelled over me, to my hands, 
to the stick 1 carried, to my feet, to the tattered places in my coat, and the 
cuts and scratches I had received from the thorns. He seemed puzzled at 
something. I lis eyes came back to my hands. 1 le held his own hand i>ut, and 
counted his digits slowly, ‘One, Fwo, 'Three, hour, luve—eh!' 

I did not grasp his meaning then. Afterwards I was to find that a great 
proportion of these Beast People had malformed hands lacking sometimes 
even three digits. Hut guessing this was in some way a greeting, I did the 
same thing by way of reply. 1 le grinned with immense satisfaction. 'Then his 
quick roving glance went round again. He made a swift movement, and 
vanished. 'The fern fronds he had stood between came swishing together. 

I pushed out of the brake after him, and was astonished to hnd him 
swinging cheerfully by one lank arm from a rope of creepers that loopetl 
dtnvn fnun the Ibliage overhead. His back was to me. 

“Hullo!' said I. 

He came down with a twisting jump, and stood facing me. ‘I say,' said I, 
‘where can I get something to eat?' 

‘l^at!' he said. ‘P'at man's h)od now.' And his eyes went back to the swing 
of ropes. ‘At the huts.' 

‘Hut where are the huts?' 

‘Oh!' 

‘I'm new, you know.' 

At that he swung round, and set otf at a quick walk. All his motimis were 
curiously rapid. ‘C Amie along,' said he. I went with him to see the adventure 
out. I guessed the huts were some rough shelter, where he and some more ol 
these Beast People lived. I might perhaps find them friendly, find some 
handle in their minds to take hold of. I did not know yet how far they were 
from the human heritage I ascribed to them. 

My ape-like companitin trotted along by my side, with his hands hanging 
down and his jaw thrust forward. I wondered what memory he might have 
in him. ‘Ilow long have you been on this island.^' said 1. 

‘How long?' he asked. And, after having the question repeated, he held up 
three lingers. 'The creature was little better than an idiot. Alter anothei 
question or two, he suddenly left my side and sprang at some Iruit that hung 
Irom a tree. He pulled down a handful of prickly husks, and went on eating 
the contents. I noted this with satisfaction, for here, at least, was a hint lor 
leeding. I tried him with some other questions, but his chattering prompt 
responses were, as often as not, as cross-purposes with my quc.>lion. Some 
lew were appropriate, others quite parnn-like. 

1 was so intent upon these peculiarities that I scarcely noted the path we 
followed. Presently we came to trees, all charred and bn>wn, and so to a bare 
place covered with a yelU)W'-whitc incrustation, across which went a di iliing 
smoke, pungent in whills to nose and eyes. On imr right, over a shoulder of 
bare rock, I saw the level blue of the sea. 'The path coiled down abruptly into 
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a narrow ravine between two tumbled and knotty masses ol blackish scoriae. 
Into this we plunged. 

It was extremely dark, this passage, after the blinding sunlight reflected 
from the sulphurous ground. Its walls grew steep, and approached one 
another. Hlotches (^f green and crim.son drifted across my eyes. My 
conductor stopped suddenly. ‘Home,' said he, and 1 stood in a floor of a 
chasm that was at first absolutely dark to me. I heard some strange noises, 
and thrust the knuckles of my left hand into my eyes. I became aware of a 
disagreeable odour like that of a monkey's cage ill-cleaned. Beyond, the 
rock opened again upim a gradual sl(>pe of sunlit greenery, and im either 
hand the light smote down through a narrow channel into the central gloom. 
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'Then something cold touched my hand. I started violently, and saw close to 
me a dim pinkish thing, looking more like a flayed child than anything else 
in the world. 'Fhe creature had exactly the mild but repulsive features of a 
sloth, the same low forehead and slow gestures. As the first shock of the 
change of light passed, I saw about me more distinctly. 'I'lie little sloth-like 
creature was standing and staring at me. My conductor had vanished. 

The place was a narrow passage between high walls of lava, a crack in its 
knotted flow and on cither side interwoven heaps i)f sea-mat, palm fans and 
reeds leaning against the rock, formed rough and impenetrably dark dens. 
The winding way up the ravine between these was scarcely three yards 
wide, and was disfigured by lumps of decaying fruit pulp and other refuse 
which accounted for the disagreeable stench of the place. 

The little pink sloth creature was still blinking at me when my Ape Man 
reappeared at the aperture of the nearest of these dens, and beckoned me in. 
As he did so a slouching monster wriggled out of one of the places further up 
this strange street, and stood up in featureless silhouette against the bright 
green beytmd, staring at me. I hesitated—had half a mind to bolt the way 1 
had come—and then, determined to go through with the adventure, 
gripped my nailed stick about the middle, and crawled into the little evil- 
smelling lean-to after my conductor. 

It was a semicircular space, shaped like the half of a bee-hive, and against 
the rocky wall that formed the inner side of it was a pile of variegated fruits, 
cocoa-nuts and others. Some rough vessels of lava and wood stood about the 
floor, and one on a rough stool. 'Fherc was no fire. In the darkest corner of 
the hut sat a shapeless mass of darkness that grunted ‘Hey!' as I came in, and 
my Ape Man stood in the dim light of the doorway and held out a split 
cocoa-nut to me as I crawled into the other corner and squatted down. I 
took it and began gnawing it, as serenely as possible in spite of my tense 
trepidation and the nearly intolerable closeness of the den. The little pink 
sloth creature stood in the aperture of the hut, and something else with a 
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drab face and bright eyes came staring over its shoulder. 

‘Hey,’ came out of the lump of mystery opposite. ‘It is a man! It is a man*' 
gabbled my cimductor—‘a man, a man, a live man, like me.' 

‘Shut up,’ said the voice from the dark, and grunted. I gnawed my coeoa- 
nut amid an impressive silence. I peered hard into the blackness, but could 
distinguish nothing. ‘It is a man,’ the voice repeated. ‘He comes to live with 
us?’ It was a thick voice with something in it, a kind of whistling overtone, 
that struck me as peculiar, but the Imglish accent uas strangely good. 

'I'he Ape Man looked at me as though he expected something. I perceived 
the pause was interrogative. 

‘He comes to live with you,' I said. 

‘It is a man. He must learn the Law.' 

I began to distinguisli now a deeper blackness in the black, a vague 
outline of a hunched-up figure. Then I noticed the opening of the place was 
darkened by two more heads. My hand tightened on my stick. 'I'he thing in 
the dark repeated in a louder tone, ‘Say the wi>rds.' I had missed its last 
remark. ‘Not to go on all-Lours; that is the I-aw'—it repealed in a kind of 
sing-song. 

I was puzzled. ‘Say the words,’ said the Ape Man, repeating, and the 
figures in the doorway echoed this with a threat in the lone of their voices. I 
realised I had to repeat this idiotic formula. And then began the insanest 
ceremony. 'The voice in the dark began interning a mad litany, line by line, 
and I and the rest to repeat it. As they did so, they swayed from side to side, 
and beat their hands upon their knees, and 1 followed their example. I could 
have imagined I was already dead and in another world. 'I'he dark hut, these 
gn)tesque dim figures, just flicked here and there by a glimmer of light, and 
all of them swaying in unisim and chanting: 

‘Not to go on all-l^'ours; that is the Law. Are we not Men.''' 

‘Not to suck up Drink; that is the I -aw. Are we not Men.''' 

‘Not to eat b'lcsli or I'ish; t/tat is the Law. Are we not Men?' 

‘Not to claw Hark of Trees; that is the Law. Are wc not Men.*'' 

‘Nt^t to chase other Men; that is the Law. Are wc not Men:'’ 

And so from the prohibition of these acts of folly, on the prohibition of 
what I thought then were the maddest, most impossible and most indecent 
things one ci^uld well imagine. A kind of rhythmic fervour fell on all of us; 
we gabbled and swayed faster and faster, repeating this amazing law. 
Superficially the contagion of tliese brute men was upon me, but deep dowi- 
within me laughter and disgust struggled together. We ran through a long 
list of pn>hibiiions, and then the chant swung round to a new formula: 

Tits is the House of Pain. 

TIis is the Hand that makes. 

TIis is the Hand that wounds. 

‘///.S' is the Hand that heals.’ 

And so on for another long series, mtvstly quite incomprehensible 
gibberish to me, about Ilifti, whoever he might be. I could have fancied it 
was a dream, but never before have I heard chanting in a drearn. 

TIis is the lightning-flash,’ wc sang. Tits is the deep salt sea. 

A horrible fancy came into my head that Arlorcau, after animalising these 
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men, had infected their dwarfed brains with a kind of deification of himself. 
How'cver, I was too keenly aware of white teeth and strong claws about me 
to stop my chanting on that account. "His are the stars in the sky.’ 

At last that song ended. I saw the Ape Man’s face shining with 
perspiration, and my eyes being now accustomed to the darkness, I saw 
more distinctly the figure in the corner from which the voice came. It was 
the size of a man, but it seemed covered with a dull grey hair almost like a 
Skye terrier. What was it? What were they all? Imagine yourself surrounded 
by all the most horrible cripples and maniacs it is possible to conceive, and 
you may uneierstand a little of my feelings with these grotesque caricatures 
of humanity about me. 

‘He is a five-man, a five-man, a five-man .. . like me,’ said the Ape Man. 

I held out my hands. 'The grey creature in the corner leant forward. ‘Not 
to run on all-bours; that is the Law. Are we not Men?’ he said. He put out a 
strangely distorted talon, and gripped my lingers. The thing was almost like 
the hoof of a deer produced into claws. I could have yelled with surprise and 
pain. His face came forward and peered at my nails, came forward inti> the 
light of the opening of the hut, and I saw with a quivering disgust that it was 
like the face of neither man ni)r beast, but a mere shock of grey hair, with 
three shadowy in-erarehings to mark the eyes and mouth. 

‘He has little nails,’ said this grisly creature in his hairy beard. ‘It is well. 
Many are troubled with big nails.’ 

He threw my hand down, and instinctively I gripped my stick, ‘liat roots 
and herbs—it is His will,’ said the Ape Man. 

‘I am the Sayer of the Law,’ said the grey figure. ‘Here come all that be 
new, to learn the Law. I sit in the darkness and say the Law.’ 

‘It is even so,’ said one of the beasts in the doorway. 

are the punishments of those who break the L.aw. None escape.’ 

‘None escape,’ said the Beast folk, glancing furtively at each other. 

‘None, none,’ said the Ape Man. ‘None escape. Sec! I did a little thing, a 
wrong thing once. I jabbered, jabbered, stopped talking. None could 
understand. I am burnt, branded in the hand. He is great, he is good!’ 

‘None escape,’ said the great creature in the corner. 

‘None escape,’ said the Beast People, looking askance at one another. 

‘For every one the want that is bad,’ said the grey Sayer of the Law. 
‘What you will want, we do not know. We shall know. Some want to follow 
things that move, to watch and slink and wait and spring, to kill and bite, 
bite deep and rich, sucking the blood. ... It is bad. “Not to chase other 
Men; that is the Law. Are ive not MenPNoi to eat F'lesh nor Fish; that is the 
Law. Are zve not A/c7/.^”’ 

‘None escape,’ said a dappled brute standing in the doorway. 

‘F’or every one the want that is bad,’ said the grey Sayer of the Law. 
‘Some want to go tearing with teeth and hands into the roots of things, 
snuffing into the earth. ... It is bad.’ 

‘None escape,’ said the men in the door. 

‘Some go clawing trees, some go scratching at the graves of the dead; 
some go fighting with foreheads or feet or claws; some bite suddenly, none 
giving occasion; some love uncleanness.’ 
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‘None escape,’ said the Ape Man, scratching his calf. 

‘None escape,’ said the little pink sloth creature. 

‘Punishment is sharp and sure. 'Pherehire learn the Law. Say the words,' 
and incontinently he began again the strange litany of the Law, and again I 
and all these creatures began singing and swaying. My head reeled with this 
jabbering and the close stench of the place, but I kept on, trusting to find 
presently some chance of a new development. ‘Not to go on all-Fours; that 
is the Law. Are 7vc not Men?' 

We were making such a nuise that I noticed nothing of a tumult outside, 
until someone, who, I think was one of the two Swine Men 1 had seen, 
thrust his head cn-er the little pink sloth creature and shouted something 
excitedly, something that I did not catch. Incontinently those at the 
opening of the hut vanished, my Ape x\lan rushed out, the thing that had sat 
in the dark followed him—I only observed it was big and clumsy, and 
covered with silvery hair,—and I was left alone. 

'I'hen before I reached the aperture I heard the yelp of a staghound. 

In another moment I was standing outside the hovel, my chair-rail in my 
hand, every muscle i^f me quivering. Hefore me were the clumsy backs of 
perhaps a score of these Beast People, their misshapen heads half-hidden by 
their shoulder-blades. 'I'hey were gesticulating excitedly. Other half-animal 
faces glared interrogation out of the hovels, l.ooking in the direction in 
which they faced 1 saw coming through the ha/e under the trees beyond the 
end of the passage of dens the dark figure and awful white face of Moreau. 
He was holding the leaping staghound back, and cU)se behind him came 
Montgomery, revolver in hand. 

bora moment I stood horror-struck. 

I turned and saw the passages behind me blocked by another heavy brute 
with a huge grey face and twinkling little eyes, advancing towards me. 1 
looked round and saw to the right of me, and half a dozen yards in front ot 
me, a narrow gap in the wall of rock thriHigh which a ray t)f light slanted into 
the shadows. ‘Stop!’ cried Moreau, as 1 strode toward this, and then, ‘Hold 
him!' At that, first one face turned towards me, and then others. I’heir 
bestial minds were happily slow. 

I dashed my shoulder into a clumsy monster who was turning to see what 
Aloreau meant, and Hung him foward into another. I felt his hands fly 
round, clutching at me and missing me. 'Phe little pink sloth creature 
dashed at me and I cut it over, gashed down its ugly tace with the nail in m\ 
stick, and in another minute 1 was .scrambling up a steep side pathway, a 
kind of sk)ping chimney out of the ravine. I heard a howl behind me, and 
cries of ‘Catch him!’ ‘Hold him!’ and the grey-faced creature appeared 
behind me and jammed his huge bulk into the clelt. ‘Cii> on, go on! they 
howled. I clambered up the narrow cleft in the rock, and came L»ut upon the 
sulphur on the westward side of the village ot the Beast Alcn. 

I ran over the white space and down a sleep slope through a scattered 
growth of trees, and came to a low-lying stretch of tall reeds. 1 hrough this 1 
pushed into a dark thick undergrowth that was black and succulent under 
loot. 'I'hat gap was altogether fortunate lor me, tor the narrow wa> slanting 
obliquely upward must have impeded the nearer pursuers. As 1 plunged 
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into the reeds the foremost had only just emerged from the gap. I broke my 
way through the undergrowth for some minutes, 'rhe air behind me and 
above me was soon full of threatening cries. I heard the tumult of my 
pursuers in the gap up the slope, then the crashing of the reeds, and every 
now and then the crackling of a branch. Some of the creatures roared like 
excited beasts of prey. The staghound yelped to the left. I heard Moreau 
and Montgomery shouting in the same direction. I turned sharply to the 
right. It seemed to me even then that I heard Montgomery shi^uting for me 
to run for my life. 

Presently the ground gave, rich and oozy, under my feet; but I was 
desperate, and went headlong into it, struggled through knee-deep, and so 
came to a winding path among tall canes. 'Phe noise of my pursuers passed 
away to my left. In one place three strange pink hopping animals, about the 
size of cats, bolted before my footsteps. 'Phis pathway ran up-hill, across 
another open space covered with white incrustation, and plunged into a 
cane-brake again. 

'Phen suddenly it turned parallel with the edge i^f a steep walled gap 
which came without warning like the haha of an Pnglish park—turned with 
unexpected abruptness. I was still running with all my might, and 1 never 
saw this drop until I was flying headlong through the air. 

1 fell on my forearms and head, among thorns, and rose with a torn ear 
and bleeding face. I had fallen into a precipitous ravine, rocky and tln)rny, 
full of a hazy mist that drifted about me in wisps, and with a narrow 
streamlet, from which this mist came, meandering dmvii the centre. 1 was 
astonished at this thin fog in the full blaze of daylight, but I had no time to 
stand wondering then. I turned to my right down-stream, hoping to come to 
the sea in that direction, and so have my way open to drown myself. It was 
only later I found that I had dropped my nailed stick in my fall. 

Presently the ravine grew narrower for a space, and carelessly I stepped 
into the stream. I jumped out again pretty quickly fi^r the water was almost 
boiling. I noticed, too, there w^as a thin sulphurous scum driving upon its 
coiling water. Almost immediately came a turn in the ravine and the 
indistinct blue horizon. The nearer sea was flashing the sun from a myriad 
facts. I saw my death before me. 

Hut I was hot and panting. I felt more than a touch of exultation, too, at 
having distanced my pursuers. It was not in me then to go out and drown 
myself. My blood was too warm. 

I stared back the way I had come. I listened. Save for the hum of the gnats 
and the chirp of some small insects that hopped among the thorns, the air 
was absolutely still. 

Then came the yelp of a dog, very faint, and a chattering and gibbering, 
the snap of a whip and voices. 'Phey grew louder, then fainter again. 'Phe 
noise receded up the stream and faded away. For a while the chase was over. 

But I knew now how much hope for me lay in the Beast People. 
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I turned again and went nn down towards the sea. I found the hot stream 
hnnidened out to a shallow weedy sand, in which an abundance of crabs, 
and long-bodied, many-legged creatures started from my footfall. I walked 
to the very edge of the salt water, and then 1 felt I was safe. I turned and 
stared—arms akimbo—at the thick green behind me, into which the 
streamy ravine cut like a smoking gash. Hut as I say, I was too full of 
excitement, and—a true saying, though those who have never known 
danger may doubt it—too desperate to die. 

I'hen it came into my head that there was one chance before me yet. 
W'hile Moreau and Montgomery and their bestial rabble chased me through 
the island, might I not go round the beach until I came to their enclosure?— 
make a flank march upon them, in fact, and then with a rock, lugged out of 
their loosely built wall perhaps smash in the liK'k of the smaller door and see 
what I could find—knife, pistol, or what not—to light them with when they 
returned? It was at any rate a chance of getting a price for my life. 

So I turned to the westward and walked along by the water's edge. 'I'he 
setting sun Hashed his blinding heat into my eyes. I'hc slight Pacific tide 
was running in with a gentle ripple. 

Presently the shore fell away southward and the sun came round upon my 
right hand. 'I'hen suddenly, far in front of me, I saw first one and then 
several figures emerging from the hushes—Moreau with his grey 
staghound, then Montgomery, and two others. At that 1 stopped. 

'I'hey saw me and began gesticulating and advancing. I stood watching 
them approach. 'Phe two Heast Men came running forward to cut me olf 
lrt)m the undergrowth inland. Montgomery came running also, but straight 
towards me. Moreau followed shnver with the dog. 

At last I roused myself fri)m inaction, and turning seaward walked 
straight into the water. 'The water was very shallow at first. T was thirty 
yards out before the waves reached to my w aist. Oimly I could see the inter¬ 
tidal creatures darting away from my feel. 

‘What are you doing, man?’ cried Montgomery. 

I turned, standing waist-deep, and stared at them. 

Alontgomery stood panting at the margin of the water. I Its face was 
bright red with exertion, his long flaxen hair blow n about his head, and hi^ 
dropping nether lip showed his irregular teeth. Moreau was just coming up, 
his face pale and firm, and the dog at his hand barked at me. Holh men had 
heavy w’hips. Further up the beach stared the Heast Alen. 

‘What am I doing?—I am going to drown myself,’ said I. 

Montgomery and Aloreau looked at one another. ‘W hy? asked Aloreau. 
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‘Because that is better than being tortured by you.’ 

‘I told you so,’ said Montgomery, and Moreau said something in a low 
tone. 

‘What makes you think I shall torture you?’ asked Moreau. 

‘What I saw,’ I said. ‘And those—yonder.’ 

‘Hush!’ said Moreau, and held up his hand. 

‘I will not,’ said I; ‘they w’ere men: what are they mnv? I at least will not 
be like them.’ I looked past my interlocutors. Up the beach were M’ling, 
Montgomery’s attendant, and one of the wiiite sw'athcd brutes from the 
boat, b'urther up, in the shadow’ of the trees, 1 saw’ my little Ape Man, and 
behind him some other dim figures. 

‘Who arc these creatures?’ said I, pointing to them, and raising my voice 
more and more that it might reach them. ‘'They were men—men like 
yourselves, w’hom you have infected w ith some bestial taint, men whom you 
have enslaved, and whom you still fear.—You who listen,’ I cried, pointing 
now to Moreau, and shouting past him to the Beast Man, ‘You w’ho listen! 
Do you not see these men still fear you, go in dread of you? Why then do you 
fear them? You are many-’ 

‘For God’s sake,’ cried Montgomery, ‘stop that, Prendick!’ 

‘Prendick!’ cried Moreau. 

They both shouted together as if to drow'n my voice. And behind them 
lowered the staring faces of the Beast Men, w’ondering, their deformed 
hands hanging dow’n, their shoulders hunched up. 'They seemed, as I 
fancied then, to be trying to understand me, to remember something of 
their human past. 

1 went on shouting, I scarcely remember what. 'Fhat Moreau and 
Montgomery could be killed; that they were not to be feared: that was ihe 
burthen of what 1 put into the heads of the Beast People to my i)W’n ullimale 
undoing. I saw the green-eyed man in the dark rags, w ho had met me on the 
evening of my arrival, come out from among the trees, and others tbllow’ed 
him to hear me better. 

At last for want of breath I paused. 

‘Listen to me for a moment,’ said the steady voice of Moreau, ‘and then 
say what you w’ill.’ 

‘Well?’ said I. 

He coughed, thought, then shouted: ‘Latin, Prendick! bad Latin! 
Schoolboy Latin! But try and understand. Hi non sunt homines^ sunt 
aninialia qui nos habemus . . . vivisected. A humanising process. I will 
explain. Come ashore.’ 

I laughed. ‘A pretty story,’ said I. ‘"I'hey talk, build houses, cook. 'Phey 
were men. It’s likely I’ll come ashore.’ 

‘The water just beyond where you stand is deep .. . and full of sharks.’ 

‘That’s my way,’ said I. ‘Short and sharp. Presently.’ 

‘Wait a minute.’ He took something out of his pocket that flashed back the 
sun, and dropped the object at his feet. ‘That’s a loaded revolver,’ said he. 
‘Montgomery here will do the same. Now we arc going up the beach until 
you arc satisfied the distance is safe. Then come and take the revolvers.’ 

‘Not 1. You have a third between you.’ 
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‘I want you to think over things, Prendiek. In the first plaee, I never asked 
you to come upon this island. In the next, we had you drugged last night, 
had we wanted to work you any mischief; and in the next, now your first 
panic is over, and you can think a little—is Montgomery here quite up to the 
character you give him? We have chased you for your good. Hecause this 
island is full of. . . inimical phenomena. Why should we want to shoot you 
when you have just oil'ered to drown yoursell?' 

AVhy did you set . . . your people on to me when I was in the hut?' 

AVe felt sure of eatehinj? you and bringing yi>u out i>f danger. Afterwards 
we drew away from the seent—for your g(,)od.’ 

1 mused. It seemed just possible, ^rhen I remembered something again. 

‘Hut I saw,’ said I, ‘in the enelosure-’ 

‘'I'hat was the puma.’ 

‘Look here, Prendick,’ said Montgomery. ‘You're a silly ass. C^ome out of 
the water and take these revolvers, and talk. We ean’t do anything more then 
than we eould di^ now.’ 

I will confess that then, and indeed always, I distrusted and dreaded 
Moreau. Hut Montgomery was a man 1 felt 1 understood. ‘(Jo up the beaeh,’ 
said I, after thinking, and added, ‘holding your hands up.' 

‘CJan't do that,' said Alontgomery, with an explanati>ry nod over his 
shoulder. ‘Undignified.’ 

‘(lO up to the trees, then,’ said I, ‘as you please.’ 

‘It’s a damned silly ceremony,' said Montgomery. 

Hoih turned and faced the six tir seven grotesque creatures, who stood 
there in the sunlight, solid, easting shadows, moving, and yet so incredibly 
unreal. MtHilgoniery cracked his whip at them, and forthwith they all 
turned and lied helter-skelter into the trees. And when Montgomery and 
Moreau were at a distance I judged suliieient, 1 waded ashore, and pieked 
up and examined the revolvers. 'I'i) satisfy myself against the subtlest 
trickery I discharged one at a rounded lump of lava, and had the satisfaction 
i^f seeing the stone pulverised and the beach splashed with lead. 

Still I hesitated for a moment. 

‘I'll take the risk,' said I, at last, and with a revolver in each hand I walked 
up the beach towards them. 

‘'That's better,' said Aloreau, witlumt alfeelation. ‘As it is, you have 
wasted the best part of my day with your conlouiided panic. 

And with a touch of contempt that humiliated me he and Montginnery 
turned and went on in silence before me. 

I'he knot of Heast Alen, still wondering, stood back among the trees. 1 
passed them as serenely as possible. One started to follow me, but retreated 
again when Alontgomery cracked his whip. 1 he rest stiK»d silent 
watching. They may once have been animals. Hut I never belore saw an 
animal trying to think. 
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DocrroK mori*:au explains 

‘And now, Prcndick, I will explain,' said Doctor Moreau, so soon as we had 
eaten and drunk. ‘I must confess you are the most dictatorial guest I ever 
entertained. I warn you that this is the last I do to oblige you. 'The next 
thing you threaten to commit suicide about I shan't do—even at some 
personal inconvenience.' 

He sat in my deck chair, a cigar half consumed in his white dextennis- 
looking fingers. 'The light of the swinging lamp fell on his white hair; he 
stared through the little window out at the starlight. I sat as far away from 
him as possible, the table between us and the revolvers to hand. 
Montgomery was not present. I did not care to be with the twi) of them in 
such a little room. 

‘You admit that vivisected human being, as you called it, is after all only 
the puma?' said xMoreau. I le had made me visit the horror in the inner rkhii 
to assure myself of its inhumanity. 

‘It is the puma,' I said, ‘still alive, but so cut and mutilated as 1 pray 1 may 
never see living fiesh again. Of all vile-' 

‘Never mind that,' said Miu'eau. ‘At least spare me those youthful 
horrors. Montgomery used to be just the same. You admit it is the puma. 
Now be quiet while I reel ott' my physiological lecture to you.' And 
forthwith, beginning in the tone i)f a man supremely bored, but presently 
warming a little, he explained his work to me. He was very simple and 
convincing. Now and then there was a touch of sarcasm in his voice. 
Presently I found myself hot with shame at our mutual positions. 

The creatures I had seen were mu men, had never been men. 'They were 
animals—humanised animals—triumphs of vivisection. 

‘You forget all that a skilled vivisector can do with living things,' said 
Moreau. ‘P’or my own part I'm puzzled why the things I have done here 
have not been done before. Small ellbrts of course have been made— 
amputation, tongue-cutting, excisions. Of course you know a squint may be 
induced or cured by surgery? 'I'hen in the case of excisions you have all 
kinds of secondary changes, pigmentary disturbances, modifications of the 
passions, alterations in the secretion of fatty tissue. I have no doubt you 
have heard of these things?' 

‘Of course,' said 1. ‘Hut these foul creatures of yours-' 

‘All in good time,' said he, waving his hand at me; ‘I am only beginning. 
Those are trivial cases of alteration. Surgery can do better things than that. 
'I'here is building up as well as breaking down and changing. You have 
heard, perhaps, of a common surgical operation resorted Xo in cases where 
the nose has been destroyed. A flap of skin is cut from the forehead. 
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turned down on the nose, and heals in the new position. 'I'his is a kind of 
grafting in a new position of part ol an animal upon itself. Grafting of a 
freshly obtained material from another animal is also possible—the ease of 
teeth, lor example. 1 he grafting of skin and bone is done to faeilitate 
healing, 'fhe surgeon places in the middle of the wound pieces of skin 
snipped from another animal, or fragments of bone from a victim freshly 
killed. 1 lunter's cockspur—possibly you have heard of that—flourished on 
the bull’s neck. And the rhimiceros rats of the Algeiian zouaves are also to 
be thought of—monsters manufactured by transferring a slip from the tail 
of an ordinary rat to its snout, and allowing it to heal in that position.’ 

‘Monsters manufactured!’ said I. ‘'I'hen you mean to tell me_’ 

‘Yes. 1 hese creatures ytiu have seen are animals carven anel wrought into 
new shapes. To that —Xo the study of the plasticity of living forms—my life 
has been devoted. I have studied for years, gaining in knowledge as T go. I 
see you look horrified, yet I am telling yiuj nothing new. It all lay in the 
surface of practical anatomy years ago, but no ime had the temerity to touch 
it. It’s VMM simply the outward form of an animal I can change. 'The 
physiok)gy, the chemical rhythm of the creature may also be made to 
undergo an enduring modification, of which vaccination and other methods 
of inoculation with living or dead matter are examples that will, no doubt, 
be familiar to you. A similar operation is the transfusion of blood, with 
which subject indeed 1 began. These are all familiar cases. Less so, and 
probably far mvire extensive, were the operations of those mediaeval 
practitioners who made dwarfs and beggars cripples and show-monsters; 
some vestiges of wln^se art still remain in the preliminary manipulation of 
the young mountebank or contortionist. Victor Hugo gives an acciajnt of 
them in I/Honnnc qui Rif. . . . But perhaps my meaning gnnvs plain now. 
You began to see that it is a possible thing io transplant tissue from one part 
iW'an animal to another or from one animal to another, to alter its chemical 
reactions and mcthi>ds of growth, to modify the articiilatitms of its limbs, 
and indeed to change it in its most intimate structure.'' 

‘And yet this extraordinary branch t^f knowledge has never been sought 
as an end, and systematically, by modern investigators, until I took it up! 
Some such things have been hit upon in the last restart ot surgery; most ol 
the kindred evidence that will recur to your mind has been demonstrated, as 
it were, by accident—by tyrants, by criminals, by the breeders ol hi^rscs anO 
dogs, by all kinds of untrained clumsy-handed men working lor their owri 
immediate ends. I was the lirst man to take up this question armed with 
antiseptic surgery, and with a really scientific knowledge ('I the laws ol 
growth. 

‘Yet one would imagine it must have been practised in secret bclorc. Such 
creatures as the Siamese 'Lwins. . .. And in the vaults ot the Inquisition. No 
doubt their chief aim was artistic torture, but some at least oi the inquisitors 
must have had a touch of scientific curii^sity.. . . 

‘But,’ said I. ‘'These things -—these animals utikl . 

He said that was so, and proceeded to point out that the possibilities ol 
vivisection do not stop at a mere physical metamorphosis. A pig rna\ c 
educated. 'The mental structure is even less determinate than the bodilv. n 
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our growing science of hypnotism wc find the promise of a possibility of 
replacing old inherent instincts by new suggestions, grafting upon or 
replacing the inherited fixed ideas. Very much indeed of what wc call moral 
education is such an artificial modification and perversion of instinct; 
pugnacity is trained into courageous self-sacrifice, and suppressed sexuality 
into religious emotion. And the great difference between man and mimkey is 
in the larynx, he said, in the incapacity to frame delicately different sound- 
symbols by which thought could be sustained. In this I failed to agree with 
him, but with a certain incivility he declined to notice my objection. He 
repeated that the thing was so, and continued his account of his work. 

But I asked him why he had taken the human form as a model, 'fhere 
seemed to me then, and there still seems to me now, a strange wickedness in 
that choice. 

I le confessed that he had chosen that form by chance. ‘ 1 might just as well 
have worked to form sheep into llamas, and llamas into sheep. I suppose 
there is something in the human form that appeals to the artistic turn of 
mind more powerfully than any animal shape can. But Tve not confined 
myself to man-making. Once or twice ...' He was silent, for a minute 
perhaps, ‘'fhese years! How they have slipped by! And here I have wasted a 
day saving your life, and am now wasting an hour explaining myseltr 

‘But,’ said 1, ‘I still do not understand. Where is your justification for 
inflicting all this pain? 'fhe only thing that could excuse vivisection to me 
would be some application-’ 

‘Precisely,’ said he. ‘But you see I am differently constituted. We are on 
different platforms. You are a materialist.’ 

‘I am not a materialist,’ I began hotly. 

‘In my view—in my view. For it is just this question of pain that parts us. 
So long as visible or audible pain turns you sick, so long as your own pains 
drive you, so long as pain underlies your propositions about sin, so long, I 
tell you, you are an animal, thinking a little less obscurely what an animal 
feels. 'This pain-’ 

I gave an impatient shrug at such sophistry. 

‘Oh! but it is such a little thing. A mind truly opened to what science has 
to teach must sec that it is a little thing. It may be that save in this little 
planet, this speck of cosmic dust, invisible long before the nearest star cinild 
be attained—it may be, I say, that nowhere else does this thing called pain 
occur. But the laws we feel our way towards . . . Why, even on this earth, 
even among living things, what pain is there?’ 

He drew a little penknife, as he spoke, from his pocket, opened the 
smaller blade and moved his chair so that I could sec his thigh. 'Fhcn, 
choosing the place deliberately, he drove the blade into his leg and 
withdrew it. 

‘No doubt you have seen that before. It does not hurt a pin-prick. But 
what does it show? 'Fhc capacity for pain is not needed in the muscle, and it 
is not placed there; it is but little needed in the skin, and only here and there 
over the thigh is a spot capable of feeling pain. Pain is simply our intrinsic 
medical adviser to warn us and stimulate us. All living flesh is not painful, 
nor is all nerve, nor even all sensory nerve. There’s no taint of pain, real 
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pain, in the scnsalinns ol' the optic nerve. If you wound the optic nerve you 
merely see flashes of light, jusi as disease of the auditory nerve merely 
means a humming in our ears. Plants do not feel pain^ the lower animals-— 
it s possible that such animals as the starfish and crayfish do not feel pain. 

1 hen with men, the more intelligent they become the more intelligently 
they will see after their own welfare, and the less they will need the goad to 
keep them out i)f danger. 1 never yet heard of a useless thing that was not 
ground out of existence by evolution sooner or later. IMd you? And pain gets 
needless. 

‘ 1 hen I am a religious man, Frendiek, as every sane man must be. It may 
be a 1 fancy I have seen more of the ways of this world's Maker than you— 
for I have sought his laws, in my way, all my life, while you. 1 understand, 
have been collecting butterflies. And I tell you, pleasure and pain have 
nothing to do with heaven and hell. Pleasure and pain—Bah! What is your 
theologian's ecstasy but Mahomet's houri in the dark? 'I'his store men and 
women set on pleasure and pain, Prendick, is the mark of the beast upon 
them, the mark of the beast from which they came. Pain! Pain and 
pleasure—they are for us, so long as we wriggle in the dust. . . . 

‘You see, 1 went on with this research just the way it led me. 'That is the 
only way I ever heard of research giving. I asked a question, devised some 
method of getting an answer, and got—^a fresh quest iiMi. Was this pt>ssible, 
or that possible? You cannot imagine what this means to an investigator, 
what an intellectual passion grows upon him. You cannot imagine the 
strange colourless delight ot‘these intellectual desires. The thing before you 
is no longer an animal, a fellow-creature, but a problem. Sympathetic 
pain—all I know of it I remember as a thing I used to suffer from years ago. 1 
wanted—it was the only thing I wanted—to find out the extreme limit of 
plasticity in a living shape.' 

"But,' said I, "the thing is an abominatiim-' 

"'To this day I have never troubled about the ethics of the matter. 'The 
study of Nature makes a man at least as remorseless as Nature. I have gone 
on, not heeding anything but the question 1 was pursuing, and the material 
has . . . dripped into the huts yonder. ... It is nearly eleven years since we 
came here, 1 and Montgomery and six Kanakas. I remember the green 
stillness of the island and the empty ocean about us as though it was 
yesterday. 'The place seemed waiting for me. 

" The stores were landed and the house was built. 1 he Kanakas founded 
some huts near the ravine. 1 went ti> work here upon what I had brought 
W'ith me. Some disagreeable things happened first. I began with a sheep, 
and killed it after a day and a half by a slip ol the scalpel; 1 tm^k anothei 
sheep and made a thing of pain and fear, and left it bound up to heal. It 
looked quite human to me when I had finished it, but w hen I wem to it 1 was 
discontented w'ith it; it remembered me, and was terrifieil besonJ 
imagination, and it had no more than the wits ol a sheep. 1 he more 1 looked 
at it the clumsier it seemed, until at last I put the monster out of its misery. 
'Phesc animals without courage, these fear-haunted pain-driven things, 
without a spark of pugnacious energy to lace torment they are no good for 
man-making. 
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‘Then I took a gorilla I had, and upon that, working with infinite care, 
and mastering difiiculty after diliiculiy, I made my first man. All ihe week, 
night and day, I moulded him. With him it was chielly the brain that needed 
moulding; much had to be added, much changed. [ thought him a fair 
specimen of the negroid type when I had done him, and he lay, bandaged, 
bound, and motionless before me. It was only when his life was assured that 
I left him, and came into the room and found Montgomery much as you are. 
He had heard some of the cries as the thing grew human, cries like those that 
disturbed yw/ so. I didn’t take him completely into my confidence at first. 
And the Kanakas, loo, had realised something of it. 'I'hey were scared out of 
their wits by the sight of me. 1 got Montgi>mery over to me—in a way, but I 
and he had the hardest job to prevent the Kanakas deserting, b'inally they 
did, and so we lost the yacht. I spent many days educating the brute— 
altogether I had him for three or four months. I taught him the rudiments of 
Hnglish, gave him ideas of counting, even made the thing read the alphabet. 
But at that he was slow—thi^ugh I’ve met with idiots slower. He began with 
a clean sheet, mentally; had no memories left in his mind of what he had 
been. When his scars were quite healed, and he was no longer anything but 
painful and stiff', and able to converse a little, I took him yonder and 
introduced him to the Kanakas as an interesting stowaway. 

‘They were horribly afraid of him at first, somehmv—which off ended me 
rather, for I was conceited about him—but his ways seemed so mild, and he 
was so abject, that after a time they received him and took his education in 
hand. He was quick to learn, very imitative and adaptive, and built himself a 
hovel rather better, it seemed to me, than their i>wn shanties. 'I'here was one 
among the boys, a bit of a missionary, and he taught the thing to read, or at 
least to pick out letters, and gave him some rudimentary ideas of morality, 
but it seemed the beast’s habits were not all that is desirable. 

‘I rested from work for some days, and was in a mind to w rite an account 
of the whole affair to wake up English physiology. 'I hen I came upon the 
creature squatting up in a tree gibbering at two of the Kanakas w ho had 
been teasing him. I threatened him, told him the inhumanity of such a 
proceeding, aroused his sense of shame, and came here resolved to do better 
before I look my work back to Hngland. 1 have been doing better; but 
somehow the things drift back again, the stubborn beast llesh grows, day by 
day, back again. ... I mean to do better things still. I mean to conquer that. 
'I'his puma ... 

‘But that’s the story. All the Kanaka boys are dead now. One fell 
overboard the launch, and one died of a wounded heel that he poisoned in 
some way with plant-juice. 'I'hree went away in the yacht, and I suppose, 
and hope, were drowned. The other one ... was killed. Well—I have 
replaced them. Montgomery went on much as you are disposed to do at 
first, and then ...’ 

‘What became of the other one?’ said I sharply—‘the other Kanaka who 
was killed?* 

‘The fact is, after I had made a number of human creatures I made a 
thing-’ He hesitated. 

‘Yes?’ said I. 
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‘It was killed.’ 

‘I don’t understand, said i; ‘do you mean to sav . ’ 
it killed ihe Kanaka—yes. Ii killed several other things that ii caught 
We chased it lor a couple of days. It only got loose by accident—I never 
meant it to gel away. It wasn't finished. It was purely an experiment It was 
a limbless thing with a hcirrible lace that writhed along the ground in a 
serpentine fashion. It was immensely strong and in infuriating pain, and it 
travelled in a rolling way like a porpoise swimming. Ii lurked in thc'woods 
tor some days, doing mischief to all it came across, until we hunted it, and 
then it wriggled into the northern pan of the island, and we divided the 
party to close in upon it. Montgomery insisted upon coming with me. 'I’he 
man had a rifle, and when his body was found one i>f the barrels was curved 

into the shape of an S, and very nearly bitten through_Mi>nlgomery shot 

the thing. . . . After that I stuck to the ideal i>f humanity—except fi^r little 
things.' 

He became silent. 1 sat in silence watching his face. 

\So lor twenty years altogether—counting nine years in liiigland—1 have 
been going on, and there is still something in everything I do that defeais 
me, makes me dissatisfied, challenges me to further effort. Sometimes I rise 
above my level, sometimes I fall below it, but always I fall short of the 
things I dream. 'I'he human shape I can get now, almost with ease, so that it 
is lithe and graceful, or thick and strong; but often there is trouble with the 
hands and claws—painful things that 1 dare not shape too freely. Hut it is in 
the subtle grafting and re-shaping one must needs do to the brain that my 
trouble lies, 'fhe intelligence is often oddly low, with unaccountable black 
ends, unexpected gaps. And least satisfactory of all is something that I 
cannot touch, somewhere—1 cannot determine where—in the seat of the 
emotions. Cravings, instincts, desires that harm humanity, a strange hidden 
reservoir to burst suddenly and inundate the whole being of the creature 
with anger, hale, or fear. 'These creatures of mine seemed strange and 
uncanny to you as soon as you began to i>bserve them, but U) me, just alter I 
make them, they seem to be indisputable human beings. It's afterwards as I 
observe them that the persuasion fades. T'irsi one animal trail, then amaher, 
creeps to the surface and stares at me.. . . Hut I will conquer yet. liach time I 
dip a living creature into the bath of burning pain, I say: this time I will 
burn out all the animal, this time I will make a rational creature of my own. 
After all, what is ten years? Man has been a hundred ihousanef in the 
making.' 

He thought darkly. ‘Hut 1 am drawing near the fastness. 'This puma of 
mine. . .' 

After a silence: ‘And they revert. As siK»n as my hand is taken from them 
the beast begins to creep back, begins to assert itself again . .. 

Another long silence. 

‘"Then you take the things you make into those dens.** said I. 

‘'They go. I turn them out when I begin to feel the beast in them, and 
presently they wander there. 'They all dread this house and me. 1 here is a 
kind of travesty of humanity over there. Montgomery knows about it, for he 
interferes in their affairs. He has trained one or two of them to our service. 
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He's ashamed ol'it, but I believe he half likes some of these beasts. It's his 
business, not mine. 'They only sicken me with a sense of failure. I take no 
interest in them. I fancy they follow in the lines the Kanaka missionary 
marked out, and have a kind of mockery of a rational life—poor beasts! 
'I'here's something they call the Law. Sing hymns about “all thine." 'I'hey 
build themselves their dens, gather fruit and pull herbs—marry even. Iktt I 
can see through it all, see into their very souls, and see there nothing but the 
souls of beasts, beasts that perish—anger, and the lusts Xo live and gratify 
themselves. .. . Yet they're odd. Complex, like everything else alive. 'There 
is a kind of upward striving in them, part vanity, part waste sexual emotion, 
part waste curiosity. It only mocks me.... I have some hope of that puma; I 
have worked hard at her head and brain. . . . 

‘And now,' said he, standing up after a long gap of silence, during which 
we had each pursued our own thoughts; ‘what do you think? Arc you in fear 
of me still?' 

I looked at him, and saw but a white-faced, white-haired man, with calm 
eyes. Save for his serenity, the touch almost of beauty that resulted fnmi his 
set tranquillity and from his magnificent build, he might have passed 
muster among a hundred other comfortable old gentlemen. 'Then I 
shivered. By way of answer to his second question, I handed him a revolver 
with cither hand. 

‘Keep them,' he said, and snatched at a yawn. He stt>od up, stared at me 
for a moment and smiled. ‘You have had two eventful days,' said he. ‘I 
should advise some sleep. I'm glad it's all elear. Good-night.' 

He thought me over for a moment, then went out by the inner diM)r. I 
immediately turned the key in the outer one. 

I sat down again, sat for a lime in a kind of stagnant mood, si^ weary 
emotionally, mentally, anei physically, that I ct)uld not think beyond the 
point at which he left me. 'The black window stared at me like an eye. At last 
with an effort I put out the lamp and got into the hammock. Very soon I was 
asleep. 


CONCERNING THE HT:AST FOLK 

I woke early. Moreau's explanation stood before my mind, clear and 
definite, from the moment of my awakening. I got out of the hammock and 
went to the door to assure myself that the key was turned. 'I'hen I tried the 
window-bar, and found it firmly fixed. "That these man-like creatures were 
in truth only bestial monsters, mere grotesque travesties of men, filled me 
with a vague uncertainty of their possibilities that was far worse than any 
definite fear. A tapping came at the door, and I heard the glutinous accents 
of M’ling speaking. I pocketed one of the revolvers (keeping one hand upon 
it), and opened to him. 

‘Good-morning, sair,’ he said, bringing in addition to the customary herb 
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brcakl'ast, an ill-cookcd rabbit. Montgomery followed him. Ilis roving eye 
caught the position of my arm, and he smiled askew. 

'rhe puma was resting to heal that day; but Moreau, who was singularly 
solitary in his habits, did not join us. I talked with Montgomery to clear my 
ideas of the way in which the Beast hoik lived. In particular, I was urgent to 
know how these inhuman nu)nsiers were kept from falling upon i\h)reau 
and Montgomery, and from rending one another. 

He explained to me that the comparative safety of Moreau and himself 
was due to the limited mental scope of these monsters. In spite of their 
increased intelligence, and the tendency of their animal instincts to 
reawaken, they had certain h'ixed Ideas implanted by Moreau in their 
minds which absolutely bounded their imaginations. I'hey were really 
hypnotised, had been U)ld certain things were impi>ssible, and certain 
things were not to be done, and these prohibitions were woven into the 
texture i^f their minds beyond any possibility of disobedience or dispute. 
Certain matters, however, in which old instinct was at war with Moreau's 
convenience, were in a less stable condition. A series of propositions called 
the I .aw—I had already heard them recited—battled in their minds with the 
deep-seated, ever rebellious cravings of their animal natures. 'I his I .aw they 
were perpetually repeating, I found, and—perpetually breaking. Both 
Montgomery and Moreau displayed particular solicitude tv) keep them 
ignorant of the taste of blood. 'They feared the inevitable suggestions of that 
llavour. 

Montgomery ttdd me that the Law, especially among the feline Beast 
People, became oddly weakened about nightfall; that then the animal was at 
its strongest; a spirit of adventure sprang up in them at the dusk, they would 
dare things they never seemed to dream about by day. 'To that 1 owed my 
stalking by the Leopard Man on the night i>f my arrival. But during these 
earlier days i)f my stay they broke the Law only furtively, and after dark; in 
the daylight there was a general atmosphere of respect for its miilti-farious 
prohibititMis. 

And here perhaps I may give a few general facts about the island and the 
Beast People. 'The island, which was t)f irregular outline and lay low uptm 
the wide sea, had a total area, 1 suppose of seven or eight square miles. It 
was volcanic in origin, and was now fringed on three sides by coral reels. 
Some fumaroles to the northward, and a hot spring, were the only vestiges 
ol the forces that had long since originated it. Now and then a taint quiver ol 
earthquake would be sensible, and sometimes the ascent ol the spire ol 
smoke would be rendered tumultuous by gusts ol steam. But that was all. 
The population of the island, Montgomery inlormed me, now numbered 
rather more than sixty of these strange creations ol Moreau s art, not 
counting the smaller monstrosities which lived in the undergrowth and 
were without human form. Altogether, he had made nearly a hundred and 
twenty, but many had died; and others, like the writhing bootless I hing of 
which he had told me, had come by violent ends. In answer to my question, 
Montgomery said that they actually bore oilspring, but that these generally 
died. There was no evidence of the inheritance of the acquired human 
characteristics. When they lived, Moreau took them and stamped the 
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human form upon them. The females were less numerous than the males, 
and liable to much furtive persecution in spite of the monogamy the Law 
enjoined. 

It would be impossible for me to describe these Beast People in detail— 
my eye has had no training in details—^and unhappily I cannot sketch. Most 
striking perhaps in their general appearance was the disproportion between 
the legs of these creatures and the length of their bodies; yet—so relative is 
our idea of grace—my eye became habituated to their forms, and at last I 
even fell in with their persuasion that my invn long thighs were ungainly. 
Another point was the forward carriage of the head, and the clumsy and 
inhuman curvature of the spine. Hven the Ape Man lacked the inward 
sinuous curve of the back that makes the human figure so graceful. Most 
had their shoulders hunched clumsily, and their short forearms hung 
weakly at their sides, b'ew of them were conspicuously hairy—at least, until 
the end of my time upon the island. 

'The next most obvious deformity was in their faces, almost all of which 
were prognathous, malformed about the ears, with large and protuberant 
noses, very furry or very bristly hair, and often strangely coloured or 
strangely placed eyes. None could laugh, though the Ape Man had a 
mirthless grin. Beyond these general characters their heads had little in 
common; each preserved the quality of its particular species: the human 
mark distorted but did not hide the leopard, the ox, or the sow, im* other 
animal or animals from which the creature had been moulded. 'The voices, 
too, varied exceedingly, 'fhe hands were always malformed; and though 
some surprised me by their unexpected humanity, almost all were deficient 
in the number of the digits, clumsy about the finger-nails, and lacking any 
tactile sensibility. 

The two most formidable animal-men were my Leopard Man and a 
creature made of hyat^na and swine. Larger than these were the three bull 
creatures who pulled in the boat. 'Lhen came the Silvery Hairy Man, who 
was also the Sayer of the Law, M’ling, and a satyr-like creature of ape and 
goat. There were three Swine Men and a Swine Woman, a Horse- 
Rhinoceros creature, and several other females whose sources I did nt>t 
ascertain. 'Fhere were several Wolf creatures, a Bear-Bull, and a Saint 
Bernard Dog Man. I have already described the Ape Man, and there was a 
particularly hateful (and evil-smelling) old woman made of Vixen and Bear, 
whom I hated from the beginning. She was said to be a passionate votary of 
the Law. Smaller creatures were certain dappled youths and my little sloth 
creature. 

At first I had a shivering horror of the brutes, felt all loo keenly that they 
were still brutes, but insensibly I became a little habituated to the idea of 
them, and, moreover, I was affected by Montgomery’s altitude towards 
them. He had been w^ith them so long that he had come to regard them as 
almost normal human beings—his London days seemed a glorious 
impossible past to him. Only once in a year or so did he go to Africa to deal 
with Moreau’s agent, a trader in animals there. He hardly met the finest 
type of mankind in that seafaring village of Spanish mongrels. 'I'he men 
aboard ship, he told me, seemed at first just as strange to him as the Beast 
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Men seemed to me,—unnaturally long in the leg, Hat in the lace, prominent 
in the torehead, suspicious, dangerous, and cold-hearted. In fact, he did not 
like men. His heart had warmed to me, he thought, because he had saved mv 
life. 

I iancied even then that he had a sneaking kindness tor some of these 
metamorphosed brutes, a vicious sympathy with some of their ways, but 
that he attempted to veil from me at lirst. 

M’ling, the black-faced man, his attendant, the tirst of the Heast l‘olk I 
had encountered, did not live with the others across the island, but in a 
small kennel at the back ol the enclosure. The creature was scarcely so 
intelligent as the Ape Man, hut far more docile, and the most human¬ 
looking of all the Beast b'olk, and Montgomery had trained it to prepare 
food and indeed to discharge all the trivial domestic oHices that were 
required. It was a complex trophy of Moreau's horrible skill, a bear, tainted 
with dog and ox, and one i^f the most elaborately made of all the creatures. It 
treated Montge^mery with a strange tenderness and devotion; sometimes he 
would notice it, pat it, call it half-mocking, half-jocular names, and so make 
it caper with extraordinary delight; sometimes he would ill-treat it, 
especially after he had been at the whisky, kicking it, beating it, pelting it 
with stones or lighted fuses. But whether he treated it well or ill, it loved 
nothing so much as to be near him. 

I say I became habituated to the Beast People, that a thousand things that 
had seemed unnatural and repulsive speedily became natural and ordinary 
to me. I suppose everything in existence takes its colour from the average 
hue of t)ur surroundings: Montgomery and Moreau were too peculiar and 
individual to keep my general impressions of humanity well delined. 1 
would see one of the bovine creatures who worked the launch treading 
heavily through the undergn>wth, and find myself trying hard to recall how 
he dilfered from some really human yokel trudging home from his 
mechanical labours; or I would meet the b'ox-Bear Woman's vulpine shiliy 
face, strangely human in its speculative cunning, and even imagine 1 had 
met it before in some city byway. 

Yet every now and then the beast would flash out upon me beyond doubt 
i^r denial. An ugly-looking man, a hunchbacked human savage to all 
appearance, squatting in the aperture of one oi the dens, would stretch his 
arms and yawn, showing with startling suddenness scissor-edged incisors 
and sabre-like canines, keen and brilliant as knives. Or in some narrow 
pathway, glancing with a transitory daring into the eyes ol some lithe white- 
swathed female figure, I would suddenly see with a spasmodie revulsion 
that they had slit-like pupils, or, glancing down, note the curving nail with 
which she held her shapeless wrap about her. It is a ciiric^us thing, by the by, 
lor which I am quite unable to account, that these weird creatures the 
females I mean—had in the earlier days ol my stay an instinctive sense (^1 
their own repulsive clumsiness, and displayed in consequence a more than 
human regard for the decencies and decorum ol external costume. 
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HOW rUH HKAST FOLK fAS rHO HLOOO 

But my inexperience as a writer betrays me, and I wander from the thread of 
my story. After I had breakfasted with Montgomery he took me across the 
island to see the fumarole and the source of the hot spring, inU) whose 
scalding waters I had blundered on the previous day. lioth of us carried 
whips and loaded revolvers. While going through a leafy jungle im our road 
thither w’c heard a rabbit squealing. We stopped and listened, but \vc heard 
no more; and presently we W'ent on our way and the incident dropped out of 
our minds. Montgomery called my attention to certain little pink animals 
with long hind legs, that went leaping through the undergrowth. He told me 
they W'erc creatures made of the offspring of the Beast People, that Moreau 
had invented. He had fancied they might serve for meat, but a rabbit-like 
habit of devouring their young had defeated this intention. I had already 
encountered some of these creatures, once during my moonlight flight from 
the Leopard Man, and once during my pursuit by Moreau on the previous 
day. By chance, one hopping to avoid us leapt into the hole caused by the 
uprooting of a windblown tree. Before it could extricate itself we managed 
to catch it. It spat like a cal, scratched and kicked vigorously w'ilh its hind 
legs and made an attempt to bite, but its teeth were too feeble li> inflict more 
than a painless pinch. It seemed to me rather a pretty little creature, and as 
Montgomery stated that it never destroyed the turf by burrowing, and was 
very cleanly in its habits, I should imagine it might prove a convenient 
substitute for the common rabbit in gentlemen’s parks. 

We also saw on our way the trunk of a tree barked in long strips and 
splintered deeply. Montgomery called my attention to this. ‘Not to claw 
Bark of lYees; that is the Law,’ he said. ‘Much some of them care for it!’ It 
was after this, I think, that we met the Satyr and the Ape Man. The Satyr 
was a gleam of classical memory on the part of Moreau, his face ovine in 
expression—like the coarser Hebrew type—his voice a harsh bleat, his 
nether extremities Satanic. He was gnawing the husk of a pod-like fruit as 
he passed us. Both of them saluted Montgomery. 

‘Hail,’ said they, ‘to the Other with the whip!’ 

‘There’s a third with a whip now,’ said Montgomery. ‘So you’d better 
mind!’ 

‘Was he not made?’ said the Ape Man. ‘He said—he said he was made.’ 

'Fhe Satyr Man looked curiously at me. ‘I’hc 'Fhird with the whip, he that 
walks sweeping into the sea, has a thin white face.’ 

‘He has a thin long whip,’ said Montgomery. 

‘Yesterday he bled and wept,’ said the Satyr. ‘You never bleed nor weep. 
The Master does not bleed nor weep.’ 
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‘Ollcndorffian beggar!’ said Montgomery. ‘You’ll bleed and weep if you 
don’t look out.’ 

‘He has five fingers; he is a five-man like me,’ said the Ape Man. 

‘Come along, Prendick,’ said Montgomery, taking my arm, and I went on 
with him. 

'I'he Satyr and the Ape Man stood watching us and making other remarks 
ti> each lUher. 

.‘He says nothing,’ said the Satyr. ‘Men have voices.' 

‘Yesterday he asked me of things to cat,’ said the Ape Man. ‘He did not 
know.’ 'I'hen they spoke inaudible things, and I heard the Satyr laughing. 

It was on our way back that we came upon the dead rabbit. 'I he red body 
of the wretched little beast was rent to pieces, many of the rihs stripped 
white, and the backbone indisputably gnawed. 

At that Montgomery sti^pped. ‘Good God!’ said he, stooping dinvn and 
picking up some of the crushed vertebrae to examine them more closely. 
‘Good God!’ he repeated, ‘what can this mean?’ 

‘Some carnivore i^f yours has remembered its old habits,’ 1 said, after a 
pause. ‘'This backbone has been bitten through.' 

He stood staring, with his face white and his lip pulled askew. ‘I don’t like 
this,’ he said slowly. 

‘I saw something of the same kind,’ said I, ‘the first day I came here.’ 

‘'I'he devil you did! What was it?’ 

‘A rabbit with its head twisted off.’ 

‘'I'he day you came here?’ 

‘'i'he day I came here. In the undergrowth, at the back of the enclosure, 
when I came out in the evening. 'I'lic head was completely wrung olf.’ 

He gave a low whistle. 

‘And what is more, I have an idea which of your brutes did the thing. It’s 
only a suspicion, you know. Hefore I came on the rabbit I saw one of your 
monsters drinking in the stream.’ 

‘Sucking his drink?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Not to suck yi^ur Drink; that is the Law. Much the brutes care for the 
Law, eh—when Moreau’s not about?’ 

‘It was the brute who chased me.’ 

‘Of course,’ said Montgomery; ‘it’s just the way with carnivores. After a 
kill they drink. It’s the taste of blood, you know.' 

‘What was the brute like?’ he asked. ‘Would you know him again?’ He 
glanced about us, standing astride over the mess of dead rabbit, his eyes 
roving among the shadows and screens of greenery, the lurking-places and 
ambuscades of the forest, that bounded us in. ‘'I'he taste of blood,’ he said 
again. 

He took out his revolver, examined the cartridges in it, and replaced it. 
Then he began to pull at his dropping lip. 

‘1 think I should know the brute again. I stunned him. I le ought to have a 
handsome bruise on the forehead of him.’ 

‘But then we have to proi^e he killed the rabbit,’ said Montgomery. ‘1 wish 
I’d never brought the things here.’ 
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I should have gone on, but he stayed there thinking over the mangled 
rabbit in a puzzle-headed way. As it was, 1 went to such a distance that the 
rabbit’s remains were hidden. 

‘Come on!’ I said. 

Presently he woke up and came towards me. ‘You see,’ he said, almost in a 
whisper, ‘they arc all supposed to have a fixed idea against eating anything 
that runs on land. If some brute has by accident tasted blood . ..’ 

We went on some way in silence. ‘I wonder what can have happened,’ he 
said to himself. Then, after a pause, again: ‘I did a foolish thing the t)ther 
day. That servant of mine ... I showed him how to skin and cook a rabbit. 
It’s odd ... I saw him licking his hands ... It never occurred to me.’ 

Then: ‘We must put a stop to this. I must tell Moreau.’ 

He could think of nothing else on our homeward journey. 

Moreau took the matter even more seriously than Montgomery, and I 
need scarcely say I was infected by their evident consternation. ‘We must 
make an example,’ said Moreau. ‘I’ve no doubt in my own mind that the 
Leopard Man was the sinner. But how can we prove it? I wish, 
Montgomery, you had kept your taste for meat in hand, and gone without 
these exciting novelties. We may find ourselves in a mess yet through it.' 

‘I w'as a silly ass,’ said Montgomery. ‘But the thing’s done now. And you 
said I might have them, you know.’ 

‘We must sec to the thing at once,’ said Moreau. ‘I suppose, if anything 
should turn up, M’ling can take care of himself?’ 

‘I’m not so sure of M’ling,’ said Montgomery. ‘I think I ought to know 
him.’ 

In the afternoon, Moreau, Montgomery, myself, and M’ling went across 
the island to the huts of the ravine. We three were armed. M’ling carried the 
little hatchet he used in chopping firewood, and some coils of wire. Moreau 
had a huge cowherd’s horn slung over his shoulder. ‘You will see a 
gathering of the Beast People,’ said Montgomery. ‘It’s a pretty sight.’ 
Moreau said not a w'ord on the w’ay, but his heavy white-fringed face was 
grimly set. 

We crossed the ravine, down which smoked the stream of hot water, and 
followed the winding pathway through the cane brakes until we reached a 
wide area covered over with a thick powdery yellow substance which I 
believe was sulphur. Above the shoulder of a w^eedy bank the sea glittered. 
We came to a kind of shallow natural amphitheatre, and here the four of us 
halted. "I'hcn Moreau sounded the horn and broke the sleeping stillness of 
the tropical afternoon. He must have had strong lungs. The hooting note 
rose and rose amidst its echoes to at last an car-penetrating intensity. ‘Ah!’ 
said Moreau, letting the curved instrument fall to his side again. 

Immediately there was a crashing through the yellow canes, and a sound 
of voices from the dense green jungle that marked the morass through 
which I had run on the previous day. I’hcn at three or four points on the 
edge of the sulphurous area appeared the grotesque forms of the Beast 
People, hurrying towards us. I could not help a creeping horror as I 
perceived first one and then another trot out from the trees or reeds, and 
come shambling along over the hot dust. But Moreau and Montgomery 
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stood calmly enough, and, perforce, I stuck beside them, b'irst to arrive was 
the Satyr, strangely unreal for all that he cast a shadow, and tossed the dust 
with his hoofs; after him from the brake came a monstrous lout, a thing of 
horse and rhinoceros, chewing a straw as it came; and then appeared the 
Swine Woman and two Wolf Women; then the Fox-Bear Witch with her 
red eyes in her peaked red face, and then others—all hurrying eagerly. As 
they came h)rward they began to cringe towards Moreau and chant, quite 
regardless of imc another, fragments of the latter half of the litany of the 
I .aw: ^His is the I land that wounds. His is the I land that heals,’ and so forth. 

As soim as they had approached within a distance of perhaps thirty yards 
they halted, and bowing on knees and elbows, began Hinging the white dust 
upon their heads. Imagine the scene if you can. We three blue-clad men, 
with our misshapen black-faced attendant, standing in a wide expanse of 
sunlit yellow dust under the blazing blue sky, and surrounded by this eircle 
of crouching and gesticulating monstrosities, some almost human save in 
their subtle expression and gestures, some like cripples, some so strangely 
disu^rted as to resemble nothing but the denizens of our wildest dreams. 
And beyond, the reedy lines of a cane brake in one direction and a dense 
tangle of palm-trees on the other, separating us fnmi the ravine with the 
huts, and to the north the hazy horizon of the Paciiic Ocean. 

\Sixty-two, sixty-three,’ ctmnted Moreau. ''Fhere are four more.’ 

'1 do not see the Leopard Man,’ said 1. 

Presently Moreau sounded the great horn again, and at the sound of it all 
the Beast People writhed and grovelled in the dust. 'I'hen, slinking out of 
the cane brake, stooping near the ground, and trying to join the dust¬ 
throwing circle behind Moreau’s back, came the Leopard Man. And I saw 
that his forehead was bruised. 'Phe last of the Beast People to arrive was the 
little Ape Man. 'The earlier animals, hot and weary with their grovelling, 
shot vicious glances at him. 

‘Crease,’ said Moreau, in his linn loud voice, and the Beast People sal back 
upon their hams and rested from ihcir worshipping. 

‘Where is the Sayer of the Law?’ said iVloreau, and the hairy grey monster 
bowed his face in the dust. 

‘Say the words,’ said Moreau, and forthwith all in the kneeling assembly, 
swaying from side to side and dashing up the sulphur with their hands, first 
the right hand and a puff of dust, and then the left, began once more to chant 
their strange litany. 

When they reached ‘Not to eat 1^’lcsh or I'ish; that is the Law, Moreau 
held up his lank white hand. \Siopf' he cried, and there tell absolute silence 
upon them all. 

I think they all knew and dreaded what was coming. I looked round at 
their strange faces. When 1 saw their wincing attitudes and the iurlive dread 
in their bright eyes, I wondered iiiat 1 had ever believed them to be men. 

‘'Lhat Law has been broken,’ said Moreau. 

‘None escape,' from the faceless creature with the Silvery Hair. ‘None 
escape,’ repeated the kneeling circle of Beast People. 

‘Who is he?’ cried Moreau, and looked round at their faces, cracking his 
whip. I fancied the llyaena-Sw'int looked dejected, so too did the Leopard 
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Man. Moreau stopped, facing this creature, who cringed towards him with 
the memory and dread of infinite torment. ‘Who is he?’ repeated Moreau, in 
a voice of thunder. 

‘Hvil is he who breaks the Law,’ chanted the Sayer of the Law. 

Moreau looked into the eyes of the I^eopard Man, and seemed to be 
dragging the very soul out of the creature. 

‘Who breaks the Law—’ said Moreau, taking his eyes off his victim and 
turning towards us. It seemed to me there was a touch of exultation in his 
voice. 

‘—^goes back to the House of Pain,’ they all clamoured; ‘goes back to the 
House of Pain, O Master!’ 

‘Back to the House of Pain—back to the House of Pain,’ gabbled the Ape 
Man, as though the idea was sweet to him. 

‘Do you hear?’ said Moreau, turning back to the criminal, ‘mv friend . .. 
Hullo!’ 

For the Leopard Man, released from Moreau's eye, had risen straight 
from his knees, and now, with eyes aflame and his huge feline tusks Hashing 
out from under his curling lips, leapt towards his tormentor. I am 
convinced that only the madness of unendurable fear could have prompted 
this attack. The whole circle of three-score monsters seemed to rise about 
us. I drew my revolver, 'I'he two figures collided. 1 saw Moreau reeling back 
from the Leopard Man’s blow. 'I'hcre was a furious yelling and howling all 
about us. liverytme was moving rapidly, lu^r a moment I thought it was a 
general revolt. 

The furious face of the Leopard Man flashed by mine, with M'ling close 
in pursuit. I saw the yellow eyes of the Hyaena-Swine blazing with 
excitement, his attitude as if he were half-resolved to attack me. 'Phe Satyr, 
too, glared at me over the Hyaena-Swine’s hunched shoulders. I heard the 
crack of Moreau’s pistol, and saw the pink flash dart across the tumult. 'The 
whole crowd seemed to swing round in the direction of the glint of tire, and 
I, too, was swung round by the magnetism of the movement. In another 
second I was running, one of a tumultuous shouting crowd, in pursuit of the 
escaping Leopard Man. 

I'hat is all I can tell definitely. I saw the Leopard Man strike Moreau, and 
then everything spun about me, until I was running headlong. 

M’ling was ahead, close in pursuit of the fugitive. Behind, their tongues 
already lolling out, ran the Wolf-Women in great leaping strides. 'I'he 
Swine-F’olk followed, squealing with excitement, and the two Bull Men in 
their swathings of while. 'Fhen came Moreau in a cluster of the Beast 
People, his wide-brimmed straw hat blown off, his revolver in hand, and his 
lank white hair streaming out. 'Phe Hyaena-Swine ran beside me, keeping 
pace with me, and glancing furtively at me out of his feline eyes, and the 
others came pattering and shouting behind us. 

I’he Leopard Man went bursting his way through the long canes, which 
sprang back as he passed and rattled in M’ling’s face. We others in the rear 
found a trampled path for us when we reached the brake. The chase lay 
through the brake for perhaps a quarter of a mile, and then plunged into 
dense thicket that retarded our movements exceedingly, though we went 
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through it in a crowd together—fronds llieking into our faces, ropy creepers 
catching us under the chin, or gripping our ankles, thorny plant's hooking 
into and tearing cloth and flesh together. 

‘He has gone on all-fours through this,’ panted Moreau, now just ahead 
of me. 

‘None escape,’ said the Wolf-Hcar, laughing into my face with the 
exultation of hunting. 

We burst out again among rocks, and saw the quarry ahead, running 
lightly on all-fours, and snarling at us over his shoulder. At that the Wolf- 
Folk howled with delight. 'Fhe thing was still clothed, and, at a distance, its 
face seemed human, but the carriage of its four limbs was feline, and the 
furtive droop i^f its shoulder was distinctly that t)f a hunted animal. It leapt 
over some thorny yellow-flowering bushes and was hidden. M’ling was 
half-way across the space. 

Most of us now had lost the first speed i^f the chase, and had fallen into a 
longer and steadier stride. I saw, as wc traversed the open, that the pursuit 
was now spreading from a column into a line. 'The Hyaena-Swine still ran 
close Xo me, watching me as it ran, every now and then puckering its muzzle 
with a snarling laugh. 

At the edge of the rocks the Leopard x\lan, realising he was making for! he 
projecting cape upon which he had stalked me on the night of my arrival, 
had doubled in the undergrowth. lUit Montgomery had seen the 
manoeuvre, and turned him again. 

So, panting, tumbling against rocks, torn by brambles, impeded by ferns 
and reeds, 1 helped to pursue the Leopard Man who had broken the Law, 
and the Hyaena-Swine ran, laughing savagely, by my side. I staggered on, 
my head reeling, and my heart beating against my ribs, tired almost to 
death, and yet not daring to lose sight of the chase, lest 1 should be left alone 
with this horrible ct)mpani(Mi. I staggered ou in spile of infinite fatigue and 
the dense heat of the tropical afternoon. 

And at last the fury of the hunt slackened. We had pinned the wretched 
brute into a corner of the island. Moreau, whip in hand, marshalled us all 
into an irregular line, and we advanced now slowly, sliouting to t>ne another 
as wc advanced, and tightening the cordon about our victim. He lurked, 
noiseless and invisible, in the bushes through which 1 had run lri>m him 
during that midnight pursuit. 

‘Steady!’ cried Moreau; ‘steady!’ as the ends of the line crept round the 
tangle of undergrowth, and hemmed the brute in. 

‘ ’Ware a rush!’ came the voice of Mtmtgomery from beyimd the thicket. 

I was on the slope above the bushes. Montgomery and \\oreau beat along 
the beach beneath. Slowly we pushed in among the iVetted network of 
branches and leaves. 'Fhe quarry was silent. 

‘Back to the House of Fain, the tlouse of Fain, the I louse of Fain!’ yelped 
the voice of the Ape Man. some twenty yards to the right. 

When I heard that I forgave the poor wretch all the tear he had inspired in 
me. 

I heard the twigs snap and the boughs swish aside before the heavy tread 
of the Horse-Rhinoceros upon my right. 'I'hen suddenly, through a polygon 
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of green, in the half-darkness under the luxuriant growth, I saw the creature 
we were hunting. I halted. He was crouched together into the smallest 
possible compass, his luminous green eyes turned iwer his shoulder 
regarding me. 

It may seem a strange contradiction in me—I cannot explain the fact— 
but now, seeing the creature there in a perfectly animal attitude, with the 
light gleaming in its eyes, and its imperfectly human face distorted with 
terror, I realised again the fact of its humanity. In another moment other of 
its pursuers would see it, and it would be overpowered and captured, ii> 
experience once more the horrible tortures of the enclosure. Abruptly I 
slipped out my revolver, aimed between his terror-struck eyes and fired. 

As I did the Hyaena-Swine saw the thing, and flung itself upon it with an 
eager cry, thrusting thirsty teeth into its neck. All about me the green 
masses of the thicket were swaying and cracking as the Beast People came 
rushing together. One face and then another appeared. 

‘Don’t kill it, Prendick!’ cried Moreau. ‘Don’t kill it!' And I saw him 
stooping as he pushed through the under fronds of the big ferns. 

In another moment he had beaten off the Hyaena-Swine with the handle 
of his whip, and he and Montgomery were keeping away the excited 
carnivorous Beast People, and particularly M’ling from the still quivering 
body. The Hairy Orey 'I'hing came sniffling at the corpse under my arm. 
'Phe other animals, in their animal ardour, jostled me to get a nearer view. 

‘(Confound you, Prendick!’ said Moreau. ‘I wanted him.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ said I, though I was not. ‘It was the impulse of the moment.’ I 
felt sick with e.xertion and excitement. 'Fuming, 1 pushed my way out of the 
crowding Beast People and went on alone up the slope towards the higher 
part of the headland. Under the shouted instructions of Moreau, 1 heard the 
three white-swathed Bull Men begin dragging the victim down towards the 
water. 

It was easy now for me to be alone. 'Fhe Beast People manifested a quite 
human curiosity about the dead body, and followed it in a thick knot, 
sniffling and growling at it, as the Bull Men dragged it down the beach. I 
went to the headland, and watched the Bull Men, black against the evening 
sky, as they carried the weighted dead body out to sea, and, like a wave 
across my mind, came the realisation of the unspeakable aimlessness of 
things upon the island. Upon the beach, among the rocks beneath me, were 
the Ape Man, the Hyaena-Swine, and several other iff the Beast Pei>ple, 
standing about Montgomery and Moreau. They were all intensely excited, 
and all overflowing with noisy expressions of their kiyalty to the Law. Yet I 
felt an absolute assurance in my own mind that the Hyaena-Swine was 
implicated in the rabbit-killing. A strange persuasion came upon me that, 
save for the grossness of the line, the grotesqueness of the forms, I had here 
before me the whole balance of human life in miniature, the whole interplay 
of instinct, reason, and fate, in its simplest form. 'Fhe Leopard Man had 
happened to go under. That was all the difference. 

Poor brutes! 1 began to see the viler aspect of Moreau’s cruelly. I had not 
thought before of the pain and trouble that came to these poor victims after 
they had passed from Moreau’s hands. I had shivered only at the days of 
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actual torment in the enclosure. But now that seemed to be the lesser part. 
Before they had been beasts, their instincts fitly adapted to their 
surroundings, and happy as living things may be. Now they stumbled in the 
shackles of humanity, lived in a fear that never died, fretted by a law they 
could nt)t understand; their mock-human existence began in an agony, was 
one long internal struggle, one long dread of Moreau—and for what? It was 
ihc wantonness that stirred me. 

Had Moreau had any intelligible objeet I could have sympathised at least 
a little with him. I am not so squeamish about pain as that. I could have 
forgiven him a little even had his motive been hate. Rut he was so 
irresponsible, so utterly careless. His curiosity, his mad, aimless 
investigations, drove him on, and the things were thnnvn out to live a year 
or so, to struggle and blunder and suffer; at last to die painfully. 'I'hey were 
wretched in themselves, the old animal hate moved them to trouble one 
another, the Law held them back from a brief hot struggle and a decisive 
end of their natural animosities. 

In those days my fear of the Reast People went the way of my personal 
fear fi^r Moreau. I fell indeed into the morbid state, deep and enduring, 
alien ti^ fear, which has left permanent scars upon my mind. I must confess I 
lost faith in the sanity of the world when 1 saw it sutfering the painful 
disorder of this island. A blind fate, a vast pitiless mcehaiiism, seemed to cut 
and shape the fabric of existence, and I, Moreau by his passion for research, 
Montgomery by his passion for drink, the Reast People, with their instincts 
and mental restrictions, were torn and crushed, ruthlessly, inevitably, amid 
the infinite complexity of its incessant wheels. Rut this condition did not 
come all at once. ... I think indeed that I anticipate a little in speaking of it 
now. 


_ 

A CA rAS'l’ROPIlH 

Scarcely six weeks passed beh)re 1 had lost every feeling but dislike and 
abhorrence for these infamous experiments of Moreau’s. My one idea was 
to get away from these horrible caricatures of iny Maker’s image, back to the 
sweet and wholesome intercourse of men. My fellow-creatures, from whom 
1 was thus separated, began to assume idyllic virtue and beauty in my 
memory. Aly first friendship with Alontgomery did not increase. Ilis long 
separation from humanity, his secret vice of drunkenness, his cviilent 
sympathy with the Reast People, tainted him to me. Several limes I let him 
go alone among them. J avoided intercourse with them in every possible 
way. I spent an increasing proportion of my time upon the beaeh, looking 
for si’jme liberating sail that never appeared, until one day there fell upon us 
an appalling disaster, that put an altogether difierent aspect upon my 
strange surroundings. 

It was about seven or eight weeks after my landing—rather more, I think. 
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though I had not troubled to keep account of the time—when this 
catastrophe occurred. It happened in the early morning—I should think 
about six. I had risen and breakfasted early, having been aroused by the 
noise of three Beast Men carrying wood into the enclosure. 

After breakfast I went to the open gateway of the enclosure and stood 
there smoking a cigarette and enjoying the freshness of the early morning. 
Moreau presently came round the corner of the enclosure and greeted me. 
He passed by me, and I heard him behind me unlock and enter his 
laboratory. So indurated was I at that time to the abomination of the place, 
that I heard without a touch of emotion the puma victim begin another day 
of torture. It met its persecutor with a shriek almost exactly like that of an 
angry virago. 

Then something happened. I do not know what it was exactly to this day. 
I heard a sharp cry behind me, a fall, and turning, saw an awful face rushing 
upon me, not human, not animal, but hellish, brown, seamed with red 
branching scars, red drops starting out upon it, and the lidless eyes ablaze. I 
flung up my arm to defend myself from the blow that flung me headlong 
with a broken forearm, and the great monster, swathed in lint and with red- 
stained bandages fluttering about it, leaped over me and passed. I rolled 
over and over down the beach, tried to sit up, and collapsed upon my broken 
arm. 'I'hen Moreau appeared, his massive white face all the more terrible for 
the blood that trickled from his forehead. He carried a revolver in one hand. 
He scarcely glanced at me, but rushed off at once in pursuit of the puma. 

1 tried the other arm and sat up. 'I'he muffled figure in front ran in great 
striding leaps along the beach, and Moreau followed her. She turned her 
head and saw him, then, doubling abruptly, made for the bushes. She 
gained upon him at every stride. I saw her plunge into them, and Moreau, 
running slantingly to intercept her, fired and missed as she disappeared. 
Then he too vanished in the green confusion. 

I stared after them, and then the pain in my arm flamed up, and with a 
groan I staggered to my feet. Montgomery appeared in the diH)rway 
dressed, and with his revolver in his hand. 

‘Great God, Prcndick!’ he said, not noticing that I was hurt. ‘That brute’s 
loose! 'Fore the fetter out of the wall. Have you seen them?’ then sharply, 
seeing I gripped my arm. ‘What’s the matter?’ 

‘I was standing in the doorway,’ said I. 

He came forward and took my arm. ‘Blood on the sleeve,’ said he, and 
rolled back the flannel. He pocketed the weapon, felt my arm painfully, and 
let me inside. ‘Your arm is broken,’ he said; and then, ‘I'ell me exactly how 
it happened—what happened?’ 

I told him what I had seen, told him in broken sentences, with gasps of 
pain between them, and very dexterously and swiftly he bound my arm 
meanwhile. He slung it from my shoulder, stood back, and looked at me. 
‘You’ll do,’ he said. ‘And now?’ He thought. Then he went out and locked 
the gates of the enclosure. He was absent some time. 

I was chiefly concerned about my arm. I'he incident seemed merely one 
more of many horrible things. I sat down in the deck chair and, I must 
admit, swore heartily at the island. The first dull feeling of injury in my arm 
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hud ulrcudy given wuy to u burning puin when A'lontgomcry reappeured 

His face was rather pale, and he showed more of his lower gums than ever. 
‘I can neither see nor hear anything of him,’ he said. ‘I’ve been thinking he 
may want my help.’ He stared at me with his expressionless eyes. ‘'I'hat was 
a strong brute,’ he said. ‘It simply wrenched its fetter out of the wall.’ 

He went to the window, then to the door, and there turned to me. ‘I shall 
go alter him, he said. 1 here s another revolver I can leave with you. It's 
just possible you may need it.’ 

He obtained the weapon and put it ready to my hand on the table, then 
went out, leaving a restless contagion in the air. I did not sit long after he 
left. I took the revolver in hand and went to the doorway. 

'I'hc morning was as still as death. Not a whisper of wind stirred, the sea 
was like polished glass, the sky empty, the beach desolate. 'This stillness of 
things oppressed me. 

I tried to whistle, and the tune died away. I swore again—the second time 
that morning, 'riien I went to the corner of the enclosure and stared inland 
at the green bush that has swallowed up Moreau and Montgomery. When 
would they return. And Ikuv? 

'I'hen far away up the beach a little grey Beast Man appeared, ran down to 
the water’s edge, and began splashing about. I strolled back to the doorway, 
then to the c\)rncr again, and so began pacing to and fro like a sentinel upon 
duty. Once I was arrested by the distant voice of Mi^itgomery bawling, 
‘C-oo-ee . . . Mor-eau!’ Aly arm became less painful, but very hot. I got 
feverish and thirsty. My shadow grew shorter. I watched the distant figure 
until it went away again. Would Moreau and Montgomery never return? 
'fhree sea-birds began lighting for some stranded treasure. 

'fhen from lar away behind the enck)sure I heard a pistol-shot. A long 
silence, and then came another. 'Then a yelling cry nearer, and another 
dismal gap of silence. My unfonunate imagination set to work to torment 
me. 'riieii suddenly a sln)l ck)se by. 

I went to the corner, startled, and saw Montgomery, his face scarlet, his 
hair disordered, and the knee of his trousers torn. His face expressed 
profound consternation. Behind him skniched the Beast Man M'ling, and 
round M’ling's jaws were some ominous brown stains. 

‘He has come?’ he said. 

‘Aioreau?’ said I. ‘No.’ 

‘Aly God!’ The man was panting, almost s )bbing for breath, ‘(jo bi.ck 
in,' he said, taking my arm. ‘'I’hey're mad. 'They’re all rushing about mad. 
W'hat can have happened? I don’t know. I’ll tell you when my breath comes. 
Where’s some brandy?’ 

He limped before me into the room and sal down in the deck chair. 
Al'ling Hung himself down just outside the doorway, and began panting like 
a dog. T got Alontgomery some brandy and w'alcr. He sat staring blankly in 
front of him, recovering his breath. After some minutes he began to tell me 
what had happened. 

He had followed their track for some way. It was plain enough at lirst on 
account of the crushed and broken bushes, while rags torn Irom the puma s 
bandages, and occasional smears of blood on the leaves ol the shrubs and 
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undergrowth. He lost the track, however, on the stony ground beyond the 
stream where I had seen the Beast Man drinking, and went wandering 
aimlessly westward shouting Moreau’s name. I'hen M’ling had come to 
him carrying a light hatchet. M’ling had seen nothing of the puma affair, 
had been felling wood and heard him calling. They went on shouting 
together. Two Beast Men came crouching and peering at them through the 
undergrowth, with gestures and a furtive carriage that alarmed Mont¬ 
gomery by their strangeness. He hailed them, and they lied guiltily. He 
stopped shouting after that, and after wandering some time further in an 
undecided way, determined to visits the huts. 

He found the ravine deserted. 

Growing more alarmed every minute, he began to retrace his steps, 'rhen 
it was he encountered the two Swine Men I had seen dancing on the night of 
my arrival; blood-stained they were about the mouth, and intensely excited, 
'fhey came crashing through the ferns, and sti^^ped with fierce faces when 
they saw him. He cracked his whip in some trepidation, and forthwith they 
rushed at him. Never before had a Beast Man dared to do that. One he shot 
through the head, M’ling Hung himself upon the other, and the twi> rolled 
grappling. M’ling got his brute under and with his teeth in its throat, and 
Montgi^mery shot that too as it struggled in M'ling’s grip. He had some 
difficulty in inducing M’ling to come on with him. 

Thence they had hurried back to me. On the way M’ling had suddenly 
rushed into a thicket and driven out an undersized Ocelot Man, also blood¬ 
stained, and lame through a wound in the foot. 'I'his brute had run a little 
way and then turned savagely at bay, and Montgomery—with certain 
wantonness, I thought—had shot him. 

‘What does it all mean?’ said I. 

He shook his head and turned once more to the brandy. 


VUli BINDING OV MOKf:AD 

When I saw Montgomery swallow a third dose of brandy I took it upon 
myself to interfere. He was already more than half fuddled. I told him that 
some serious thing must have happened to Moreau by this time, or he would 
have returned, and that it behoved us to ascertain what that catastrophe 
was. Montgomery raised some feeble objections, and at last agreed. We had 
some food, and then all three of us started. 

It is possibly due to the tension of my mind at the time, but even now that 
start into the hot stillness of the hot tropical afternoon is a singularly vivid 
impression. M’ling went first, his shoulders hunched, his strange black 
head moving with quick starts as he peered first on this side of the way and 
then on that. He was unarmed. His axe he had dropped when he 
encountered the Swine Men. Teeth were his weapons when it came to 
lighting. Montgomery followed with stumbling footsteps, his hands in his 
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pockets, his face downcast^ he W’us in a state ot muddled sullcnness with me 
on account of the brandy. My left arm was in a sling—it was lucky it was my 
left—and I carried my revolver in my right. 

We took a narrow path through the wild luxuriance of the island, going 
northwestward. And presently M’ling stopped and became rigid with 
watchfulness. Montgomery almost staggered into him, and then slopped 
too. Then, listening intently, we heard, coming through the trees, the sound 
of voices and footsteps approaching us. 

‘He is dead,' said a deep vibrating voice. 

‘He is not dead, he is not dead,' jabbered another. 

‘We saw, we saw',' said several voices. 

‘/////-lo!’ suddenly shouted Montgomery. ‘Hullo there!' 

‘Confound you!' said I, and gripped my pistol. 

'riiere was a silence, then a crashing among the interlacing vegetation, 
first here, then there, and then half a dozen faces appeared, strange faces, lit 
by a strange light. M'ling made a growling noise in his throat. 1 recognised 
the Ape Man—I had, indeed, already identified his voice—and iw'o ol the 
white-swathed brown-featured creatures I had seen in Montgomery's boat. 
With them w'ere the iwo dappled brutes, and that grey, horrible, crooked 
creature w’ho said the Law, with grey hair streaming down its cheeks, heavy 
grey eyebrows, and grey locks pouring olf from a central parting upon its 
sloping forehead, a heavy faceless thing, with strange red eyes, looking at us 
curiously from amidst the green. 

h'or a space no one spoke. 'Then Montgomery hicciuighed, ‘Who .. . said 
he was dead?’ 

'I'he Monkey Man looked guiltily at the Hairy Grey I'hing. ‘He is dead,’ 
said this monster. ‘They saw.' 

'There was nothing threatening about this detachment at any rate. 'They 
seemed awe-stricken and puzzled. ‘Where is he?' said Montgomery. 

‘Heyond,' and the grey creature pointed. 

‘Is there a I .aw* now?’ asked the Ape Man. ‘Is it still lo be this and that? Is 
he dead indeed?' ‘Is there a I.aw?' repeated the man in while. ‘Is there a 
Law', thou Other with the whip? He is dead,’ said the Hairy (irey 'Thing. 
And they all stood watching us. 

‘Prendick,’ said Montgomery, turning his dull eyes to me. ‘He's dead— 
evidently." 

1 had been standing behind him during this colloquy. 1 began to see how 
things lay with them. I suddenly stepped in front of him and lilted up my 
voice: ‘Children of the Law ,' 1 said, ‘he is not dead.' 

M’ling turned his sharp eyes on me. ‘He has changed his shape—he has 
changed his body,’ I went on. ‘T'or a time you will not sec him. He is . . . 
there’—I pointed upw'ard—‘where he can watch you. ^'ou cannot see him. 
Hut he can see you. T'ear the Law.’ 

1 looked at them squarely. 'They flinched. ‘He is great, he is good, said 
the Ape Man, peering fearfully upward amt)ng the dense trees. 

‘And the other 'Thing?' I demanded. 

‘'The 'Thing that bled and ran screaming and sobbing—that is dead loo, 
said the Cirey 'Thing, still regarding me. 
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‘That’s well,’ grunted Montgomery. 

‘'fhe Other with the whip,’ began the Grey 'Thing. 

‘Well?’ said I. 

‘Said he was dead.’ 

But Montgomery was still sober enough to understand my motive in 
denying Moreau’s death. ‘He is not dead,’ he said slowly. ‘Not dead at all. 
No more dead than me.’ 

‘Some,’ said I, ‘have broken the Law. 'They will die. Some have died. 
Show us now where his old body lies. The body he cast away because he had 
no more need of it.’ 

‘It is this way, Man w'ho walked in the Sea,’ said the Grey Thing. 

And with these six creatures guiding us, we went through the tumult of 
ferns and creepers and tree-stems towards the north-west. 'Then came a 
yelling, a crashing among the branches, and a little pink homunculus rushed 
by us shrieking. Immediately after appeared a feral monster in headlong 
pursuit, blood-bedabbled, who was amongst us almost before he could stop 
his career. 'The Grey 'Thing leapt aside; M'ling with a snarl Hew at it, and 
was struck aside; Montgomery tired and missed, bowed his head, threw up 
his arm, and turned to run. I fired, and the thing still came on; fired again 
point-blank into its ugly face. I saw its features vanish in a Hash. Its face was 
driven in. Yet it passed me, gripped Montgomery, and holding him, fell 
headlong beside him, and pulled him sprawling upon itself—in its death- 
agony. 

I found myself alone with M’ling, the dead brute, and the prostrate man. 
Montgomery raised himself slowly and stared in a muddled way at the 
shattered Beast Man beside him. It more than half sobered him. lie 
scrambled to his feet. Then I saw the Grey 'Thing returning cautiously 
through the trees. 

‘See,’ said I, pointing to the dead brute. ‘Is the Law not alive? 'This came 
of breaking the Law.’ 

He peered at the body. ‘He sends the Fire that kills,’ said he in his deep 
voice, repeating part of the ritual. 

'The others gathered round and stared for a space. 

At last we drew near the westward extremity of the island. We came upon 
the gnawed and mutilated body of the puma, its shoulder-bone smashed by 
a bullet, and perhaps twenty yards further found at last what we sought. He 
lay face downwards in a trampled space in a cane brake. One hand was 
almost severed at the wrist, and his silvery hair was dabbled in blood. His 
head had been battered in by the fetters of the puma. The broken canes 
beneath him were smeared with blood. His revolver we could not find, 
Montgomery turned him over. 

Resting at intervals, and with the help of the seven Beast People—^for he was 
a heavy man—we carried him back to the enclosure. 'The night was 
darkling. 'Twice we heard unseen creatures howling and shrieking past our 
little band, and once the little pink sloth creature appeared and stared at us, 
and vanished again. But we were not attacked again. At the gates of the 
enclosure our company of Beast People left us—M’ling going with the rest. 
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Wc locked ourselves in, and then took Moreau’s mangled body into the 
yard, and laid it upon a pile of brushwood. 

'Fhen we went into the laboratory and put an end to all we found living 
there. 


19 

MONTCIOMHRY’S ‘BANK HOLIDAY’ 

When this was accomplished, and we had washed and eaten, Montgomery 
and I went into my little room and seriously discussed our position for the 
first time. It was then near midnight. He was almost sober, but greatly 
disturbed in his mind. He had been strangely under the influence of 
Moreau’s personality. I do not think it had ever occurred to him that 
Moreau could die. This disaster was the sudden collapse of the habits that 
had become part of his nature in the ten or more monotonous years he had 
spent on the island. He talked vaguely, answered my questions crookedly, 
wandered into general questions. 

‘'fhis silly ass of a world,’ he said. ‘What a muddle it all is! I haven’t had 
any life. 1 wonder when it’s going to begin. Sixteen years being bullied by 
nurses and schoolmasters at their own swxet will, five in London grinding 
hard at medicine—bad food, shabby lodgings, shabby clothes, shabby 
vice—^a blunder —I didn’t know any better—and hustled off to this beastly 
island, 'fen years here! What’s it all for, Prendick? Arc we bubbles blown by 
a baby?' 

It was hard to deal with such ravings, ‘'fhe thing we have to think of 
now,’ said I, ‘is how to get away from this island.’ 

‘What’s the good of getting away? I’m an outcast. Where am / to join on? 
It’s all very well for Prendick. Poor old Moreau! Wc can’t leave him 
here to have his bones picked. As it is ... And besides, what will become of 
the decent part of the Beast Polk?’ 

‘Well,’ said I. ‘That will do to-morrow. I’ve been thinking we might 
make the brushwood into a pyre and burn his body—and those other things 
. . . 'fhen what will happen with the Beast P'olk?’ 

‘/ don’t know. I suppose those that were made of beasts of prey will make 
silly asses of themselves sooner or later. We can’t massacre the lot,—can we? 
I suppose that’s what vtwr humanity would suggest? ... But they’ll change, 
'fhey are sure to change.’ 

He talked thus inconclusively until at last I felt my temper going. 
‘Damnation!’ he exclaimed, at some petulance of mine. ‘Can’t you sec I’m 
in a worse hole than you arc?’ And he got up and went for the brandy. 
‘Drink,’ he said, returning. ‘You logic-chopping, chalky-faced saint of an 
atheist, drink.’ 

‘Not I,’ said I, and sat grimly watching his face under the yellow paraffin 
flare as he drank himself into a garrulous misery. I have a memory of infinite 
tedium. He wandered into a maudlin defence of the Beast People and of 
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M’ling. M’ling, he said, was the only thing that had every really cared for 
him. And suddenly an idea came to him. 

‘I’m damned!’ said he, staggering to his feet, and clutching the brandy- 
bottle. By some flash of intuition I knew what it was he intended. ‘You don’t 
give drink to that beast!’ I said, rising and facing him. 

‘Beast!’ said he. ‘You’re the beast. He takes his liquor like a Christian. 
Come out of the way, Prendick.’ 

‘b'or God's sake,’ said 1. 

‘GV/ ... out of the way,’ he roared, and suddenly w^hipped out his 
revolver. 

‘Very w^ell,' said I, and stood aside, half-minded to fall upon him as he put 
his hand upon the latch, but deterred by the thought of my useless arm. 
‘You’ve made a beast of yourself. To the beasts you may go.’ 

He flung the doorw^ay open and stood, half facing me, between the yellow 
lamp-light and the pallid glare of the moon; his eye-sockets were blotches of 
black under his stubbly eyebrow’s. ‘You’re a solemn pig, Prendick, a silly 
ass! You’re always fearing and fancying. We’re on the edge of things. I’m 
bound to cut my throat to-morrow. I’m going to have a damned good bank 
holiday to-night.’ 

He turned and went out into the moonlight. ‘M’ling,’ he cried; ‘M’ling, 
old friend!’ 

Three dim creatures in the silvery light came along the edge of the w'an 
beach, one a white-wrapped creature, the other two blotches of blackness 
following it. They halted, staring. 'I’hen I saw M’ling’s hunched shoulders 
as he came round the corner of the house. 

‘Drink,’ cried Montgomery; ‘drink, ye brutes! Drink, and be men. 
Dammy, I’m the cleverest. Moreau forgot this. 'This is the last touch. 
Drink, I tell you.’ And waving the bottle in his hand, he started off at a kind 
of quick trot to the westward, M’ling ranging himself between him and the 
three dim creatures who followed. 

I went to the doorway. 'Fhey were already indistinct in the mist of the 
moonlight before Montgomery halted. I saw him administer a dose of the 
raw brandy to M’ling, and saw the five figures melt into one vague patch. 
‘Sing,’ I heard Montgomery shout; ‘sing all together, “Confound old 
Prendick.” .. . 'fhat’s right. Now, again: “Confound old Prendick.” ’ 

'I'hc black group broke up into five separate figures and w’ound slowly 
away from me along the band of shining beach. Kach went howling at his 
own sweet will, yelping insult at me, or giving whatever other vent this new 
inspiration of brandy demanded. 

Presently 1 heard Montgomery’s remote voice shouting, ‘Right turn!’ and 
they passed with their shouts and howls into the blackness of the landward 
trees. Slowly, very slowly, they receded into silence. 

'Phe peaceful splendour of the night healed again. The moon was now 
past the meridian and travelling down the vent. It was at its full, and very 
bright, riding through the empty blue sky. The shadow of the wall lay, a 
yard wide and of inky blackness, at my feel. The eastward sea was a 
featureless grey, dark and mysterious, and between the sea and the shadow 
the grey sands (of volcanic glass and crystals), flashed and shone like a beach 
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of diamonds. Behind me the paraffin lamp flared hot and ruddy. 

'rhen I shut the door, locked it, and went into the enclosure where 
Moreau lay beside his latest victims—the staghounds and the llama, and 
some other wretched brutes—his massive face, calm even after his terrible 
death, and with the hard eyes open, staring at the dead white moon above. I 
sat down upon the edge of the sink, and, with my eyes upon that ghastly pile 
of silvery light and ominous shadows, began to turn over plans in my mind. 

In the morning I wtiuld gather some provisions in the dinghy, and after 
setting fire to the pyre before me, push out into the desolation of the high sea 
once more. I felt that for Montgomery there was no help; that he was in 
truth half akin to these Beast b'olk, unfitted for human kindred. T do not 
know how long I sat there scheming. It must have been an hour or so. 'I’hen 
my planning was interrupted by the return of Montgomery to my 
neighbourhood. I heard a yelling from many throats, a tumult of exultant 
cries, passing down low'ards the beach, whooping and howling and excited 
shrieks, that seemed to come to a stop near the water’s edge, 'fhe riot rose 
and fell; I heard heavy blows and the splintering smash of wood, but it did 
not trouble me then. A discordant chanting began. 

My thoughts went back to my means of escape. 1 got up, brought the 
lamp, and went into a shed to look at some kegs I had seen there. Then I 
became interested in the contents of some biscuit tins, and opened one. I 
saw something out of the tail of my eye, a red flicker, and turned sharply. 

Behind me lay the yard, vividly black and white in the moonlight, and the 
pile of wood and faggots on which Moreau and his mutilated victims lay, 
one on another. 'They seemed to be gripping one another in one last 
revengeful grapple. His wounds gaped black as night, and the blood that 
had dripped lay in black patches upon the sand. Then I saw, without 
understanding, the cause of the phantom, a ruddy glow that came and 
danced and went upon the wall opposite. I misinterpreted this, fancied it 
was a reflection of my flickering lamp, and turned again to the stores in the 
shed. I went on rummaging among them as well as a one-armed man could, 
finding this convenient thing and that, and putting them aside for to¬ 
morrow’s launch. My movements were slow, and the time passed quickly. 
Presently the daylight crept upon me. 

The chanting died down, gave place to a clamour, then began again, and 
suddenly broke into a tumult. I heard cries of ‘More, more!’ a sound like 
quarrelling, and a sudden wild shriek. I’he quality of the sounds changed so 
greatly that it arrested my attention. I went out into the yard and listened. 
'Then, cutting like a knife across the confusion, came the crack of a revolver. 

I rushed at once through my room to the little doorway. As I did so I 
heard some of the packing-cases behind me go sliding down and smash 
together, with a clatter of glass on the floor of the shed. But I did not heed 
these. I flung the door open and looked out. 

Up the beach by the boathouse a bonfire was burning, raining up 
sparks into the indistinctness of the dawm. Around this struggled a mass 
of black figures. I heard Montgomery call my name. I began to run at once 
towards this fire, revolver in hand. 1 saw the pink tongue of Montgomery’s 
pistol lick out once, close to the ground. He was down. I shouted with all 
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my strength and fired into the air. 

I heard someone cry ‘'fhe Master!’ The knotted black struggle broke into 
scattering units, the lire leapt and sank down, 'fhe crowd of Beast People 
fled in sudden panic before me up the beach. In my excitement I tired at 
their retreating backs as they disappeared among the bushes, 'fhen I turned 
to the black heaps upon the ground. 

Montgomery lay on his back with the hairy grey Beast Man sprawling 
across his body. The brute was dead, but still gripping Montgomery's 
throat with its curving claws. Near by lay M'ling on his face, and quite still, 
his neck bitten open, and the upper part of the smashed brandy-bottle in his 
hand, 'fwo other figures lay near the lire, the one motionless, the other 
groaning fitfully, every now and then raising its head slowly, then dropping 
it again. 

I caught hold of the (irey Man and pulled him oil'Montgomery's body; 
his claws drew down the torn coat reluctantly as I dragged him away. 

Montgomery was dark in the face and scarcely breathing. I splashed sea¬ 
water on his face, and pillowed his head on my rollcd-up coat. M'ling was 
dead, 'fhe wounded creature by the fire—it was a Wolf Brute with a bearded 
grey face—lay, I found, with the fore part of its body upon the still glowing 
timber. The wretched thing was injured so dreadfully that in mercy I blew 
its brains out at once. The other brute was one of the Bull Men swathed in 
white. He, too, was dead. 

'fhe rest of the Beast Pet)ple had vanished from the beach. 1 went lo 
Montgomery again and knelt beside him, cursing my ignorance ol 
medicine. 

'I'he fire beside me had sunk down, and only charred beams of timber 
glowing at the central ends, and mixed with a grey ash of brushwoixi, 
remained. I wondered casually where Montgomery had got his wood. I'hen 
I saw' that the dawn was upon us. 'I'he sky had grown brighter, the setting 
moon was growing pale and opaque in the luminous blue of the day. 'The 
sky to the eastward was rimmed with red. 

Then I heard a thud and a hissing behind me, and, looking round, sprang 
to my feet with a cry of horror. Against the warm dawn great tumultuous 
masses of black smoke were boiling up out of the enclosure, and through 
their stormy darkness shot flickering threads of blood-red flame. Then the 
thatched n)of caught. I saw the curving charge of the flames across the 
sloping straw. A spurt of fire jetted from the window of my room. 

I knew at once what had happened. I remembered the crash 1 had heard. 
When 1 had rushed out to Montgomery’s assistance I had overturned the 
lamp. 

'I'he hopelessness of saving any of the contents of the enclosure stared me 
in the face. My mind came back to my plan of flight, and turning swiftly I 
looked to see where the two boats lay upon the beach. They w'ere gone! Two 
axes lay upon the sands beside me, chips and splinters were scattered 
broadcast, and the ashes of the bonfire were blackening and smoking under 
the dawn. He had burnt the boats to revenge himself upon me and prevent 
our return to mankind. 

A sudden convulsion of rage shook me. I was almost moved to batter his 
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foolish head in as he lay there helpless at my feet. 'I’hen suddenly his hand 
moved, so feebly, so pitifully, that my wrath vanished. He groaned and 
opened his eyes for a minute. 

I knelt down beside him and raised his head. He opened his eyes again, 
staring silently at the dawn, and then they met mine. The lids fell. ‘Sorry,' 
he said presently, W'ith an effort. He seemed trying to think. ‘'The last,' he 
murmured, ‘the last of this silly universe. What a mess-' 

1 listened. His head tell helplessly to one side. I thought some drink might 
revive him, but there was neither drink nor vessel in which to bring drink at 
hand. He seemed suddenly heavier. My heart went cold. 

I bent down to his face, pul my hand through the rent in his blouse. He 
was dead; and even as he died a line of white heat, the limb of the sun, rose 
eastward beyond the projection of the bay, splashing its radiance across the 
sky and turning the dark sea inu> a weltering tumult of dazzling light. It fell 
like a glory upon his death-shrunken face. 

1 let his head fall gently upon the rough pillow* I had made for him, and 
stood up. Hefore me was the glittering desolation of the sea, the awiul 
solitude upon which I had already suffered so much; behind me the island, 
hushed under the dawn, its Hcast People silent and unseen. 'I'hc enclosure 
with all its provisions and ammunition burnt noisily with sudden gusts of 
flame, a fitful crackling, and now and then a crash, i'he heavy smoke drove 
up the beach away from me, rolling low* over the distant tree-tops towards 
the huts in the ravine. Beside me w ere the charred vestiges of the boats and 
these five dead bodies. 

i'hen out of the bushes came three Beast People, with hunched 
slmulders, protruding heads, misshapen hands awkwardly held, and 
inquisitive unfriendly eyes, and advanced towards me with hesitating 
gestures. 
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1 faced these people, facing my fate in them single-handed—now* literally 
single-handed, for 1 had a broken arm. In my pocket was a revolver with 
two empty chambers. Among the chips scattered about the beach lay the 
two axes that had been used to chop up the boats. The tide was creeping in 
behind me. 

There was nothing for it but courage. I looked squarely into the faces of 
the advancing monsters. 'I'hey avoided my eyes, and their quivering nostrils 
investigated the bodies that lay beyond me on the beach. I took half a dozen 
steps, picked up the bloodstained whip that lay beneath the body of the 
Wolf Man, and cracked it. 

They stopped and stared at me. ‘Salute,’ said I. ‘Bow* down!’ 

'I'hey hesitated. One bent his knees. I repeated my command, w'ith my 
heart in my mouth, and advanced upon them. One knelt, then the other two. 
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I turned and walked towards the dead bodies, keeping my lace towards 
the three kneeling Beast Men, very much as an actor passing up the stage 
faces his audience. 

‘They broke the Law,’ said I, putting my feet on the Sayer of the Law\ 
‘'I'hey have been slain. Hven the Sayer of the Law. liven the Other with the 
whip. Cireat is the Law! Come and see.’ 

‘None escape,’ said one of them, advancing and peering. 

‘None escape,’ said I. ‘'Fherefore hear and do as I command.’ 'I’hcy stood 
up, looking questioningly at one another. 

‘Stand there,’ said 1 . 

I picked up the hatchets and swung them by their heads from the sling of 
my arm, turned Montgomery over, picked up his revolver, still loaded in 
two chambers, and bending down to rummage, found half a dozen 
cartridges in his pocket. 

‘Take him,’ said I, standing up again and pointing with the whip; ‘take 
him and carry him out, and cast him into the sea.’ 

'I'hey came forward, evidently still afraid of Montgomery, but still more 
afraid of my cracking red whip-lash, and, after some fumbling and 
hesitation, some whip-cracking and shouting, lifted him gingerly, carried 
him dow'n to the beach, and went splashing into the dazzling w’ellcr of the 
sea. ‘On,’ said I, ‘on!—carry him far.’ 

'They went in up to their armpits and stood regarding me. ‘Let go,’ said I, 
and the body of Montgomery vanished with a splash. Something seemed to 
tighten across my chest. ‘Good!’ said I, with a break in my voice, and they 
came back, hurrying and fearful, to the margin of the water, leaving long 
wakes of black in the silver. At the w'ater’s edge they slopped, turning and 
glaring into the sea as though they presently expected Montgomery to arise 
thencefrom and exact vengeance. 

‘Now these,’ said I, pointing to the other bodies. 

They took care not to approach the place where they had thrown 
Montgomery into the water, but, instead, carried the four dead Beast 
People slantingly along the beach for perhaps a hundred yards before they 
waded out and cast them away. 

As I watched them disposing of the mangled remains of M’ling I heard a 
light footfall behind me, and turning quickly saw the big Hyaena-Swine 
perhaps a dozen yards away. His head was bent down, his bright eyes were 
fixed upon me, his stumpy hands clenched and held close by his side. He 
stopped in this crouching attitude when I turned, his eyes a little averted. 

For a moment w^e stood eye to eye. I dropped the whip and snatched at 
the pistol in my pocket. For I meant to kill this brute—the most formidable 
of any left now upon the island—at the first excuse. It may seen treacherous, 
but so I was resolved. I was far more afraid of him than any other two of the 
Beast Folk. His continued life was, I knew, a threat against mine. 

I was perhaps a dozen seconds collecting myself. 'Phen I cried, ‘Salute! 
Bow down!’ 

His teeth flashed me a snarl. ‘Who are3»r)M, that I should... .’ 

Perhaps a little too spasmodically, I drew my revolver, aimed, and 
quickly fired. I heard him yelp, saw him run sideways and turn, knew I had 
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missed, and clicked back the cock with my thumb for the next shot. Hut he 
was already running headlong, jumping from side to side, and I dared not 
risk another miss. Hvery now and then he looked back at me over his 
shoulder. He went slanting along the beach, and vanished beneath the 
driving masses of dense smoke that were still pouring out from the burning 
enclosure, hor some lime I stood staring after him. I turned to my three 
obedient Heast h'olk again, and signalled them to drop the body they still 
carried. 'Vhen I went back lo the place by the lire where the bodies had 
fallen, and kicked the sand until all the brown bloodstains were absorbed 
and hidden. 

1 dismissed my three serfs with a wave of the hand, and went up the beach 
into the thickets. I carried my pistol in my hand, my whip thrust, with the 
hatchets, in the sling of my arm. I was anxious to be alone, to think out the 
position in which I was now placed. 

A dreadful thing, that I was only beginning to realise, was that over all 
this island there was safe place where I could be alone, and secure to rest 
or sleep. I had recovered strength amazingly since my landing, but I was 
still inclined to be nervous and to break down under any great stress. I felt 1 
ought to cross the island and establish myself with the Heast People, making 
myself secure in their confidence. And my heart failed me. 1 went back to 
the beach and, turning eastward past the burning enclosure, made for a 
pi'iint where a shalknv spit of coral sand ran out towards the reef. Here I 
could sit down and think, my back on the sea and my face against any 
surprise. And there I sat, chin on knees, the sun beating down upon my 
head and a grt)wing dread in my mind, plotting how I could live on against 
the hour of my rescue (if ever rescue came>. I tried to review the whole 
situation as calmly as I could, but it was impossible to clear the thing of 
emotion. 

I began turning over in my mind the reason of Montgomery’s despair. 
‘'I’hey will change,' he said. ‘'Fhey arc sure to change.' And Moreau—what 
was it that Moreau had said? "'Vhc stubborn beast Hesh grinvs day by day 
back again.. . .' 'I'hen I came round to the I lyaena-Swine. I felt assured that 
if I did not kill that brute he would kill me. . . . The Saycr of the Law was 
dead—worse luck!. . . 'They knew now that we of the Whips could be killed, 
even as they themselves were killed. .. . 

Were they peering at me already out of the green masses of ferns and 
palms iwer yonder—watching until I came within their spring? Were they 
plotting against me? What was the Hyaena-Swine telling them? My 
imagination was running away with me into a morass of unsubstantial fears. 

My thoughts were disturbed by a crying of sea-birds, hurrying towards 
some black object that had been stranded by the waves on the beach near the 
enclosure. I knew what that object was, but I had noi the heart to go back 
and drive them off. I began walking along the beach in an opposite 
direction, designing to come round the eastward corner of the island, and so 
approach the ravine of the hut, without traversing the possible ambuscades 
of the thickets. 

Perhaps half a mile along the beach I became aware of one of my three 
licasi h'olk advancing out of the landward bushes towards me. I was now so 
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nervous with my own imaginings that I immediately drew my revolver. 
Hven the propitiatory gestures of the creature failed to disarm me. 

He hesitated as he approached. ‘Go away,’ cried I. 'Fhere was something 
very suggestive of a dog in the cringing attitude of the creature. It retreated 
a little way, very like a dog being sent home, and stopped, looking at me 
imploringly with canine brown eyes, ‘(jo away,’ said I. ‘Do not come near 
me.' 

‘May I not come near you?’ it said. 

‘No. Go away,’ I insisted, and snapped my whip. 'I’hen, putting my whip 
in my teeth, I stooped for a stone, and with that threat drove the creature 
away. 

So, in solitude, I came round by the ravine of the Heast People, and, 
hiding among the weeds and reeds that separated this crevice from the sea, I 
watched such of them as appeared, trying to judge from their gestures and 
appearance how the death of Moreau and Montgomery and the destruction 
of the House of Pain had affected them. I know now the folly of my 
cowardice. Had I kept my courage up to the level of the dawn, had 1 not 
allowed it to ebb away in solitary thought, 1 might have grasped the vacant 
sceptre of Moreau, and ruled over the Heast People. As it was, I lost the 
opportunity, and sank to the position of a mere leader among my fellows. 

Towards noon certain of them came and squatted basking in the hot sand. 
"I'he imperious voices of hunger and thirst prevailed over my dread. I came 
out of the bushes, and, revolver in hand, walked down towards these seated 
figures. One, a Wolf Woman, turned her head and stared at me, and then the 
others. None attempted to rise or salute me. I felt loo faint and weary to 
insist against so many, and I let the moment pass. 

‘I want food,’ said I, almost apologetically, and drawing near. 

‘'Phere is food in the huts,’ said an Ox-Hoar i\lan drowsily, and looking 
av/ay from me. 

I passed them, and went down into the shallow and odours of the almost 
deserted ravine. In an empty hut I feasted on some fruit, and then, after 1 
had propped some specked and half-decayed branches and slicks about the 
opening, and placed myself with my face towards it, and my hand upon my 
revolver, the exhaustion of the last thirty hours claimed its own, and 1 let 
myself fall into a light slumber, trusting that the flimsy barricade 1 had 
erected wx^uld cause suflicient noise in its removal to save me from surprise. 
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In this way I became one among the Heast People in the Island of Doctor 
Moreau. When I awoke it was dark about me. My arm ached in its 
bandages. I sat up, wondering at first where I might be. I heard coarse 
voices talking outside. 'Phen I saw that my barricade had gone, and that the 
opening of the hut stood clear. My revolver was still in my hand. 
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I heard something breathing, saw something crouched together close 
beside me. I held my breath, trying to see what it was. It began to move 
slowly, interminably. 'I’hen something soft and warm and moist passed 
across my hand. 

All my muscles contracted. I snatched my hand away. A cry of alarm 
began, and was stifled in my throat. 'Fhen I just realised what had happened 
sufticiently to stay my fingers on the revolver. 

'Who is that?’ 1 said in a hoarse whisper, the revolver still pointed. 

'/, Master.’ 

‘Who are you?’ 

‘'They say there is no Master now. Rut 1 know, I know. I carried the 
bodies into the sea, O Walker in the Sea, the bodies of those you slew. I am 
your slave. Master.’ 

‘Are you the one I met on the beach?' I asked. 

‘'The same. Master.’ 

'The thing was evidently faithful enough, for it might have fallen upon me 
as I slept. ‘It is well,’ I said, extending my hand for another licking kiss. I 
began to realise what its presence meant, and the tide of my courage flowed. 
‘Where are the others?' I asked. 

‘'They are mad. 'They are fools,’ said the Dog Man. ‘liven now they talk 
u^gether beyond there. 'They say, “'I’he Master is dead; the Other with the 
Whip is dead. 'I’hat Other who walked in the Sea is—as we are. We have no 
Master, no Whips, no House of Pain any more. There is an end. We love the 
Law, and will keep it; but there is no pain, nc^ Master, no Whips for ever 
again.” So they say. Hut 1 know. Master, I know.' 

I felt in the darkness and patted the Dog Man’s head. ‘It is well,' 1 said 
again. 

‘Presently you will slay them all,’ said the Dog Man. 

‘Presently,’ I answered, ‘I will slay them all—after certain days and 
certain things have cimie to pass, livery ime of them save those you spare, 
every ime of them shall be slain.’ 

‘What the Master wishes to kill the Master kills,’ said the Dog Man with a 
certain satisfaction in his voice. 

‘And that their sins may grow,’ 1 said; ‘let them live in their folly until 
their time is ripe. Let them not know that I am the Master.’ 

‘The Master’s will is sweet,’ said the Dog Man, with the ready tact of his 
canine blood. 

‘Hut one has sinned,’ said I. ‘Him I will kill, whenever I may meet him. 
When I say to you, ""Thai is //e,” see that you fall upon him.—And now I 
will go to the men and women who arc assembled together.’ 

h'or a moment the opening of the hut was blackened by the exit of the Dog 
Man. Then I followed and stood up, almost in the exact spot where I had 
been when I had heard Moreau and his staghound pursuing me. Hut now it 
was night, and all the miasmatic ravine about me was black, and beyond, 
instead of a green sunlit slope, I saw^ a red fire before which hunched 
grotesque figures moved to and fro. P’urther were the thick trees, a bank of 
black fringed above with the black lace of the upper branches. 'I'he moon 
was just riding up on the edge of the ravine, and like a bar across its face 
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drove the spire of vapour that was for ever streaming from the fumaroles of 
the island. 

‘Walk by me,’ said I, nerving myself, and side by side we walked down 
the narrow way, taking little heed of the dim things that peered at us out of 
the huts. 

None about the lire attempted to salute me. Most of them disregarded 
me—ostentatiously. I looked round for the Hyaena-Swine, but he was not 
there. Altogether, perhaps, twenty of the Beast b’olk squatted, staring into 
the lire or talking to one another. 

‘I le is dead, he is dead, the Master is dead,’ said the voice of the Ape Man 
to the right of me. ‘'I’he House of Pain—there is no House of Pain.’ 

‘He is not dead,’ said I, in a loud voice, ‘liven now he watches us.’ 

'I'his startled them. 'Twenty pairs of eyes regarded me. 

‘"The House of Pain is gone,’ said 1. ‘It will come again. 'The Master you 
cannot see. Yet even now he listens above you.’ 

‘'True, true!’ said the Dog Man. 

They were staggered at my assurance. An animal may be ferocious and 
cunning enough, but it takes a real man to tell a lie. ‘'The Man with the 
Bandaged Arm speaks a strange thing,’ said one of the Beast Polk. 

‘I tell you it is so,’ I said. ‘'The Master and the House of Pain will come 
again. Woe be to him who breaks the Law!’ 

"I'hey looked curiously at one another. With an affectation of indifference 
I began to chop idly at the ground in front of me with my hatchet. 'They 
looked, I noticed, at the deep cuts I made in the turf. 

Then the Satyr raised a doubt; I answered him, and then one of the 
dappled things objected, and an animated discussion sprang up round the 
lire, livery moment I began to feel more convinced of my present security. 1 
talked now without the catching in my breath, due to the intensity of my 
excitement, that had troubled me at first. In the course of about an hour I 
had really convinced several of the Beast hoik of the truth of my assertions, 
and talked most of the others into a dubious state. I kept a sharp eye for my 
enemy the Hyaena-Swine, but he never appeared, livery now and then a 
suspicious movement would startle me, but my confidence grew rapidly. 
'Then as the moon crept down from the zenith, one by one the listeners 
began to yawn (showing the oddest teeth in the light of the sinking fire), and 
first one, and then another, retired towards the dens in the ravine. And I, 
dreading the silence and darkness, went with them, knowing I was safer 
with several of them than with one alone. 

In this manner began the longer part of my sojourn upon this Island of 
Doctor Moreau. But from that night until the end came there was but one 
thing happened to tell, save a series of innumerable small unpleasant details, 
and the fretting of an incessant uneasiness. So that I prefer to make no 
chronicle for that gap of time, to tell only one cardinal incident of the ten 
months I spent as an intimate of these half-humanised brutes. 'There is 
much that sticks in my memory that I could write, things that I would 
cheerfully give my right hand to forget. But they do not help the telling of 
the story. In the retrospect it is strange to remember how soon I fell in with 
these monsters’ ways and gained my confidence again. I had my quarrels, of 
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course, and could show some teelhmarks still, but they soon gained a 
wholesome respect for my trick of throwing stones and the bite of my 
hatchet. And my St Hernard Dog Man’s loyally was of infinite service to 
me. I found their simple scale of honour was based mainly on the capacity 
for indicting trenchant wounds. Indeed I may say—without vanity, I 
hope—that I held something like a pre-eminence among them. One or two 
whom in various disputes I had scarred rather badly, bore me a grudge, but 
it vented itself, chiefly behind my back, and at a safe distance from my 
missiles, in grimaces. 

'The Hyaena-Swine avoided me, and I was always on the alert for him. 
My inseparable Dog Man hated and dreaded him intensely. I really believe 
that was at the root of the brute’s attachment to me. It was soon evident to 
me that the former monster had tasted blood and gone the way of the 
Leopard Man. He formed a lair somewhere in the forest, and became 
solitary. Once I tried to induce the Beast b'olk to hunt him, but I lacked the 
authority to make them co-operate for one end. Again and again 1 tried to 
approach his den and come upon him unawares, but always he was too acute 
for me, and saw i)r winded me and got away. He too made every forest 
pathway dangerous to me and my allies with his lurking ambuscades. 'Fhe 
Dog Man scarcely dared to leave my side. 

In the first month or so the Beast Folk, compared with their latter 
condition, were human enough, and for one or two besides my canine friend 
I even conceived a friendly tolerance. 'Fhe little pink sloth creature 
displayed an odd affection for me, and look to following me about, 'fhe 
Monkey Man bored me however. He assumed, on the strength of his five 
digits, that he was my equal, and was for ever jabbering at me, jabbering the 
most arrant nonsense. One thing about him entertained me a little: he had a 
fantastic trick oi' coining new’ words. He had an idea, I believe, that to 
gabble about names that meant nothing was the proper use of speech. He 
called it ‘big thinks,’ to distinguish it from ‘little thinks’—^the sane everyday 
interests of life. If ever I made a remark he did not understand, he would 
praise it very much, ask me to say it again, learn it by heart, and go off 
repeating it, with a word wrong here or there, to all the milder of the Beast 
People. He thought nothing of what was plain and comprehensible. I 
invented some very curious ‘big thinks’ for his especial use. I think now that 
he w'as the silliest creature 1 ever met; he had developed in the most 
wonderful w^ay the distinctive silliness of man w ithout losing one jot of the 
natural folly of a monkey. 

This, I say, was in the earlier weeks of my solitude among these brutes. 
During that time they respected the usage established by the L.aw', and 
behaved with general decorum. Once I found another rabbit torn to 
pieces—by the Ilyaena-Sw’ine, I am assured—but that was all. It was about 
May when I first distinctly perceived a growing difference in their speech 
and carriage, a growing coarseness of articulation, a grow’ing disinclination 
to talk. My Ape Man's jabber multiplied in volume, but grew^ less and less 
comprehensible, more and more simian. Some of the others seemed 
altogether slipping their hold upon speech, though they still understood 
what I said to them at that time. Can you imagine language, once clear-cut 
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and exact, softening and guttering, losing shape and import, becoming mere 
lumps of sound again? And they walked erect with an increasing difficulty, 
'rhough they evidently fell ashamed of themselves, every now and then I 
would come upon one or other running on toes and finger-tips, and quite 
unable to recover the vertical attitude. 'They held things more clumsily; 
drinking by suction, feeding by gnawing, grew commoner every day. I 
realised more keenly than ever wffial Moreau had told me about the 
‘stubborn beast flesh.' 'I'hey were reverting, and reverting very rapidly. 

Some of them—the pioneers, I noticed with some surprise, were all 
females—began to disregard the injunction of decency—deliberately for the 
most part. Others even attempted public outrages upon the institution of 
monogamy. 'I'he tradition of the Law was clearly losing its force. I cannot 
pursue this disagreeable 'Ubject. My Dog Man imperceptibly slipped back 
to the dog again; day by day he became dumb, quadrupedal, hairy. I 
scarcely noticed the transition from the companion my right hand to the 
lurching dog at my side. As the carelessness and disorganisation increased 
from day to day, the lane of dwelling-places, at no lime very sweet, became 
so loathsome that I left it, and going across the island made myself a hovel of 
boughs amid the black ruins of Moreau's enclosure. Some memory of pain, 
I found, still made that place the safest from the Heast Folk. 

It would be impossible to detail every step of the lapsing of these 
monsters; to tell how, day by day, the human semblance left them; how they 
gave up bandagings’ and wrappings, abandoned at last every stitch of 
clothing; how the hair began to spread over the exposed limbs; how their 
foreheads fell away and their faces projected; how the quasi-human 
intimacy I had permitted myself with some of them in the first month of my 
loneliness became a horror to recall. 

The change was slow and inevitable, b'or them and for me it came without 
any definite shock. 1 still went among them in safety, because no jolt in the 
downward glide had released the increasing charge of explosive animalism 
that ousted the human day by day. Hut I began to fear that soon now that 
shock must come. My St Bernard Brute followed me to the enclosure, and 
his vigilance enabled me to sleep at times in something like peace. 'I'he little 
pink sloth thing became shy and left me, to crawl back to its natural life once 
more among the tree-branches. We were in just the state of equilibrium that 
would remain in one of those ‘Happy b'amily' cages that animal-tamers 
exhibit, if the tamer were to leave it for ever. 

Of course these creatures did not decline into such beasts as the reader 
has seen in zoological gardens—into ordinary bears, wolves, tigers, oxen, 
swine, and apes. There was still something strange about each; in each 
Moreau had blended this animal with that; one perhaps was ursine chiefly, 
another feline chiefly, another bovine chiefly, but each was tainted with 
other creatures—^a kind of generalised animalism appeared through the 
specific dispositions. And the dwindling shreds of the humanity still 
startled me every now and then, a momentary recrudescence of speech 
perhaps, an unexpected dexterity of the forefeet, a pitiful attempt to walk 
erect. 

I, too, must have undergone strange changes. My clothes hung about me 
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as yellow rags, through whose rents glowed the tanned skin. My hair grew 
long, and became matted together. I am told that even now my eyes have a 
strange brightness, a swift alertness of movement. 

At first I spent the daylight hours on the southward beach watching for a 
ship, hoping and praying for a ship. I counted on the Ipecacuanha returning 
as the year wore on, but she never came. Five times I saw sails, and thrice 
smoke, but nothing ever touched the island. I always had a bonfire ready, 
but no dt)ubt the volcanic reputation of the island was taken to account for 
that. 

It was only about September or October that I began to think of making a 
raft. By that time my arm had healed, and both my hands were at my service 
again. At first I found my helplessness appalling. 1 had never done any 
carpentry or suchlike work in my life, and I spent day after day in 
experimental chopping and binding among the trees. I had no ropes, and 
could hit on nothing wherewith to make ropes; none of the abundant 
creepers seemed limber or strong enough, and with all my litter of scientific 
education I could not devise any way of making them so. 1 spent more than a 
fortnight grubbing among the black ruins of the enclosure and on the beach 
where the boats had been burnt, looking for nails and other stray pieces of 
metal that might prove of service. Now and then some Beast creature would 
watch me, and go leaping off when I called to it. 'Fhcre came a season of 
thunderstorms and heavy rain that greatly retarded my work, but at Ijast the 
raft was completed. I was delighted with it. But with a certain lack of 
practical sense that has always been my bane 1 had made it a mile or more 
from the sea, and befi^re I had dragged it down to the beach the thing had 
fallen to pieces. Perhaps it is as well I was saved from launching it. But at the 
time my misery at my failure was so acute, that for some days I simply 
moped on the beach and stared at the water and thought of death. 

But 1 did not mean to die, and an incident occurred that warned me 
unmistakably of the folly of letting the days pass so—for each fresh day was 
fraught with increasing danger from the Beast Monsters. I was lying in the 
shade of the enclosure wall staring out to sea, when I was startled by 
something Ci)ld touching the skin of my heel, and starting round found the 
little pink sloth creature blinking into my face. 1 le had long since lost speech 
and active movement, and the lank hair of the little brute grew thicker every 
day, and his stumpy claws more askew. He made a moaning noise when he 
saw he had attracted my attention, went a little way towards the bushes, and 
looked back at me. 

At first I did not understand, but presently it occurred to me that he 
wished me to follow him, and this I did at last, slowly—for the day was hot. 
When he reached the trees he clambered into them, for he could travel 
better among their swinging creepers than on the ground. 

And suddenly in a trampled space I came upon a ghastly group. My St 
Bernard creature lay on the ground dead, and near his body crouched the 
Hyaena-Swine, gripping the quivering flesh with misshapen claws, 
gnawing at it and snarling with delight. As I approached the monster lifted 
its glaring eyes to mine, its lips went trembling back from its red-stained 
teeth, and it growled menacingly. It was not afraid and not ashamed; the last 
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vestige of the human taint had vanished. I advanced a step further, stopped, 
pulled out my revolver. At last I had him face to face. 

'I'hc brute made no sign of retreat. But its ears went back, its hair bristled, 
and its body crouched together. I aimed between the eyes and fired. As 1 did 
so the thing rose straight at me in a leap, and I was knocked over like a 
ninepin. It clutched at me with its crippled hand, and struck me in the face. 
Its spring carried it over me. I fell under the hind part of its body, but 
luckily I had hit as I meant, and it had died even as it leapt. I crawled out 
from under its unclean weight and stood up trembling, staring at its 
quivering body. 'Fhat danger at least was over. But this, I knew, was only 
the first of the series of relapses that must come. 

I burnt both bodies on a pyre of brushwood. Now, indeed, I saw clearly 
that unless I left the island my death was only a question of time. 'I'he Beasts 
by that time had, with one or two exceptions, left the ravine, and made 
themselves lairs according to their tastes among the thickets of the island, 
h'ew prowled by day; most of them slept, and the island might have seemed 
deserted to a newcomer; but at night the air was hideous with their calls and 
howling. I had half a mind to make a massacre of them—to build traps or 
fight them with my knife. I lad I possessed suHicicnt cartridges, 1 should ni>t 
have hesitated to begin the killing. There could ni>w be scarcely a score left 
of the dangerous carnivores; the braver of these were already dead. After the 
death of this poor dog of mine, my last friend, I too adopted to some extent 
the practice of slumbering in the daytime, in order to be on my guard at 
night. I rebuilt my den in the walls of the enclosure with such a narrow 
opening that anything attempting to enter must necessarily make a 
considerable noise. 'I'he creatures had lost the art of tire, loo, and recovered 
their fear of it. I turned once more, almost passionately now, to hammering 
together stakes and branches to form a raft for my escape. 

I found a thousand dilliculties. I am an extremely unhandy man—my 
schooling was over before the days of Sldjd—but most of the requirements 
of a raft I met at last in some clumsy circuitous way or other, and this time I 
took care of the strength. 'I'he only insurmountable obstacle was, that I had 
no vessel to contain the water I should need if I floated forth upon these 
untravelled seas. I would have even tried pottery, but the island contained 
no clay. I used to go moping about the island, trying with all my might to 
solve this one last difliculty. Sometimes I would give way to wild outbursts 
of rage, and hack and splinter some unlucky tree in my intolerable vexation. 
But I could think of nothing. 

And then came a day, a wonderful day, that I spent in ecstasy. I saw^ a sail 
to the southwest, a small sail like that of a little schooner, and forthwith I lit 
a great pile of brushwood and stood by it in the heat of it and the heat of the 
midday sun, watching. All day I watched that sail, eating or drinking 
nothing, so that my head reeled; and the Beasts came and glared at me, and 
seemed to wonder, and went away. The boat was still distant when night 
came and swallowed it up, and all night I toiled to keep my blaze bright and 
high, and the eyes of the Beasts shone out of the darkness, marvelling. In the 
dawn it was nearer, and I saw it was the dirty lug-sail of a small boat. My 
eyes were weary with watching, and I peered and could not believe them. 
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'I'wo men were in the boat, sitting low down, one by the bows and the other 
at the rudder. Hut the boat sailed strangely, 'fhe head was not kept to the 
wind; it yawed and fell away. 

As the day grew brighter 1 began waving the last rag of my jaeket to them; 
but they did not notiee me, and sat still faeing one another. I went to the 
lowest point of the low' headland and gesticulated and shouted. 'There was 
no response, and the boat kept on her aimless course, making slowly, very 
slowly, for the bay. Suddenly a great w hite bird Hew’ up out of the boat, and 
neither of the men stirred nor noticed it. It circled round, and then came 
sweeping overhead w’ith its strong w'ings outspread. 

'Then 1 stopped shouting, and sat down on the headland and rested my 
chin on my hands and stared. Slow'ly, slowly, the boat drove past towards 
the west. 1 would have swum out to it, but something, a cold vague fear, 
kept me back. In the afternoon the tide stranded it, and left it a hundred 
yards or so to the westward of the ruins of the encU^sure. 

'The men in it were dead, had been dead so long that they fell to pieces 
when I tilted the boat on its side and dragged them out. One had a shock of 
red hair like the captain (^f the Ipecacuanha^ and a dirty white cap lay in the 
bottom of the boat. As I stood beside the boat, three i>f the Heasis came 
slinking out of the bushes and sniffing towards me. One i^f my spasms of 
disgust came upon me. 1 thrust the little boat down the beach and 
clambered on board her. 'Two of the brutes were Wolf Beasts, and came 
forw'ard with quivering nostrils and glittering eyes; the third w-as the 
horrible nondescript of bear and bull. 

When I saw them approaching those w'retched remains, heard them 
snarling at one another, and caught the gleam of their teeth, a frantic horror 
succeeded my repulsion, I turned my back upon them, struck the lug, and 
began paddling out to sea. I could not bring myself to look behind me. 

But I lay between the reef and the island that night, and the next morning 
went round to the stream and filled the empty keg aboard with w^ater. 'Then, 
w ith such patience as I could command, I collected a quantity of fruit, and 
waylaid and killed two rabbits with my last three cartridges. VC^hile I was 
doing this 1 left the boat moored to an inward projection of the reef, for fear 
of the Beast Monsters. 


22 

niHMAN AI.ONf: 

In the evening I started and drove out to sea before a gentle wind from the 
south-west, slowiy and steadily; and the island grew smaller and smaller, 
and the lank spire of smoke dw indled to a finer and finer line against the hot 
sunset. 'The ocean rose up around me, hiding that low dark patch from my 
eyes. 'The daylight, the trailing glory of the sun, went streaming out of the 
sky, was drawn aside like some luminous curtain, and at last I looked into 
that blue gulf of immensity that the sunshine hides, and saw the floating 
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hosts of the stars. 'Fhc sea was silent, the sky was silent; I was alone with the 
night and silence. 

So I drifted for three days, eating and drinking sparingly, and meditating 
upon all that happened to me, nor desiring very greatly to see men again. 
One unclean rag was about me, my hair a black tangle. No doubt my 
discoverers thought me a madman. It is strange, but I felt no desire to 
return to mankind. I was only glad to be quit of the foulness of the Beast 
Monsters. And on the third day 1 was picked up by a brig from Apia to San 
bYancisco. Neither the captain nor the mate would believe my story, 
judging that solitude and danger had made me mad. And fearing their 
opinion might be that of others, I refrained from telling my adventures 
further, and professed to recall nothing that had happened to me between 
the loss of the Lady Vain and the time w^hen I was picked up again—the 
space of a year. 

I had to act with the utmost circumspection to save myself from the 
suspicion of insanity. My memory of the I .aw, of the two dead sailors, of the 
ambuscades of the darkness, of the body in the cane brake, haunted me. 
And, unnatural as it seems, with my return to mankind came, instead of that 
confidence and sympathy I had expected, a strange enhancement of the 
uncertainly and dread I had experienced during my stay upon the island. 
No one would believe me, I was almost as queer to men as I had been to the 
Beast People. I may have caught something of the natural wildness of my 
companions. 

They say that terror is a disease, and anyhow, I can witness that for 
several years now, a restless fear has dwelt in my mind, such a restless fear as 
a half-tamed lion cub may feel. My trouble took the strangest form. I could 
not persuade myself that the men and w^omen I met w^ere not also another, 
still passably human. Beast People, animals half-wrought into the outward 
image of human souls; and that they would presently begin to revert, to 
show first this bestial mark and then that. But I have confided my case to a 
strangely able man, a man who had known Moreau, and seemed half to 
credit my story, a mental specialist—and he has helped me mightily. 

'Phough I do not expect that the terror of that island will ever altogether 
leave me, at most times it lies far in the back of my mind, a mere distant 
cloud, a memory and a faint distrust; but there are times when the little 
cloud spreads until it obscures the whole sky. 'Phen I look about me at my 
fellow men. And I go in fear. I see faces keen and bright, others dull or 
dangerous, others unsteady, insincere; none that have the calm authority of 
a reasonable soul. I feel as though the animal was surging up through them; 
that presently the degradation of the Islanders will be played over again on a 
larger scale. I know this is an illusion, that these seeming men and women 
about me are indeed men and women, men and women for ever, perfectly 
reasonable creatures, full of human desires and tender solicitude, 
emancipated from instinct, and the slaves of no fantastic Law—beings 
altogether different from the Beast b'olk. Yet I shrink from them, from their 
curious glances, their inquiries and assistance, and long to be away from 
them and alone. 

For that reason I live near the broad free downland, and can escape 
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thilhcr when this shadow is over my soul; and very sweet is the empty 
downland then, under the wind-swept sky. When 1 lived in London the 
horror was well-nigh insupportable. 1 could not get away from men; their 
voices came through windows; locked doors were Himsy safeguards. I 
would go out into the streets to fight with my delusion, and prowling 
women would mew after me, furtive craving men glance jealously at me, 
weary pale workers go coughing by me, with tired eyes and eager paces like 
wounded deer dripping blood, old people, bent and dull, pass murmuring 
to themselves, and all unheeding a ragged tail of gibing children. Then I 
would turn aside into some chapel, and even there, such was my 
disturbance, it seemed that the preacher gibbered Big 'I'hinks even as the 
Ape Man had done; or into some library, and there the intent faces over the 
books seemed but patient creatures waiting for prey. Particularly nauseous 
were the blank expressionless faces of people in trains and omnibuses; they 
seemed no more my fellow-creatures than dead bodies would be, so that I 
did not dare to travel unless I was assured of being alone. And even it 
seemed that I, too, was not a reasonable creature, but only an animal 
tormented with some strange disorder in its brain, that sent it to wander 
alone, like a sheep stricken with the gid. 

But this is a mood that comes to me now—I thank (ji>d—more rarely. I 
have withdrawn myself from the confusion of cities and multitudes, and 
spend my days surrounded by wise books, bright windows in this life of 
ours lit by the shining souls of men. 1 see few strangers, and have but a small 
household. My days 1 devote to reading and to experiments in chemistry, 
and 1 spend many of the clear nights in the study of astronomy, 'fhere is, 
though 1 do not know how there is or why there is, a sense of infinite peace 
and protcctuHi in the glittering hosts of heaven. 'Phere it must be, 1 think, in 
the vast and eternal laws of matter, and not in the daily cares and sins and 
troubles of men, that whatever is more than animal within us must find its 
solace and its hope. 1 hope, nr I could not live. And so, in hope and solitude, 
my story ends. 


Hi)\\ AKO Pkkndick 







rni{ S rRANdli MAN'S ARRIVAL 


'The stranger came early in h'ebruary one wintry day, through a biting wind 
and a driving snow, the last snowfall of the year, over the down, walking as it 
seemed from Hramblehurst railway station and carrying a little black 
portmanteau in his thickly gloved hand, lie was wrapped up from head to 
foot, and the brim of his soft felt hat hid every inch of his face but the shiny 
tip of his nose; the snow had piled itself against his shoulders and chest, and 
added a white crest to the burden he carried. He staggered into the C'oach 
and Horses, mi>re dead than alive as it seemed, and flung his portmanteau 
down. 'A lire,' he cried, 'in the name of human charity! A room and a fire!' 
He stamped and shook the snow from off himself in the bar, and hdlowed 
Mrs Hall into her guest parlour to strike his bargain. And with that much 
introduction, that and a ready acquiescence to terms and a couple of 
sovereigns flung upon the table, he took up his quarters in the inn. 

Mrs Hall lit the fire and left him there while she went to prepare him a 
meal with her own hands. A guest to stop at Iping in the winter-time was an 
unheard-of piece of luck, let alone a guest who was no 'haggler,' and she was 
resolved lo show herself worthy of her good fortune. As soon as the bacon 
was well under way, and Millie, her lymphatic aid, had been brisked up a bit 
by a few deftly chosen e.xpressions of contempt, she carried the cloth, plates, 
and glasses into the parlour and began to lay them with the utmost cclal. 
Although the fire was burning up briskly, she was surprised to see that her 
visiti>r still wore his hat and coat, standing with his back to her and staring 
out of the window at the falling snow in the yard. His gloved hands were 
clasped behind him, and he seemed to be lost in thought. She noticed that 
the melted snow that still sprinkled his shoulders dripped upon her carpet. 
'(>an I take your hat and coat, sir,' she said, 'and give them a good dry in the 
kitchen?' 

'No,' he said without turning. 

She was not sure she had heard him, and was abimt ti^ repeat her 
question. 

He turned his head and looked at her over his shoulder. '1 prefer to keep 
them on,' he said with emphasis, and she noticed that he wore big blue 
spectacles with side-lights and had a bushy side-whisker over his coat-collar 
that completely hiei his face. 

'Very well, sir,' she said. "As you like. In a bit the room will be warmer.’ 

1 le made no answer and had turned his face away fnmi her again; and Mrs 
Hall, feeling that her conversational advances were ill-timed, laid the rest of 
the table things in a quick staccato and whisked out of the room. When she 
returned he was still standing there like a man of stone, his back hunched. 
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his collar turned up, his dripping hat-brim turned down, hiding his face and 
ears completely. She put down the eggs and bacon with considerable 
emphasis, and called rather than said to him, ’’Your lunch is served, sir.' 

"'rhank you,’ he said at the same time, and did not stir until she was 
closing the door. 'I'lien he swung round and approached the table. 

As she went behind the bar to the kitchen she heard a sound repeated at 
regular intervals. Chirk, chirk, chirk, it went, the sound of a spoon being 
rapidly whisked round a basin. ‘'I'hat girl!’ she said, ‘'fhere! 1 clean forgot 
it. It’s her being so long!’ And while she herself linished mixing the 
mustard, she gave Millie a few verbal stabs for her excessive slowness. She 
had cooked the ham and eggs, laid the table, and done everything, while 
Millie (help indeed!) had only succeeded in delaying the mustard. And him 
a new guest and wanting to stay! 'I'hen she tilled the mustard piM, and, 
putting it with a certain stateliness upon a gidd and black tea-tray, carried it 
into the parlour. 

She rapped and entered promptly. As she did si> her visitor m()ved 
quickly, so that she got but a glimpse of a white object disappearing behind 
the table. It wouUl seem he was picking something from the iloor. She 
rapped down the mustard pot on the table, and then she noticed the 
overcoat and hat had been taken olf and put over a chair in front i^f the fire. 
A pair of wet boots threatened rust to her steel fender. She went to these 
things resolutely. ‘1 suppose 1 may have them to dry now,' she said in a 
voice that brooked no denial. 

‘Leave the hat,' said her visitor in a mullled voice, and turning she saw he 
had raised his head and was sitting looking at her. 

b'or a moment she stot)d gaping at him, loo surprised it) speak. 

He held a while clt)th—it was a serviette he had brought with him.over 

the lower part of his face, so that his motith and jaws were completely 
hidden, and that was the reason of his muthed voice. Hut it was not that 
which startled Mrs Hall. It was the fact that all his forehead above his blue 
glasses was covered by a while bandage, and that another covered his ears, 
leaving not a scrap of his face expt)sed excepting only his pink, peaked nose. 
It was bright pink, and shiny just as it had been at lirsi. He wt)re a dark- 
brown velvet jacket with a high black linen lined collar turned up about his 
neck. 'I'he thick black hair, escaping as it could below and between the cross 
bandages, projected in curious tails and horns, giving him the strangest 
appearance conceivable. "I’his mullled and bandaged head was so unlike 
what she had anticipated, that for a moment she was rigid. 

He did not remove the serviette, but remained holding it, as she saw now, 
with a browm gloved hand, and regarding her w^ith his inscrutable blue 
glasses. ‘Leave the hat,’ he said, speaking very distinctly through the white 
cloth. 

I ler nerves began to recover from the shock they had received. She placed 
the hat on the chair again by the fire. ‘I didn’t know, sir,’ she began, ‘that—’ 
and she stopped embarrassed. 

‘'I'hank you,’ he said drily, glancing from her to the door and then at her 
again. 

‘I’ll have them nicely dried, sir, at once,’ she said, and carried his clothes 
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out of the room. She glanced at his while-swathed head and blue goggles 
again as she was going out ol the door; but his napkin was still in front of his 
lace. She shivered a little as she closed the door behind her, and her face was 
eloquent of her surprise and perplexity. ‘I never," she w'hispered. ‘'rhere!’ 
She w’cnt quite soltly to the kitchen, and was too preoccupied to ask Alillie 
what she was messing about with mm\ when she got there. 

'The visitor sal and listened to her retreating feet. He glanced inquiringly 
at the window’ before he removed his serviette and resumed his meal. He 
took a mouthful, glanced suspiciously at the window, took another 
mouthful, then rose and, taking the serviette in his hand, walked across the 
room and pulled the blind down to the top of the while muslin that obscured 
the lower panes. 'This left the room in twilight. 'This done, he returned w’ilh 
an easier air to the tabic and his meal. 

"'riie poor soul's had an accident or an op'ralion or something,' said Mrs 
Hall. ‘What a turn them bandages did give me, to be sure!' 

She pul on some more coal, unfolded the clothes-horse, and extended the 
traveller's coat upon this. ‘And they goggles! Why, he looked more like a 
divin' helmet than a human man!' She hung his mulller on a corner of the 
hi^rse. ‘And holding that handkercher over his mouth all the time. 'Talkin' 
through it! . .. Perhaps his mouth was hurl toi^—maybe.' 

She turned round, as one who suddenly remembers. ‘Hless my soul alive!' 
she said, going olf at a tangent; ‘ain't you done them taters ve/. Millie?''' 

When Mrs I lall went to clear away the stranger's lunch, her idea that his 
mouth must also have been cut or disfigured in the accident she supposed 
him to have sulfered, was conl'irmed, for he was smoking a pipe, and all the 
time that she was in the room he never loosened the silk muttler he had 
wrapped round the K)wer part of his face to put the mouthpiece to his lips. 
Ye\ it was not forgetfulness, for she saw he glanced at it as it smouldered 
out. I le sat in the corner w ith his back to the window-blind and spoke now, 
having eaten and drunk and being comfortably warmed through, with less 
aggressive brevity than belbre. 'The reHectiim of the fire lent a kind of red 
animation to his big spectacles they had lacked hitherto. 

‘1 have some luggage,' he said, ‘at IJramblehurst siaiiim,' and he asked her 
how he could have it sent. He bi)wed his bandaged head quite politely in 
acknowledgment of her explanation. ‘'To-morrow!' he said. ‘'There is no 
speedier delivery?''' and seemed quite disappointed w hen she answered ‘No.' 
Was she quite sure?'' Ni) man with a trap who would go oveiv 

Mrs Hall, nothing loath, answered his questions and developed a 
conversation. ‘It's a steep road by the down, sir,' she said in answer to the 
question about a trap; and then, snatching at an opening said, ‘It was there a 
carriage was upscltled, a year ago and more. A gentleman killed, besides his 
coachman. Accidents, sir, happen in a moment, don't they?"' 

Hut the visitor was not to be drawn so easily. ‘’They do,' he said through 
his multler, eyeing her quietly through his impenetrable glasses. 

‘Hut they take long enough to gel well, sir, dvin'l lhe\? . . . 'There was my 
sister's son, 'Tom, jest cut his arm w’ith a scythe, tumbled on it in the 
'ayfield, and, bless me! he was three months tied up, sir. You'd hardly 
believe it. It's regular given me a dread of a scythe, sir.' 
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‘I can quite understand that,’ said the visitor. 

‘I Ic was afraid, one time, that he’d have to have an i>p’ratii>n—he was tha! 
bad, sir.’ 

'Fhe visitor laughed abruptly, a bark of a laugh that he seemed to bite and 
kill in his mouth. MV't/.s* he?’ he said. 

i le was, sir. And no laughing matter to them as had the dicing lor him, as 
I had—my sister being took up with her little ones so much. 'There was 
bandages to do, sir, and bandages to undo. So that if I may make so bold as 
to say it, sir—’ 

‘Will you get me some matches?’ said the visitor, quite abruptly. ‘My pipe 
is out.' 

Mrs Hall was pulled up suddenly. It was certainly rude of him, after 
telling him all she had done. She gasped at him for a moment, and 
remembered the two sovereigns. She went for the matches. 

‘'Thanks,’ he said concisely, as she put them down, and turned his 
shoulder upon her and stared emt of the window again. It was altogether too 
discouraging. Evidently he was sensitive on the topic of operations and 
bandages. She did not ‘make so bold as to say,' however, after all. Hut his 
snubbing way had irritated her, and Millie had a hot time of it that 
afternoon. 

'The visitor remained in the parlour until four o'elock, without giving the 
ghost of an excuse for an intrusion. Tor the most part he was quite still 
during that time; it would seem he sat in the growing darkness smoking in 
the firelight, perhaps dozing. 

Once or twice a curious listener might have heard him at the coals, and for 
the space of live minutes he was audible pacing the room. He seemed ti^ be 
talking to himself. "I’hen the armchair creaked as he sat down again. 


2 


MR'THDDY HHNFRHY’S FIRS T IMFRFSSIONS 

At four o'clock, when it was fairly dark and xMrs I lall was screwing up her 
courage to go in and ask her visitor if he would take some tea, Teddy 
Henfrcy, the cloek-jobber, came into the bar. ‘My sakes! Mrs I lall,' said he, 
‘but this is terrible weather for thin boots!’ 'The snow outside was falling 
faster. 

Mrs Hall agreed with him, and then noticed he had his bag and hit upon a 
brilliant idea. ‘Now' you’re here, Mr 'Teddy,' said she, ‘I’d be glad if you'd 
give th' old clock in the parlour a bit of a look. ''Tis going, and it strikes well 
and hearty; but the hour-hand W'on’t do nothin' but point at six.’ 

And leading the way, she went across to the parlour door and rapped and 
entered. 

Her visitor, she saw as she opened the door, was seated in the armchair 
before the fire, dozing it would seem, with his bandaged head drooping on 
one side. The only light in the room was the red glow' from the fire—which 
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lit his eyes like adverse railway signals, but left his dinvncast face in 
darkness— and the scanty vestiges ofthe day that came in thnmgh the open 
door. Iwerything was ruddy, shadowy, and indistinct to her, the more so 
since she had just been lighting the bar lamp, and her eyes were dazzled. But 
for a second it seemed her that the man she looked at had an enormous 
mouth wide open,—a vast and incredible mi>uth that swallowed the whole 
ol the lower portion of his face. It was the sensation of a moment: the white- 
bound head, the mtmstrous goggle eyes, and this huge yawn below it. 'I'hen 
he stirred, started up in his chair, put up his hand. She opened the door 
wide, so that the room was lighter, and she saw him more clearly, with the 
mulller held to his face just as she had seen him hold the serviette before. 
'The shadows, she fancied, had tricked her. 

‘Would you mind, sir, this man a-coming to look at the clock, sir?’ she 
said, recovering from her momentary shock. 

‘Look at the clock?’ he said, staring nuind in a drowsy manner and 
speaking over his hand, and then getting mi>re fully awake, ‘certainly.’ 

Mrs Hall went away t(^ get a lamp, and he rose and stretched himself. 
'Then came the light, and Mr 'Teddy Ilenfrey, entering, was confronted by 
this bandaged person. lie was, he says, ‘taken aback.’ 

‘Cjood-afternoon,’ said the stranger, regarding him, as Mr Henfrey says 
with a vivid sense ofthe dark spectacles, ‘like a lobster.' 

‘I hope,’ said Mr Henfrey, ‘that it’s no intrusion.’ 

‘None whatever,’ said the stranger. ‘'Though I understand,’ he said, 
turning to Mrs I lall, ‘that this room is really to be mine for my own private 
use.’ 

‘I thought, sir,' said Mrs I lall, ‘you’d prefer the clock—’ She was going to 
say ‘mended.’ 

‘(Certainly,’ said the stranger, ‘certainly—but, as a rule, I like to be alone 
and undisturbed. 

‘Hut I’m really glad to have the clock seen to,’ he said, seeing a certain 
hesitation in Mr Henfrey’s manner. ‘Very glad.’ Mr Henfrey had intended 
to apologise and withdraw, but this anticipation reassured him. 'The 
stranger stood round with his back to the fireplace and put his hands behind 
his back. ‘And presently,’ he said, ‘when the clock-mending is over, I think 
I should like to have some tea. Hut not till the clock-mending is over.’ 

Mrs Hall was about to leave the room,—she made no conversational 
advances this time, because she did not want to be snubbed in front of Mr 
Henfrey,—when her visitor asked her if she had made any arrangements 
about his boxes at Hramblehurst. She told him she had mentioned the 
matter to the postman, and that the carrier could bring them over on the 
morrow. ‘You are certain that is the earliest?’ he said. 

She was certain, with a marked ct^ldness. 

‘I should explain.’ he added, ‘what I was really too cold and fatigued to do 
before, that I am an experimental investigator.’ 

‘Indeed, sir,’ said Mrs Hall, much impressed. 

‘And my baggage contains apparatus and appliances.’ 

‘Very useful things indeed they are, sir,’ said Mrs Hall. 

‘And I’m naturally anxious to gel on with my inquiries.’ 
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‘Of course, sir.’ 

‘My reason for coming to Iping,’ he proceeded, with a certain 
deliberation of manner, ‘was—a desire for solitude. I do not wish to be 
disturbed in my work. In addition to my work, an accident-’ 

‘I thought as much,’ said Mrs Hall to herself. 

‘—necessitates a certain retirement. My eyes—are sometimes so weak 
and painful that I have to shut myself up in the dark for hours together. 
Lock myself up. Sometimes—now and then. Not at present, certainly. At 
such times the slightest disturbance, the entry of a stranger into the room, is 
a source of excruciating annoyance to me—it is well these things should be 
understood.’ 

‘Certainly, sir,’ said Mrs Hall. ‘And if I might make so bold as to ask-’ 

‘'I’hat, I think, is all,’ said the stranger, with that quietly irresistible air of 
finality he could assume at will. Mrs Hall reserved her question and 
sympathy for a better occasion. 

After Airs Hall had left the room, he remained standing in front of the 
lire, glaring, so Mr Henfrey puts it, at the clock-mending. Mr Henfrey not 
only took olf the hands of the cloek, and the face, but extracted the works; 
and he tried to work in as slow and quiet and unassuming a manner as 
possible. He worked with the lamp close to him, and the green shade threw a 
brilliant light upon his hands, and upon the frame and wheels, and left the 
rest of the roi^m shadowy. When he looked up, coloured patches swam in his 
eyes. Being constitutionally of a curious nature, he had removed the 
works—a quite unnecessary proceeding—with the idea of delaying his 
departure and perhaps falling into conversation with the stranger. But the 
stranger stood there, perfectly silent and still. So still, it got on Henfrey’s 
nerves. He felt alone in the room and looked up, and there, grey and dim, 
was the bandaged head and huge blue lenses staring fixedly, with a mist of 
green spots drifting in front of them. It was so uncanny-looking to Henfrey 
that for a minute they remained staring blankly at one another. 'Then 
Henfrey looked down again. Very uncomfortable position! One would like 
to say something. Should he remark that the weather was very cold for the 
time of year? 

He looked up as if to take aim with that introductory shin. ‘The 
weather-’ he began. 

‘Why don’t you finish and go?’ said the rigid figure, evidently in a state of 
painfully suppressed rage. ‘All you’ve got to do is to fix the hour-hand on its 
axle. You’re simply humbugging-’ 

‘Certainly, sir—one minute more, sir. I overlooked—’ And Mr Henfrey 
finished and went. 

But he went off feeling excessively annoyed. ‘Damn it!’ said Mr Henfrey 
to himself, trudging down the village through the thawing snow; ‘a man 
must do a clock at times, sure-lie.’ 

And again: ‘Can’t a man look at you?—Ugly!’ 

And yet again: ‘Seemingly not. If the police was wanting you you 
couldn’t be more wropped and bandaged.’ 

At Glecson’s corner he saw Hall, who had recently married the stranger’s 
hostess at the Coach and Horses, and who now drove the Iping conveyance. 
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when occasional people required it, to Sidderbridge Junction, coming 
towards him on his relurn from that place. Hall had evidently been 
‘stopping a bit’ at Sidderbridge, to judge by his driving. ‘’Ow do, I'eddy?’ 
he said, passing. 

‘You got a rum un up home!’ said 'I'eddy. 

Hall very sociably pulled up. ‘VC’hat’s that?’ he asked. 

‘Rum-looking customer stopping at the Coach and Horses,’ said 'I'eddy. 
‘My sakesl’ 

And he proceeded to give I lall a vivid description ol his grotesque guest. 
‘Looks a bit like a disguise, dim't it? I’d like to see a man’s face if 1 had him 
stopping in luy place,’ said Henfrey. ‘Hut women are that trustful,—where 
strangers are concerned. He’s took your rooms and he ain't even given a 
name, 1 lall.' 

don’t say so!' said Hall, who was a man of sluggish apprehension. 

‘Yes,' said 'Teddy. ‘Hy the week. Whatever he is, you can’t get rid him 
under the week. And he's got a h)i of luggage coming to-morrow, so he says. 
Let’s h(^pe it won’t be stones in boxes. Hall.’ 

He told Hall how his aunt at Hastings had been swindled by a stranger 
with empty portmanteaux. Altogether he left Hall vaguely suspicious. ‘Get 
up, old girl,' said Fhill. ‘1 s'pose I must see 'bout this.' 

Teddy trudged on his way with his mind considerably relieved. 

Instead of‘seeing 'bout it,' however, I lall on his return was severely rated 
by his wife on the length of time he had spent in Sidderbridge, and his mild 
inquiries were answered snappishly and in a manner not to the point. Hut 
the seed of suspicion 'Teddy had sown germinated in the mind of Mr Hall in 
spite of these discouragements. ‘You wim’ don’t know everything,’ said Mr 
Hall, resolved to ascertain more about the personality of his guest at the 
earliest possible opp^^rtunity. And after the stranger had gone to bed, which 
he did about half-past nine, Mr Hall went aggressively into the parlour and 
looked very hard at his wife’s furniture, just to show that the stranger wasn’t 
master there, and scrutinised closely and a little contemptuously a sheet of 
mathematical computati^m the stranger had left. When retiring for the night 
he instructed Mrs Hall to look very closely at the stranger’s luggage when it 
came next day. 

‘You mind your own business. Hall,’ said Mrs Hall, ‘and I’ll mind mine.’ 

She was all the more inclined to snap at Hall because the stranger waM 
undoubtedly an unusually strange sort of stranger, and she was by no means 
assured about him in her own mind. In the middle of the night she woke up 
dreaming of huge white heads like turnips, that came trailing after her at the 
end of interminable necks, and with vast black eyes. Hut being a sensible 
woman, she subdued her terrors and turned over and went to sleep again. 
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'Thus it was that on the ninth day of hVbruary, at the beginning of the thaw, 
this singular person fell out of infinity into Iping Village. Next day his 
luggage arrived through the slush. And very remarkable luggage it was. 
'I’here was a eouple of trunks indeed, such as a rational man might need, but 
in additiiMi there were a box of books,—big, fat books, of which some were 
just in an incomprehensible handwriting,—and a dozen or more crates, 
boxes, and cases, containing objects packed in straw, as it seemed to Hall, 
tugging with a casual curiosity at the straw—glass bi)ttles. I'he stranger, 
muffled in hat, coat, gloves, and wrapper, came out impatiently io meet 
b’earenside’s cart, while Hall was having a word or so of gossip preparatory 
to helping bring them in. Out he came, not noticing bVarenside's dog, who 
was sniffing in a dilcttauic spirit at Hall's legs. ‘CA>me along with those 
boxes,' he said. ‘I've been waiting long enough.' 

And he came down the steps towards the tail of the cart as if to lay hands 
on the smaller crate. 

No sooner had b'earenside's dog caught sight of him, however, than it 
began to bristle and growl savagely, and when he rushed down the steps it 
gave an undecided hop, and then sprang straight at his hand. ‘Whiip!' cried 
Hall, jumping back, tor he was no hero with dogs, and b'earenside howled, 
‘Hie down!’ and snatched his whip. 

'I'hey saw the dog’s teeth had slipped the hand, heard a kick, saw the dog 
execute a Hanking jump and get home on the stranger’s leg, and heard the 
rip of his trousering. 'I'hen the finer end of Fearenside’s whip reached his 
property, and the dog, yelping with dismay, retreated under the wheels of 
the waggon. It was all the business of a half-minute. No one spoke, every 
one shouted. 'The stranger glanced swiftly at his torn glove and at his leg, 
made as if he would stoop to the latter, then turned and rushed up the steps 
into the inn. They heard him go head-long across the passage and up the 
uncarpeted stairs to his bedroom. 

‘You brute, you!’ said b'earenside, climbing off the waggon with his whip 
in his hand, while the dog watched him through the wheel. ‘Come here!’ 
said b'earenside—‘You’d better.’ 

Hall had stood gaping. ‘He wuz bit,’ said Hall. ‘I’d better go and see to 
cn,’ and he trotted after the stranger. He met Mrs Hall in the passage. 
‘Carrier’s darg,’ he said, ‘bit en.’ 

He went straight upstairs, and the stranger’s door being ajar, he pushed it 
open and was entering without any ceremony, being of a naturally 
sympathetic turn of mind. 

The blind was down and the room dim. He caught a glimpse of a most 
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singular thing, what seemed a handless arm waving towards him, and a face 
of three huge indeterminate spots on white, very like the face of a pale- 
pansy. 'I'hen he was struck violently in the chest, hurled back, and the door 
slammed in his face and locked, all so rapidly that he had no time to observe. 
A waving ol indecipherable shapes, a blow, and a concussion. 'There he 
stood on the dark little landing, wondering what it might be that he had 
seen. 

Alter a couple ot minutes he rejoined the little group that had formed 
outside the Coach and Horses. 'There was Tcarenside telling about it all 
over again for the second time; there was Mrs Hall saying his dog didn't 
have no business to bite her guests; there was Huxter, the general dealer 
friMn over the road, interrogative; and Sandy Wadgers from the forge, 
judicial; besides women and children,—all of them saying fatuities: 
‘Wouldn't let en bite ///e, 1 knows'; ‘''Tasn't right hure such dargs'; ‘Whad'e 
bite'll for then?' and so forth. 

Mr 1 lall, staring at them from the steps and listening, found it incredible 
that he had seen anything very remarkable happen upstairs. Hesides, his 
vocabulary was altogether too limited to express his impressions. 

ile don't want no help, he says,' he said in answer to his wife's enquiry. 
‘We'd better be a-takin' of his luggage in.' 

‘He ought to have it cauterised at once,' said Mr Huxter; ‘especially if it's 
at all inliamed.' 

‘I'd shoot en, that's what I'd do,' said a lady in the group. 

Suddenly the dog began growling again. 

‘Come along,' cried an angry vi>iee in the doorway, and there stood the 
mutfled stranger with his collar turned up, and his hat-brim bent down. 
‘'The sooner you get those things in the belter I'll be pleased.' It is stated by 
an anonymous bystander that his trousers and gloves had been changed. 

‘W'as you hurt, sir?' said Fearenside. ‘I'm rare sorry the darg-' 

‘Not a bit,' said the stranger. ‘Never broke the skin. Hurry up with those 
things.' 

He then swore to himself, so Air Hall asserts. 

Directly the first erate was carried into the parlour, in accordance with his 
directions, the stranger flung himself upon it with extraordinary eagerness, 
and began to unpack it, scattering the straw' with an utter disregard of Mrs 
Hall’s carpet. And from it he began to produce bottles—little fat bottles 
containing pow'ders, small and slender bottles containing coloured and 
w’hite fluids, fluted blue bottles labelled Poison^ bottles with round bodies 
and slender necks, large green-glass bottles, large wiiite-glass bottles, 
bottles with glass stoppers and frosted labels, bottles with fine corks, bottles 
with bungs, bottles with wooden caps, wine bottles, salad-oil bottles— 
putting them in rows on the chiffonier, on the mantel, on the table under the 
window, round the floor, on the book-shelf—everywhere. The chemist’s 
shop in Bramblehurst could not boast half so many. Quite a sight it was. 
Crate after crate yielded bottles, until all six were empty and the table high 
with straw; the only things that came out of these crates besides the bottles 
were a number of test-tubes and a carefully packed balance. 

And directly the crates were unpacked, the stranger went to the window 



iy 4 ^ Iftvisihie Alan 

and set to work, not troubling in the least about the litter of straw, the fire 
which had gone out, the box of boi>ks outside, nor for the trunks and other 
luggage that had gone upstairs. 

When Mrs Hall took his dinner in to him, he was already so absorbed in 
his work, pouring little dn)ps out of the bottles into test-tubes, that he did 
not hear her until she had swept away the bulk of the straw and put the tray 
on the table, with some little emphasis perhaps, seeing the state that the 
tioor was in. 'rhen he half turned his head and immediately turned it away 
again. But she saw he had removed his glasses; they were beside him on the 
table, and it seemed to her that his eye sockets were extraordinarily hollow. 
He put on his spectacles again, and then turned and faced her. She was 
about to complain i^f the straw on the floor when he anticipated her. 

‘I wish you wouldn’t come in without knocking,' he said in the tone of 
abnormal exasperation that seemed so characteristic of him. 

‘1 knocked, but seemingly-' 

‘Perhaps you did. But in my investigations—my really very urgent and 
necessary investigations—the slightest disturbance, the jar i^f a di>or—1 
must ask you-' 

‘Certainly, sir. You can turn the lock if you're like that, you know—any 
time.' 

‘A very got^d idea,' said the stranger. 

‘'This stror, sir, if I might make so bold as to remark-' 

‘Don't. If the straw makes trouble put it down in the bill.' And he 
mumbled at her—words suspiciously like curses. 

He was so odd, standing there, so aggressive and explosive, bottle in one 
hand and test-tube in the other, that Mrs Hall was quite alarmed. But she 
was a resolute woman. ‘In which case, I should like to know, sir, what you 
consider-' 

‘A shilling. Put down a shilling. Surely a shilling's enough?' 

‘So be it,’ said Mrs Hall, taking up the tablecloth and beginning to spread 
it over the table. ‘If you're satisfied, of course-' 

He turned and sat down, with his coat-collar towards her. 

All the afternoon he worked with the door locked anei, as Mrs Hall 
testifies, for the most part in silence. But once there was a concussion and a 
sound of bottles ringing together as though the table had been hit, and the 
smash of a bottle flung violently down, and then a rapid pacing athwart the 
room, hearing ‘something was the matter,' she went to the door and 
listened, not caring to knock. 

‘I can't go on,' he was raving. ‘I can't go on. 'Three hundred thousand, 
four hundred thousand! 'The huge multitude! Cheated! All my life it may 
take me! Patience! Patience indeed! h'ool and liar!' 

'There was a noise of hobnails on the bricks in the bar, and Mrs Hall very 
reluctantly had to leave the rest of his soliloquy. When she returned the 
room was silent again, save for the faint crepitation of his chair and the 
occasional clink of a bottle. It was all over. 'The stranger had resumed w'ork. 

When she took in his tea she saw broken glass in the corner of the room 
under the concave mirror, and a golden stain that had been carelessly wiped. 
She called attention to it. 
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‘Put it down in the bill,’ snapped her visitor, ‘b'or God’s sake don’t worry 
me. If there’s damage done, put it down in the bill’; and he went on tieking a 
list in the exercise book before him. 

‘I’ll tell you something,’ said b'earenside mysteriously. It was late in the 
afternoon, and they were in the little beer-shop of Iping Hanger. 

‘Well?’ said Teddy Ilenfrey. 

‘'I’his chap you’re speaking of, what my dog bit. Well—he’s black. 
Leastways, his legs arc. I seed through the tear of his trousers and the tear of 
his glove. You’d have expected a sort of pinky to show, wouldn’t you? 
Well—there wasn’t none. Just blackness. I tell ytiu, he’s as black as my hat.’ 

‘My sakes!’ said Ilenfrey. ‘It's a rummy case altogether. Why, his nose is 
as pink as paint!’ 

‘That’s true,’ said h'carenside. ‘I knows that. And I tell 'ee what I’m 
thinking. 'I'hat marn’s a piebald, 'I'eddy. Black here and white there—in 
patches. And he’s ashamed of it. He’s a kind of half-breed, and the colour’s 
come olf patchy instead of mixing. I've heard of such things before. And it’s 
the common way with horses, as anyone can see.' 
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x\iR t:rss iN'ri:RviH\vs'riih: stran(;hr 

I have told the circumstances of the stranger's arrival in Iping with a certain 
fullness of detail, in order that the curious impression he created may be 
understood by the reader. But excepting two odd incidents, the 
circumstances of his stay until the extraordinary day of the Club Festival 
may be passed over very cursorily. 'There were a number of skirmishes with 
Mrs Hall on matters t)f domestic discipline, but in every case until late in 
April, when the first signs of penury began, he over-rode her by the easy 
expedient of an extra payment. Hall did not like him, and whenever he 
dared he talked of the advisability of getting rid of him; but he showed his 
dislike chiefly by concealing it ostentatiously, and avoiding his visitor as 
much as possible. ‘Wait till the summer,’ said Mrs Hall, sagely, ‘when the 
artisks are beginning to ciMiie. 'Then we’ll see. He may be a bit twerbearing 
but bills settled punctual is bills settled punctual, whatever you like to say.’ 

'The stranger did not go to church, and indeed made no difference 
between Sunday and the irreligious days, even in costume. He worked, as 
Mrs Hall thought, very fitfully. Some days he would come down early and 
be continuously busy. On others he would rise late, pace his room, fretting 
audibly for hours it)gether, smoke, sleep in the armchair by the fire. 
C^)mmunication with the world beyond the village he had none. His temper 
continued very uncertain; lor the most part his manner was that of a man 
suffering under almost unendurable provocation, and once or twice things 
were snapped, torn, crushed, or broken in spasmodic gusts of violence. He 
seemed under a chronic irritation of the greatest intensity. His habit of 
talking to himself in a low voice grew steadily upon him, but though Mrs 
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Hall listened conseientiously she could make neither head nor tail of what 
she heard. 

He rarely went abroad by daylight, but at twilight he would go out 
muttled up enormously, whether the weather were cold or not, and he chose 
the loneliest paths and those most over-shadowed by trees and banks. His 
goggling spectacles and ghastly bandaged face under the penthouse of his 
hat, came with a disagreeable suddenness out of the darkness upon one or 
two home-going labiuirers; and 'I'eddy Henfrey, tumbling out of the Scarlet 
CA)at one night at half-past nine, was scared shamefully by the stranger's 
skull-like head (he was walking hat in hand) lit by the sudden light of the 
opened inn door. Such children as saw him at nightfall dreamt of bogies, 
and it seemed doubtful whether he disliked boys more than they disliked 
him, or the reverse—but there was certainly a vivid em^ugh dislike on either 
side. 

It was inevitable that a person of so remarkable an appearance and 
bearing should form a frequent topic in such a village as Iping. Opinion was 
greatly divided about his occupation. Mrs Hall was sensitive on the point. 
When questioned, she explained very carefully that he was an ‘experimental 
investigator,’ going gingerly inxT the syllables as one wh('» dreads pitfalls. 
When asked what an experimental investigator was, she wmild say with a 
touch of superiority that most educated people knew that, and would then 
explain that he ‘discovered things.' Her visitor had had an accident, she 
said, which tempt^rarily discoloured his face and hands; and being of a 
sensitive disposition, he was averse to any public notice of the fact. 

Out of her hearing there was a view largely entertained that he was a 
criminal trying to escape from justice by wrapping himself up so as to 
conceal himself altogether from the eye of the police. I'his idea sprang from 
the brain of Mr Teddy Henfrey. No crime of any magnitude dating from 
the middle i^r end of 1^'ebruary was known to have occurred. Idaborated in 
the imagination i^f Mr Ciould, the probationary assistant in the National 
School, this theory look the form that the stranger was an Anarchist in 
disguise, preparing explosives, and he resolved to undertake such detective 
operations as his lime permitted. I'hcse consisted lor the most part in 
looking very hard at the stranger whenever they met, or in asking people 
who had never seen the stranger leading questions about him. Hut he 
detected nothing. 

Another school of opinion followed S\r l^'earenside, and either accepted 
the piebald view or some modification of it; as, for instance, Silas Durgan, 
who was heard to assert that ‘if he choses to show enself at fairs he'd make 
his fortune in no time,’ and being a bit of a theologian, compared the 
stranger to the man with the one talent. Yet another view explained the 
entire matter by regarding the stranger as a harmless lunatic. That had the 
advantage of accounting for everything straight away. 

Between these main groups there were waverers and compromisers. 
Sussex folk have few superstitions, and it was only after the events of early 
April that the thought of the supernatural was first whispered in the village, 
liven then it was only credited among the woman folks. 

But whatever they thought of him, people in Iping on the whole agreed 
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in disliking him. 1 lis irritability, though it might have been comprehensible 
to an urban brain-worker, was an amazing thing to these quiet Susse.x 
villagers. 'The frantic gesticulations they surprised now and then, the 
headlong pace after nightfall that swept him upon them round quiet 
corners, the inhuman bludgeoning of all the tentative advances of curiosity, 
the taste for twilight that led to the chasing of doors, the pulling down of 
blinds, the extinction of candles and lamps—who could agree with such 
goings on? 'I'hey drew aside as he passed down the v illage, and when he had 
g(Mie by, young humorists would up with coal-collars and down with hat- 
brims, and go pacing nervously after him in imitation of his occult bearing. 
'I'here was a song popular at that time called the "Bogey Man'; Miss 
Staichell sang it at the school-room concert (in aid of the church lamps 1, and 
thereafter whenever caie or two of the villagers were gathered together and 
the stranger appeared, a bar or si> of this tune, more or less sharp or flat, was 
whistled in the midst of them. Also belated little children would call "Bogey 
Man!’ after him, and make olf tremulously elated. 

C]uss, the general practitioner, was devoured by curiosity. 'The bandages 
excited his professional interest, the report i>f the thousand and one bottles 
aroused his jealous regard. All thnuigh April and May he coveted an 
opportunity of talking to the stranger; and at last, towards W'hiisuntide, he 
could stand it no longer, and hit upon the subscription-list for a village 
nurse as an excuse. 1 le was surprised to hnd that Mr Hall did not know his 
guest’s name. "lie give a name,' said Mrs Hall—an assertion which was 
quite unfounded—"but I didn't rightly hear it.’ She thought it seemed so 
silly not to kin)w the man's name. 

Caiss rapped at the parlour diK>r and entered. 'I'here was a fairly audible 
imprecation from within. "Pardon my intrusion,' said Caiss, and then the 
door closed and cut Mrs Hall oH from the rest of the conversation. 

She could hear the murmur of voices \\n' the next ten minutes, then a cry 
of surprise, a stirring of feet, a chair Hung aside, a bark ol laughter, quick 
steps to the door, and Caiss appeared, his face while, his eyes staring over his 
shoulder. He left the door open behind him, and without looking at hei¬ 
st rode across the hall and went down the steps, and she heard his feet 
hurrying along the road. He carried his hat in his hand. She stood behind 
the door, looking at the open door of the parlour. 'Then she heard the 
stranger laughing quietly, and then his tootsleps came across the room. She 
Ci)uld not see his face where she stood. 'I'he parlour door slammed, and the 
place was silent again. 

Caiss went straight up the village to liuniing the vicar. "Am I mad.'' (^uss 
began abruptly, as he entered the shabby little study. ‘Do 1 UH)k like an 
insane person?’ 

"What’s happened?’ said the vicar, putting the ammonite on the loose 
sheets of his forthcoming sermon. 

"'I'hat chap at the inn-’ 

"Well?’ 

"Clive me something to drink,’ said Cuss, and he sal down. 

When his nerves had been steadied by a glass ol cheap sherry—the only 
drink the giH)d vicar had available—he told him ol the interview he had just 
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had. ‘Went in,' he gasped, ‘and began to demand a subscription for that 
Nurse Fund. He’d stuck his hands in his pockets as I came in, and he sat 
down lumpily in his chair. Sniffed. I told him I’d heard he took an interest 
in scientific things. He said yes. Sniffed again. Kept on sniffing all the time; 
evidently recently caught an infernal cold. No wonder, wrapped up like 
that! 1 developed the nurse idea, and all the while kept my eyes open. 
Bottles—chemicals—everywhere. Balance, test-tubes in stands, and a smell 
of—evening primrose. Would he subscribe? Said he’d consider it. Asked 
him, pointblank, was he researching. Said he was. A long research? (jot 
quite cross. “A damnable long research,’ said he, blowing the cork out, so to 
speak. “Oh,” said I. And out came the grievance, 'fhe man was just on the 
boil, and my question boiled him over. He had been given a prescription, 
most valuable prescription—what for he wouldn’t say. Was it medical? 
“Damn you! What arc you fishing after?” 1 apologised. Dignified sniff and 
cough. He resumed. He’d read it. Five ingredients. Fut it down; turned his 
head. Draught of air from window^ lifted the paper. Swish, rustle. He was 
working in a room with an open fireplace, he said. Saw' a flicker, and there 
was the prescription burning and lifting chimneyward. Rushed towards it 
just as it whisked up chimney. So! Just at that point, to illustrate his sti^ry, 
out came his arm.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘No hand—just an empty sleeve. I.ord! I thought, that V a deformity! Ciot 
a cork arm, I suppose, and has taken it off. 'I'hen, I thought, there’s 
something odd in that. What the devil keeps that sleeve up and open, if 
there’s nothing in it? 'I'here was nothing in it, 1 tell you. Nothing down it, 
right down to the joint. I could see right down it lo the elbinv, and there w as 
a glimmer of light shining through a tear of the cloth, “(lood Ciod!” I said. 
'I'hen he slopped. Stared at me w ith those black goggles of his, and then at 
his sleeve.’ 

‘Well?’ 


‘That’s all. He never said a word; just glared, and put his sleeve back in 
his pocket quickly. “1 was saying,” said he, “that there was the prescription 
burning, wasn’t I?” Interrogative cough. “How the devil,” said 1 , “can you 


move an empty sleeve like that?” “Kmpty sleeve?” “Yes,” said 1 , “an empty 


sleeve.” 


‘“It’s an empty sleeve, is it? You saw it w'as an empty sleeve?” He stood 
up right away. I stood up too. He came towards me in three very slow’ steps, 
and stood quite close. Sniffed venomously. I didn’t flinch, though I’m 
hanged if that bandaged knob of his, and those blinkers, aren’t enough lo 
unnerve any one, coming quietly up to you. 

‘“You said it was an empty sleeve?” he said. “Certainly,” I said. At 
staring and saying nothing a barefaced man, unspectacled, starts scratch. 
'I’hen very quietly he pulled his sleeve out of his pocket again, and raised his 
arm towards me as though he w\>uld show' it to me again. He did it very, very 
slowly. I looked at it. Seemed an age. ‘ Well?” said I, clearing my throat, 
“there’s nothing in it.” Had to say something. I was beginning lo feel 
frightened. I could see right down it. He extended it straight towards me, 
slowiy, slowly—just like that—until the cuff was six inches from my face. 
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Queer thing to see an empty sleeve come at you like that! And then- 
‘Well?’ 

‘Stimething—exactly like a linger and thumb it felt—nipped my nose.' 

Hunting began to laugh. 

‘'I'here wasn’t anything there!’ said C’uss, his voice running up into a 
shriek at the ‘there.’ ‘It’s all very well for you to laugh, but 1 tell you I was so 
startled, I hit his cutf hard, and turned round, and cut out of the room—I 
left him-’ 

(.’uss stopped, riiere was no mistaking the sincerity of his panic. He 
turned round in a helpless way and took a secimd glass of the excellent 
vicar’s very inferior sherry. ‘When I hit his culf,’ said Cuss, H tell you. it felt 
exactly like hitting an arm. And there wasn't an arm! 'There wasn't the ghost 
of an arm!' 

Mr Hunting thmight it over. He looked suspieiously at (’uss. ‘It’s a most 
remarkable story,’ he said. lie looked very wise and grave indeed. ‘It's 
really,' said Mr Hunting with judicial emphasis, ‘a mi^st remarkable story.' 


... 5 

tut: hcrciLarv a t tiit: vic:ara(;t: 

'The facts of the burglary at the vicarage came to us chiefly through the 
medium of the vicar and his wife. It i>ceurred in the small hours i>f W'hit- 
Monday—the day devoted in Iping to the Club festivities. Mrs Hunting, it 
seems, woke up suddenly in the stillness that comes before the dawn, with 
the strong impression that the door of their bedroom had tipened and 
closed. She did not arouse her husband at first, but sat up in bed listening. 
She then distinctly heard the pad, pad, pad of bare feel coming out of the 
adjoining dressing-room and walking along the passage towards the 
staircase. As soon as she felt assured of this, she aroused the Rev. Mr 
Hunting as quietly as possible. He did not strike a light, but putting on his 
spectacles, her dressing-gown, and his bath slippers, he went out on the 
landing to lis’en. He heard quite distinctly a fumbling going on at his study 
desk downstairs, and then a violent sneeze. 

At that he returned to his bedroom, armed himself with the most obvious 
weapon, the poker, and descended the staircase as noiselessly as possible. 
Mrs Hunting came out on the landing. 

The hi>ur was about hnir, and the ultimate darkness ol the night was past. 
'There was a faint shimmer of light in the hall, but the study doorway 
yawned impenetrably black. Hverything was still except the laint creaking 
of the stairs under Mr Hunting’s tread, and the slight movements in the 
study. 'Then si>mething snapped, the drawer was opened, and there was a 
rustle of papers. 'Then came an imprecation, and a match was struck and the 
study was flooded with yellow light. Mr Hunting was now in the hall, and 
through the crack of the door he could see the desk and the open drawer and 
a candle burning on the desk. Hut the robber he could not see. He stood 
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there in the hall undecided what to do, and Mrs Hunting, her lace white and 
intent, crept slowly downstairs alter him. One thing kept up Mr Hunting’s 
courage: the persuasion that this burglar was a resident in the village. 

'They heard the chink ol'money, and realised that the robber had Tound 
the housekeeping reserve of gold—two pounds ten in half-sovereigns 
altogether. At that sound Mr Hunting was nerved to abrupt action, 
(iripping the poker firmly, he rushed into the room, closely followed by 
Mrs Hunting. ‘Surrender?’ cried Mr Hunting, fiercely, and then stopped 
amazed. Apparently the riKMii was perfectly empty. 

Yet their conviction that they had, that very moment, heard somebody 
minting in the room had amounted to a certainty, b'or half a minute, 
perhaps, they stoini gaping, then Mrs Hunting went across the room and 
looked behind the screen, while Mr Hunting, by a kindred impulse, peered 
under the desk, 'rhen Mrs Hunting turned back the window-curtains, and 
Mr Hunting looked up the chimney and probed it with the poker. 'Then Mrs 
Hunting scrutinised the waste-paper basket and Mr liunting opened the lid 
of the coal-scuttle. 'Then they came to a stop and sti>od with eyes 
interrogating each other. 

‘1 could have sworn—' said Mr Hunting. 

'‘The candle!’ said Mr Hunting. ‘Who lit the candle?' 

‘'I’he drawer!’ said Mrs Hunting ‘And the money's gone!' She went 
hastily to the doorway. 

‘Of all the extraordinary occurrences-' 

'There was a violent sneeze in the passage. 'They rushed out, and as they 
did so the kitchen door slammed. "Iking the candle,' said Mr Hunting, and 
led the way. 'I'hey both heard a sound of bolts being hastily shot back. 

As he opened the kitchen door he saw through the scullery that the back 
door was just opening, and the faint light of early dawn displayed the dark 
masses of the garden beyond. He is certain that nothing went out of the 
door. It opened, sU)od open for a moment, and then closed with a slam. As it 
did so, the candle Mrs Hunting was carrying from the study dickered and 
flared. It was a minute or more before they entered the kitchen. 

'The place was empty. They refastened the back door, examined the 
kitchen, pantry, and scullery thoroughly, and at last went down into the 
cellar. 'There was not a soul to be found in the house, search as they would. 

Daylight found the vicar and his wife, a quaintly-costumed little couple, 
still marvelling about on their own ground floor by the unnecessary light of 
a guttering candle. 


6 


THE b'URNTTURE THAT WliN'l' MAD 

Now it happened that in the early hours of Whit-Monday, before Millie was 
hunted out for the day, Mr Hall and Mrs Hall both rose and went 
noiselessly down into the cellar. 'I'heir business there was of a private 
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nature, and had something to do with the specific gravity of their beer. 'I’hey 
had hardly entered the cellar when Mrs Hall found she had forgotten to 
bring down a bottle of sarsaparilla from their joint-room. As she was the 
expert and principal operator in this affair. Hall very properly went upstairs 
for it. 

On the landing he was surprised to see that the stranger's door was ajar. 
He went on into his own room and found the bottle as he had been directed. 

Hut returning with the bottle, he noticed that the bolls of the front door 
had been shot back, that the door was in fact simply on the latch. And with a 
flash of inspiration he connected this with the stranger's room upstairs and 
the suggestions of Mr 'Teddy Henfrey. He distinctly remembered holding 
the candle while Airs Hall shot those bolts overnight. At the sight he 
stopped, gaping, then with the bottle still in his hand went upstairs again. 
He rapped at the stranger's door. 'There was no answer. He rapped again; 
then pushed the dimr wide open and entered. 

It was as he expected. 'The bed, the room also, was empty. And what was 
stranger, even to his heavy intelligence, on the bedroom chair and along the 
rail of the bed were scattered the garments, the only garments so far as he 
knew, and the bandages of their guest. I lis big shutch hat even was cocked 
jauntily over the bed-post. 

As Hall stood there he heard his wife's voice coming out of the depth of 
the cellar, with that rapid telescoping of the syllables and interrogative 
cocking up of the final words to a high note, by which the W'est Sussex 
villager is wont to indicate a brisk impatience, ‘(iearge! You gart what a 
wand?' 

At that he turned and hurried down to her. \Ianny,' he said, over the rail 
of the cellar steps, "tas the truth what Henfrey se/. 'ITs not in uz ri>om, 'e 
enl. And the front door's unbolted.' 

At first Mrs Hall did not understand, and as soon as she did she resolved 
to see the empty nn>m for herself. I lall, still holding the bottle, went first. ‘11 
'e ent there,' he said, ‘his close are. And what's 'e doin' without his close, 
then? ''Tas a most curious basness.' 

As they came up the cellar steps, they both, it was afterwards ascertained, 
fancied they heard the front door open and shut, but seeing it closed and 
nothing there, neither said a word to the other about it at the time. Airs 1 lall 
passed her husband in the passage and ran on first upstairs. Some one 
sneezed on the staircase. Hall, following six steps behind, thought that he 
heard her sneeze. She, going on first, was under the impression that Hall 
was sneezing. She flung open the door and stood regarding tb.e room. ‘Of all 
the curious!' she said. 

She heard a sniff close behind her head as it seemed, and, turning, was 
surprised to see Hall a dozen feet off on the topmost stair. Hut in another 
moment he was beside her. She bent forward and put her hand on the pillow 
and then under the clothes. 

‘C^dd,' she said. ‘He's been up this hour or more.' 

As she did so, a most extraordinary thing happened—the bedclothes 
gathered themselves together, leapt up suddenly inti> a sort of peak, and 
then jumped headlong over the bottom rail. It was exactly as it a hand had 
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clutched them in the centre and flung them aside. Immediately after, the 
stranger’s hat hnpped off the bed-post, described a whirling flight in the air 
through the better part of a circle, and then dashed straight at Mrs Hall’s 
face. 'I'hen as swiftly came the sponge from the washstand; and then the 
chair, flinging the stranger’s coal and trousers carelessly aside, and laughing 
dryly in a voice singularly like the stranger’s, turned itself up with its four 
legs at Mrs Hall, seemed to lake aim at her for a moment, and charged at 
her. She screamed and turned, and then the chair legs came gently but 
firmly against her back and impelled her and Hall out of the room. 'The door 
slammed violently and was locked. 'The chair and bed seemed U) be 
executing a dance of triumph l\)r a moment, and then abruptly everything 
was still. 

Mrs Hall was left almost in a fainting condition in Mr I hill’s arms on the 
landing. It was with the greatest diiricully that Mr Hall and Millie, wln> had 
been roused by her scream of alarm, succeeded in getting her downstairs, 
and applying the restoratives customary in these cases. 

‘’Tas sperrits,’ said Mrs Hall. ‘I know ’las sperrits. I’ve read in papers of 
en. 'fables and chairs leaping and dancing-!’ 

‘'fake a drop more, Janny,’ said Hall, ‘’'fwill steady ye.’ 

‘Lock him t)ul,’ said Mrs Hall. ‘Diui’i let him ctmie in again. I half 
guessed—I might ha’ kmnvn. VX'ith them goggling eyes and bandaged head, 
and never going to church of a Sunday. And all they bottles—more’n it’s 
right for any one to have. I le’s put the sperrits into the furniture. My giH)d 
old furniture! ’'fwas in that very chair my pi>or dear mother used to sit when 
I was a little girl. I’o think it should rise up against me now!’ 

‘Just a drop more, Janny,’ said Hall. ‘Your nerves is all upset.’ 

They sent Millie acrt)ss the street through the golden five o’clock 
sunshine to rouse up Mr Sandy Wadgers, the blacksmith. Mr Hall’s 
compliments and the furniture upstairs was behaving nicest extraordinary. 
Would Mr Wadgers come nmnd? He was a knowing man, was Mr Wadgers, 
and very resourceful. He look quite a grave view of the case. ‘Arm darmed ef 
thet ent witchcraft,’ was the view of Mr Sandy Wadgers. ‘You warni 
horseshoes for such gentry as he.’ 

He came round greatly concerned. They wanted him to lead the way 
upstairs to the room, but he didn’t seem U) be in any hurry. He preferred to 
talk in the passage. Over the way Huxter’s apprentice came out and began 
taking down the shutters of the tobacco window. He was called over to join 
the discussion. Mr Huxter naturally followed in the course of a few 
minutes, 'fhe Anglo-Saxon genius for parliamentary government asserted 
itself; there was a great deal of talk and no decisive action. ‘Let’s have the 
facts first,’ insisted Mr Sandy Wadgers. ‘Let’s be sure we’d be acting 
perfectly right in bustin’ that there door open. A door onbust is always open 
to bustin’, but ye can’t onbust a door once you’ve busted en.’ 

And suddenly and most wonderfully the door of the room upstairs 
opened of its own accord, and as they looked up in amazement, they saw 
descending the stairs the muffled figure of the stranger staring more blackly 
and blankly than ever with those unreasonably large blue glass eyes of his. 
He came down stiffly and slowly, staring all the lime; he walked across the 
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passage staring, then stopped. 

‘Look there!’ he said, and their eyes followed the direction of his gloved 
finger and saw a bottle of sarsaparilla hard by the cellar door. Then he 
entered the parlour, and suddenly, swiftly, viciously slammed the door in 
their faces. 

Not a word was spoken until the last echoes of the slam had died away. 
'I'hey stared at one another. ‘Well, if that don’t lick everything!’ said Mr 
Wadgers, and left the alternative unsaid. 

‘I’d go in and ask’n ’bout it,’ said Wadgers, to Mr Hall. ‘I’d d’mand an 
explanation.’ 

It took some time to bring the landlady’s husband up to that pitch. At last 
he rapped, opened the door, and got as far as, ‘Hxcuse me-’ 

‘(lo to the devil!’ said the stranger in a tremendous voice, and ‘Shut that 
doi>r after you.’ Si) that brief interview terminated. 


7 _ 

THf: l.JNVi:iLINCi()F rUH S'l KANdl'R 

'The stranger went into the little parlour of the Coach and Horses about 
half-past five in the morning, and there he remained until near midday, the 
blinds down, the di)or shut, and none, after Hall's repulse, venturing near 
him. 

All that time he must have fasted. 'Thrice he rang his bell, the third time 
furiously and continuously, but no one answered him. ‘Him and his “go to 
the devil” indeed!’ said Mrs Hall. Presently came an imperfect rumour of 
the burglary at the vicarage, and two and two were pul together. Hall, 
assisted by Wadgers, went off to find Mr Shuckleforth, the magistrate, and 
take his advice. No one ventured upstairs. How the stranger occupied 
himself is unknown. Now and then he would stride violently up and down, 
and twice came an outburst of curses, a tearing of paper, and a violent 
smashing t)f bottles. 

'The little group of scared but curious people increased. Mrs Huxter eame 
over; some gay young fellows resplendent in blaek ready-made jackets and 
pique papKT lies, for it was Whit-Monday, joined the group with confused 
interrogations. Young Archie I larker disiinguisheel himselt by going up the 
yard and trying to peep under the window-blinds. He could see nothing, 
but gave reason for supposing that he did, and others of the Iping youth 
presently joined him. 

It was the finest of all possible W^hit-iMondays, and down the village 
street stood a row of nearly a dozen booths and a shooting gallery, and on 
the grass by the forge were three yellow and chocolate waggons and some 
picturesque strangers of both sexes putting up a cocoanut shy. I he 
gentlemen wore blue jerseys, the ladies white aprons and quite fashionable 
hats with heavy plumes. Wodger of the Purple Fawn and Mr Jaggers the 
cobbler, who also sold second-hand ordinary bicycles, were stretehing a 
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string ofuniim-jacks and royal ensigns cwhich had originally ccicbraicd the 
Jubilee) across the road.. . . 

And inside, in the artilieial darkness of the parlour, into which only one 
thin jet of sun penetrated, the stranger, hungry we must suppose, and 
fearful, hidden in his uncomfortable hot wrappings, pi)rcd thnuigh his dark 
glasses upon his paper or chinked his dirty little bottles, and occasionally 
swore savagely at the boys, audible if invisible, outside the windows. In the 
corner by the lireplace lay the fragments of half a di)zen smashed hollies, 
and a pungent tang i)f chlorine tainted the air. So much we knmv from what 
was heard at the time and from what was subsequently seen in the room. 

About noon he suddenly opened his parlour door and stood glaring 
fixedly at the three (^r four people in the bar. "Mrs I lall,' he said. Somebody 
went sheepishly and called for Mrs Hall. 

Mrs Hall appeared after an interval, a little short of breath, but all the 
fiercer for that. Hall was still out. She had deliberated over the scene, and 
she came holding a little tray with an unsettled bill upon it. 'Is it yi>ur bill 
you’re wanting, sir?' she said. 

'Why wasn't my breakfast laid? Why haven't you prepared my meals and 
answered my bell? Do you think I live without eating?' 

'Why isn't my bill paid?’ said Mrs Hall. ''That's what I want \o know.' 

'I told you three days ago I was awaiting a remittance-' 

'I told you two days ago I wasn’t going to await no remittances. You can't 
grumble if your breakfast waits a bit, if my bill's been waiting these five 
days, can you?' 

'The stranger swore briefly but vividly. 

'Nar, nar!’ from the bar. 

‘And I'd thank you kindly, sir, if you'd keep yi>ur swearing to yourself, 
sir,' said Mrs Hall. 

'The stranger stood looking more like an angry diving-helmet than ever. 
It was universally felt in the bar that Mrs Hall had the better of him. His 
next words showed as much. 

'Hook here, my good woman—' he began. 

‘Don’t good woman ///e,’ said Mrs Hall. 

'I’ve told you my remittance hasn’t come-' 

‘Remittance indeed!’ said Mrs Hall. 

'Still, I daresay in my pocket-’ 

‘You told me two days ago that you hadn’t anything but a sovereign’s 
worth of silver upon you-’ 

‘Well, I’ve found some more-’ 

‘’Ul-/f).'’ from the bar. 

‘I wonder where you found ill’ said Mrs Hall. 

"That seemed to annoy the stranger very much. He stamped his foot. 
'What do you mean?’ he said. 

‘That I wonder where you found it,’ said Mrs Hall ‘And before I lake any 
bill or get any breakfasts, or do any such things whatsoever, you got to tell 
me one or tw'o things 1 don’t understand, and what nobody don’t 
understand, and what everybody is very anxious to understand. I want 
know what you been doing t’ my chair upstairs, and I want know' how ’tis 
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your riH^m was empty, and how you got in again. Them as stops in this 
himse eomes in by the doors—that's the rule of the house, and that you 
didn't do, and what 1 want know is how you did eome in. And I want 
kninv-’ 

Suddenly the stranger raised his gloved hands elenehed, stamped his 
foot, and said, ‘Stop!' with sueh extraordinary vii)lence that he sileneed her 
instantly. 

‘You don’t understand,’ he said, ‘who I am or w'hat I am. I’ll show you. 
By Heaven! I’ll show you.' 'Then he put his open palm over his faee and 
withdrew it. 'The centre of his faee became a black cavity. ‘Here,’ he said. 
He stepped forward and handed Mrs Hall something which she, staring at 
his metann)rphosed face, accepted automatically. 'Then, w hen she saw w'hat 
it was, she screamed loudly, dropped it, and staggered back. "I'he nose-—il 
was the stranger’s nose! pink and shining—rolled on the floor. 

'Then he removed his spectacles, and every one in the bar gasped. I le took 
otl his hat, and with a vic^lent gesture tore at his wiiiskers and bandages. 1‘or 
a moment they resisted him. A Hash of horrible anticipation passed through 
the bar. ‘Oh, my Ciard!’ said some one. 'Then off they came. 

It was worse than anything. Mrs Hall, standing open-mouthed and 
horn^r-struck, shrieked at what she saw, and made for the door of the house, 
livery one began to move. 'They were prepared for scars, disfigurements, 
tangible luirrors, but nothini^! 'The bandages and false hair flew* across the 
passage into the bar, making a hobbledehoy jump to avoid them. Hvery one 
tumbled on every v)ne else dtnvn the steps, b'or the man who stood there 
shouting some incoherent explanation, was a solid gesticulating figure up to 
the coat-collar of him, and then—nothingness, no visible thing at all! 

People down the village heard shouts and sh.rieks, and looking up the 
street saw the (ioach and Horses violently firing out its humanity. They saw 
Mrs Hall fall down and Mr 'Teddy Henfrey jump to avoid tumbling over 
her, and then they heard the frightful screams of Millie, who, emerging 
suddenly from the kitchen at the noise of the tumult, had come upon the 
headless stranger from behind. 

b’orthwith every one all down the street, the sweet-stulf seller, cocoanut 
shy proprietor and his assistant, the swing man, little boys and girls, rustic 
dandies, smart wenches, smocked elders and aproned gipsies, began 
running towards the inn; and in a miraculously short space of time a crowd 
of perhaps forty people, and rapidly increasing, swayed and hooted and 
inquired and exclaimed and suggested, in front (T Mrs Hall’s establish¬ 
ment. livery one seemed eager to talk at once, and the result was babel. A 
small group supported Mrs Hall, who w’as picked up in a state of collapse. 
'There w^as a conference, and the incredible evidence of a vociferous eye¬ 
witness. ‘O’ Bogey!’ ‘What’s he been doin’, then?’ ‘Ain’t hurt the girl, 'as 
’e?’ ‘Run at en with a knife, I believe’ ‘No 'ed, I tell ye. I don’t mean no 
manner of speaking, I mean niarn 'ithout a' ed!' ‘Narnsense! 'tas some 
conjuring trick.’ ‘Fetched off 'is wrappin’s 'e did—’ 

In its struggles to see in through llie open door, the crow’d formed itself 
into a straggling w'edge, with the more adventurous apex nearest the inn. 
‘He stood for a moment, I heerd the gal scream, and he turned. 1 saw her 
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skirts whisk, and he went after her. Didn’t take ten seconds. Back he comes 
with a knife in uz hand and a loaf; stood just as if he was staring. Not a 
moment ago. Went in that there door. I tell 'e, ’e ain’t gart no ’cd 'l all. You 
just missed cn-’ 

"I'here was a disturbance behind, and the speaker stopped to step aside for 
a little procession that was marching very resolutely towards the house— 
first Mr Hall, very red and determined, then Mr Bobby Jaffers, the village 
constable, and then the wary Mr Wadgers. 'I'hey had come now armed with 
a warrant. 

People shouted conflicting information of the recent circumstances. ‘’l{d 
or no ’ed,' said Jafl'ers, ‘1 got to ’rest en, and 'rest en I ?e/7/.’ 

Mr Hall marched up the steps, marched straight to the door of the 
parlour and flung it open. ‘C’onstahle,’ he said, ‘do your duty.’ 

Jailers marched in. Hall next, Wadgers last, 'fhey saw in the dim light the 
headless figure lacing them, with a gnawed crust of bread in one gloved 
hand and a chunk of cheese in the other. 

‘That’s him!’ said Hall. 

‘What the devil’s this?' came in a tone of angry expostulation from above 
the collar of the figure. 

‘You’re a damned rum customer, mister,’ said Mr Jalfers. ‘But ’ed or no 
'cd, the warrant says “body,” and duty’s duty-' 

‘Keep olir said the figure, starling back. 

Abruptly he whipped down the bread and cheese, and Mr Hall just 
grasped the knife on the table in lime to save it. Olf came the stranger’s left 
glove and was slapped in Jailer's face. In another moment Jall'ers, culling 
short some statement concerning a warrant, had gripped him by the 
handless wrist and caught his invisible throat. He got a sounding kick on the 
shin that made him shout, but he kept his grip. Hall sent the knife sliding 
along the table to Wadgers, who acted as goal-keeper for the olfensive, so to 
speak, and then stepped forward as Jalfers and the stranger swayed and 
staggered towards him, clutching and hitting in. A chair stood in the way, 
and went aside with a crash as they came down together. 

‘Get the feel,’ said Jalfers between his teeth. 

Mr Hall, endeavouring to act on instructions, receiving a si)unding kick 
in the ribs that disposed of him for a moment, and Mr Wadgers, seeing the 
decapitated stranger had rolled over and got the upper side of Jalfers, 
retreated towards the door, knife in hand, and so collided with Mr Huxter 
and the Siddermc^rton carter coming to the rescue of law and order. At the 
same moment down came three or four bottles from the chiffonier and shot a 
web of pungency into the air of the room. 

‘I’ll surrender,’ cried the stranger, though he had Jafl'ers down, and in 
another moment he stood up panting, a strange figure, headless and 
handless—for he had pulled off his right glove now as well as his left. ‘It’s no 
good,’ he said, as if sobbing for breath. 

It w^as the strangest thing in the world to hear that voice coming as if out 
of empty space, but the Sussex peasants are perhaps the most matter-of-fact 
people under the sun. Jafl'ers got up also and produced a pair of handcufl's. 
'Then he started. 
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‘I say!' said Jailers, brought up short by a dim realisation of the 
incongruity of the whole business. ‘l')arm it! C'.an't use ’em as 1 can see.’ 

^rhe stranger ran his arm down his waistcoat, and as if by a miracle the 
buttons to which his empty sleeve pointed became undone. 'Then he said 
something about his shin, and sttn^ped down. He seemed to be fumbling 
with his shoes and socks. 

‘Why!’ said Huxter, suddenly, ‘that's not a man at all. It’s just empty 
clothes. Look! You can see down his collar and the linings of his clothes. I 
could put my arm-' 

He extended his hand; it seemed to meet something in mid-air, and he 
drew it back with a sharp exclamation. ‘I wish you'd keej'J your lingers out of 
my eye,’ said the aerial voice, in a tone of savage expostulation. ‘'The fact is. 
I’m all here: head, hands, legs, and all the rest of it, but it happens I'm 
invisible. It’s a confounded nuisance, but 1 am. rhal's no reason why I 
should be poked to pieces by every stupid bumpkin in Iping, is it?' 

'The suit id' clothes, now all unbuttimed and hanging loosely upon its 
unseen supports, stood up, arms akimbo. 

Several other of the men folks had now entered the roiMii, so that it was 
closely crowded. ‘Invisible, eigh?' said Huxter, ignoring the stranger’s 
abuse. ‘W'ho ever heard the likes of that?’ 

‘It's strange, perhaps, but it’s not a crime, \\1iy am I assaulted by a 
policeman in this fashion?’ 

‘Ah! that’s a dilferenl matter,’ said Jatfers. ‘No doubt you are a bit diliicult 
to see in this light, but I got a warrant, and it's all correct. W’hat I'm after 
ain’t no invisibility—it’s burglary. 'There’s a house been broken into and 
monev took.' 

‘Well?’ 

‘And circumstances certainly point-’ 

‘Stuif and nonsense!’ said the Invisible Man. 

‘I hope so, sir; but I’ve got my instructions.’ 

‘VC'ell,’ said the stranger, ‘I’ll come. I’ll conic. Hut no handcutfs.’ 

‘It’s the regular thing,’ said Jatfers. 

‘No handculfs,’ stipulated the stranger. 

‘Pardon me,' said Jatfers. 

Abruptly the tigure sat dow n, and before any one could realise what was 
being done, the slippers, socks, and trousers had been kicked oil under the 
table. 'Then he sprang up again and tlung olf his coat. 

‘I lere, stop that,’ said Jailers, suddenly realising what was happening. I le 
gripped the waistcoat; it struggled, and the shin slipped out ot it and lett it 
limp and empty in his hand. ‘Hold him!’ said Jatfers loudly. ‘Once he gets 
they things otf-!’ 

‘Hold him!’ cried every one, and there w’as a rush at the Iluttering white 
shirt which was now* all that was visible of the stranger. 

The shirt-sleeve planted a shrew’d bknv in Hall’s tace that stopped his 
open-armed advance, and sent him backw*ard into old I oothsome the 
sexton, and in another moment the garment was lilted up and became 
convulsed and vacantly Happing about the arms, even as a shirt that is being 
thrust over a man’s head. Jailers clutched at it, and only helped to pull it off; 
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he was struck in the mouth out of the air, and incontinently drew his 
truncheon and smote 'Teddy Henfrey savagely upon the crown of his head. 

‘l.ogk out!’ said everybody, fencing at random and hitting at nothing. 

. ‘^fbtd-hirri! Shut the door! Don't let him loose! I got something! Here he is!’ 
/Pi perfect babel of noises they made. Everybody, it seemed, was being hit all 
• Sandy Wadgers, knowing as ever and his wits sharpened by a 

Tfig^ti4ijjfl?low in the nose, reopened the door and led the rout. The others, 
foHpyk^ing incontinently, were jammed for a moment in the corner by the 
\ioorway.The hitting continued. Phipps, the Unitarian, had a front tooth 
broken, and Henfrey was injured in the cartilage of his ear. Jalfers was 
struck under the jaw, and, turning, caught at something that intervened 
between him and Huxier in the melee, and prevented their coming together. 
He felt a muscular chest, and in another moment the whole mass of 
struggling, excited men shot out into the crowded hall. 

‘1 got him!’ shouted Jatfers, choking and reeling through them all, and 
wrestling with purple face and swelling veins against his unseen enemy. 

Men staggered right and left as the extraordinary conflict swayed swiftly 
towards the house door, and went spinning down the half-do/.en steps of the 
inn. Jatt'ers cried in a strangled voice—holding tight, nevertheless, and 
making play with his knee—spun round, and fell heavily undermost with 
his head on the gravel. Only then did his lingers relax. 

'I'here were excited cries of‘Hold him!’ ‘Invisible!’ and so forth, and a 
young fellow, a stranger in the place wht>se name did not come to light, 
rushed in at once, caught something, missed his hold, and fell over the 
constable’s prostrate body. Halfway across the road, a woman screamed as 
something pushed by her; a dog, kicked apparently, yelped and ran howling 
into Huxter's yard, and with that the transit of the Invisible Man was 
accomplished, b’or a space people stood amazed and gesticulating, and then 
came Panic, and scattered them abroad through the village as a gust scatters 
dead leaves. 

Hut Jailers lay quite still, face upward and knees bent. 


8 _ 

INTRANSTl’ 

'i'he eighth chapter is exceedingly brief, and relates that Gibbins, the 
amateur naturalist of the district, while lying out on the spacious open 
downs without a soul within a couple of miles of him, as he thought, and 
almost dozing, heard close to him the sound as of a man coughing, sneezing, 
and then swearing savagely to himself; and looking, beheld nothing. Yet the 
voice was indisputable. It continued to swear with that breadth and variety 
that distinguishes the swearing of a cultivated man. It grew to a climax, 
diminished again, and died away in the distance, going as it seemed to him 
in the direction of Adderdean. It lifted to a spasmodic sneeze and ended. 
Gibbins had heard nothing of the morning’s occurrences, but the 
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phenomenon was so striking and disturbing that his philosophical 
tranquillity vanished; he got up hastily, and hurried down the steepness of 
the hill towards the village, as fast as he eould go. _ 
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MR'mOMAS MARVi:L 

You must picture Mr 'Thomas Marvel as a person of copious, Ilexible 
visage, a nose of cylindrical protrusion, a liquorish, ample, fluctuaiing 
mouth, and a beard of bristling eccentricity. His figure inclined to 
embonpoint; his short limbs accentuated this inclination. He wore a furry 
silk hat, and the frequent substitution i>f twine and shoe-laces for buttons, 
apparent at critical points of his costume, marked a man essentially 
bacheli^r. 

Mr 'riu)mas Marvel was sitting with his feet in a ditch by the roadside 
over the dinvn tmvard Adderdean, about a mile and a half our of Iping. His 
leet, save for socks of irregular open-work, were bare, his big toes were 
broad, and pricked like the ears of a watchful dog. In a leisurely manner— 
he did everything in a leisurely manner—he was contemplating trying on a 
pair of boots. 'They were the si^undest boots he had come across for a long 
time, but too large for him; whereas the ones he had were, in dry weather, a 
very comfortable fit, but too thin-st)Ied for damp. Mr 'Tliomas Marvel hated 
roomy boots, but then he hated damp. He had never properly thought out 
which he hated most, and it was a pleasant day, and there was nothing better 
to do. So lie put the four boots in a graceful group on the turf and looked at 
them. And seeing them there among the grass and springing agrimony, it 
suddenly occurred to him that both pairs were exceedingly ugly to see. He 
was not at all startled by a \oicc behind him. 

‘'TheyVe boots, anyhow,' said the voice. 

‘'They are—charity boots,' said Mr 'Thomas Marvel, with his head on one 
side regarding them distastefully; ‘and which is the ugliest pair in the whole 
blessed universe. I'm darned if 1 know!' 

‘H’m,' said the voice. 

‘I've worn worse—in fact. I've worn none. Hut none so owdacious ugly— 
if you'll allow the expression. I've been cadging boots—in particular—for 
days. Because 1 was sick of them. 'I'hey're sound enough, of course. Hut a 
gentleman on tramp sees such a thundering lot ot his boots. And if you 11 
believe me. I've raised nothing in the w’hole blessed county, try as I would, 
but Look at 'em! And a good county for boots, loo, in a general way. 

Hut it’s just my promiscuous luck. I've got my boots in this county ten years 
or more. And then they treat you like this.' 

‘It’s a beast of a county,’ said the voice. ‘And pigs for people.' 

‘Ain’t it?’ said Mr 'Thomas Marvel. ‘Lord! Hut them bools! It beats it.’ 

He turned his head over his shoulder to the right, to look at the boots of 
his interlocutor with a view to comparisons, and lo! w^herc the boots ot his 
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interlocutor should have been were neither legs nor boots. He turned his 
head over his shoulder to the left, and there also were neither legs nor bools. 
He was irradiated by the dawn of a great amazement. 'Where arc yer?’ said 
Mr "I'homas Marvel over his shoulder and coming round on all fours. He 
saw a stretch i^f empty downs with the wind swaying and remote green- 
pointed furze bushes. 

'Am I drunk?' said Mr xMarvel. ‘Have I had visions? Was I talking to 
mysell? What the-' 

'Don't be alarmed,' said a voice. 

‘None of your ventriloquising ///e,' said Mr 'I homas Marvel, rising 
sharply u> his feet. 'Where arc ycr? Alarmed, indeed!' 

'Don't be alarmed,' repeated the voice. 

' Youll be alarmed in a minute, you silly fool,' said Mr I'liomas Marvel. 
'Where arc yer? Lemme get my mark on yer" 

'Are you buried?' said Mr 'rhomas Marvel, after an interval. 

'There was no answer. Mr'I'homas Marvel stood bootless and amazed, his 
jacket nearly thrown olf. 

'Peewit,' said a peewit, very remote. 

'Peewit, indeed!' said Mr 'Thomas Marvel. ''This ain't no time fiM* 
foolery.' I’he down was desolate, east and west, north and smith; the road 
with its shallow ditches and white bordering stakes, ran smooth and empty 
north and south, and, save for that peewit, the blue sky was empty too. 'So 
help me,’ said Mr 'Tln^mas Marvel, shuliling his coat on to his shoulders 
again. 'It's the drink! I might ha' known.' 

‘It’s not the drink,' said the voice. 'You keep your nerves steady.' 

'Ow!'said Mr Marvel, and his face grew white amidst its patches. 'It's the 
drink,’ his lips repealed noiselessly. He remained staring about him, 
rotating slowly backwards. 'I could have sn'orc I heard a voice,' he 
whispered. 

'Of course yini did.' 

'It's there again,' said Mr Marvel, closing his eyes and clasping his hand 
on his brow with a tragic gesture. He was suddenly taken by the collar and 
shaken vii)lently and left more dazed than ever. 'Don't be a fool,' said the 
voice. 

‘I'm—off—my—blooming—chump,' said Mr Marvel. 'It's no good. It's 
fretting about them blarsled boots. I’m oif my blessed bloimiing chump. C^r 
it’s spirits.' 

'Neither one thing nor the other,’ said the voice. 'Listen!' 

'Chump,' said Air Marvel. 

‘One minute,’ said the voice penetratingly,—tremulous with self-conin^l. 

'Well?' said Air Thomas Marvel, with a strange feeling of having been 
dug in the chest by a linger. 

‘You think I’m just imagination? Just imagination?' 

‘What else can you be?’ said Air 'Thomas Marvel, rubbing the back of his 
neck. 

'Very wx'll,’ said the voice, in a tone of relief. ‘'Then I’m going to throw 
flints at you till you think differently.’ 

‘But where are yer?’ 
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'I'hc voice made no answer. Whiz came a flini, apparently out of the air, 
and missed Mr Marvel's shoulder by a hair's breadth. Mr Marvel, turning, 
saw a flint jerk up into the air, trace a complicated path, hang for a moment, 
and then fling at his feet with almost invisible rapidity. He was too amazed 
to dodge. Whiz it came, and ricocheted from a bare toe into the ditch. Mr 
'Thomas Marvel jumped a foot and howled aloud. 'Then he started to run, 
tripped over an unseen obstacle, and came head over heels into a sitting 
position. 

"Nozt\' said the voice, as a third stone curved upward and hung in the air 
above the tramp. ‘Am 1 imagination?’ 

Mr Marvel by way of reply struggled to his feet, and was immediately 
rolled over again. He lay quiet for a moment. ‘If you struggle any more,' 
said the voice, ‘I shall throw the flint at your head.’ 

‘It's a fair do,’ said Mr 'Thomas Marvel, sitting up, taking his wounded 
toe in hand and fixing his eye on the third missile. ‘1 don't understand it. 
Stones flinging themselves. Stones talking. Put yourself down. Rot away. 
I'm done.’ 

The third flint fell. 

‘It's very simple,' said the voice. ‘I'm an invisible man.' 

‘'Tell us something 1 don't know,’ said Mr Marvel, gasping with pain. 
‘Where you've hid—how you do it— I don't know. I'm beat.' 

‘'That’s all,’ said the voice. ‘I’m invisible. That's what I want you to 
understand.’ 

‘Any one could see that. 'There is no need for you to be so confounded 
impatient, mister. Xozc then. (live us a notion. How are you hid?' 

‘I'm invisible. 'That’s the great point. And what I want you to understand 
is this-’ 

‘Hut whcreabiHits?' interrupted Mr Marvel. 

‘Here! Six yards in front of y(UJ.’ 

‘Oh, conic! I ain't blind. You'll be telling me next you're just thin air. I’m 
not i)ne of your ignorant tramps-’ 

‘Yes, I-arn—thin air. You're looking through me.' 

‘What! Ain’t there any stulf to you? \\k\ ct —what is it.-*—jabber. Is it 
that?' 

‘I am just a human being—solid, needing food and drink, needing 
covering too— Hut I'm invisible. You see.'' Invisible. Simple idea. 
Invisible.’ 

‘What, real like?’ 

‘Yes, real.’ 

‘Pet’s have a hand of you,’ said Marvel, ‘if you arc real. It won't be so 
darn out-of-the-way like, then— Lord!' he said, ‘how you made me jump!— 
gripping me like that!’ 

He felt the hand that had closed round his wrist with his disengaged 
lingers, and his touch went timorously up the arm, patted a muscular chest, 
and explored a bearded face. Marvel’s face was astonishment. 

‘I’m dashed!’ he said. ‘If this don't beat cock-lighting! Most 
remarkable!—And there I can see a rabbit clean thn>ugh you, 'arf a mile 
away! Not a bit of vou visible—except ’ 
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He scrutinised the apparently empty space keenly. ‘You 'aven’t been 
eatin' bread and cheese?’ he asked, holding the invisible arm. 

‘You're quite right, and it’s not quite assimilated into the system.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Mr Marvel. ‘Sort of ghostly, though.’ 

‘Of course, all this isn’t so wonderful as you think.’ 

‘It’s quite wonderful enough for my modest wants,’ said Air 'Thomas 
Marvel. ‘Howjer manage it? How the dooce is it done?' 

‘It’s too long a story. And besides-’ 

‘I tell you, the whole business fair beats me,’ said Mr Marvel. 

‘What I want to say at present is this: I need help. I have come to that—I 
came upon you suddenly. I was wandering, mad with rage, naked, 
impotent. I could have murdered. And I saw you-’ 

'‘Lonir said Mr Alarvel. 

‘I came up behind you—hesitated—went on-’ 

Air Alarvel’s expression was eloquent. 

‘—then stopped. “Here,” I said, “is an outcast like myself. 'This is the 
man for me.” So I turned back and came io you—you. And-’ 

"Lordr said Air Alarvel. ‘But I’m all in a tizzy. Alay I ask—How is it? And 
what you may be requiring in the way of help?— Invisible!’ 

‘1 want you to help me get clothes—and shelter—and then, with other 
things. I’ve left them long enough. If you won’t — well! But you will — mmi" 

‘Look here,’ said Air Alarvel. ‘I’m too flabbergasted. Don’t knock me 
about any mtire. And leave me go. I must get steady a bit. And you’ve pretty 
near broken my toe. It’s all so unreasonable. Bmpty downs, empty sky. 
Nothing visible for miles except the bosom of Nature. And then comes a 
voice. A voice out of heaven! And stones! And a fist—Lord!’ 

‘PuP yourself together,’ said the voice, ‘for you have to do the job I’ve 
chosen for you.’ 

Air Alarvel blew out his cheeks, and his eyes were round. 

‘I’ve chosen you,’ said the voice. ‘You are the only man, except some of 
those fools down there, who knows there is such a thing as an invisible man. 
You have to be my helper. Help me—and I will do great things for you. An 
invisible man is a man of power.’ He su>pped for a moment ti> sneeze 
violently. 

‘But if you betray me,’ he said, ‘if you fail to do as I direct you-' 

He paused and tapped Air Alarvel’s shoulder smartly. Air Alarvel gave a 
yelp of terror at the touch. ‘7 don’t want to betray you,’ said Air Alarvel, 
edging away from the direction of the fingers. ‘Don’t you go a-thinking that, 
whatever you do. All I want to do is to help you—just tell me what I got to 
do. (Lord!) Whatever you want done, that I’m most willing to do.’ 
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MR MARVHi;S VISIT TO IPING 

After the first gusty panic had spent itself I ping became argumentative. 
Scepticism suddenly reared its head—rather nervous scepticism, not at all 
assured of its back, but scepticism nevertheless. It is so much easier not to 
believe in an invisible man; and those who had actually seen him dissolve 
into air, or felt the strength of his arm, could be counted on the fingers of 
two hands. And of these witnesses Mr Wadgers was presently missing, 
having retired impregnably behind the bolts and bars of his own house, and 
JalTers was lying stunned in the parlour of the Coach and Horses. Great and 
strange ideas transcending experience often have less effect upon men and 
women than smaller, more tangible considerations. Iping was gay with 
bunting, and everybody was in gala dress. Whit-Monday had been looked 
forward to for a month or more. By the afternoon even those who believed 
in the Unseen were beginning to resume their little amusements in a 
tentative fashion, on the supposition that he had quite gone away, and with 
the sceptics he was already a jest. But people, sceptics and believers alike, 
were remarkably sociable all that day. 

Haysman’s meadow was gay with a lent, in which Mrs Bunting and other 
ladies were preparing tea, while, without, the Sunday-school children ran 
races and played games under the noisy guidance of the curate and the 
Misses Cuss and Sackbut. No doubt there was a slight uneasiness in the air, 
but people for the most part had the sense to conceal whatever imaginative 
qualms they experienced. On the village green an inclined string, down 
w^hich, clinging the while to a pulley-swung handle, one could be hurled 
violently against a sack at the other end, came in for considerable favour 
among the adolescent. There w'ere swings and cocoanut shies and 
promenading, and the steam organ attached to the swings filled the air with 
a pungent flavour of oil and w ith equally pungent music. Members of the 
(Hub, who had attended church in the morning, w^erc splendid in badges of 
pink and green, and some of the gayer-minded had also adorned their 
bowler hats with brilliant-coloured favours of ribbon. Old bietcher, whose 
conceptions of holiday-making were severe,was visible through the jasmine 
about his window or through the open door (whichever way you chose to 
look), poised delicately on a plank supported on two chairs, and 
whitewashing the ceiling of his front room. 

About four o’clock a stranger entered the village from the direction of the 
downs. He was a short, stout person in an extraordinarily shabby top hat, 
and he appeared to be very much out of breath. His cheeks were alternately 
limp and tightly puffed. His mottled face was apprehensive, and he moved 
with a sort of reluctant alacrity. He turned the corner bv the church, and 
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directed his way to the Coach and Horses. Among others old h'letcher 
remembers seeing him, and indeed the old gentleman was so struck by his 
peculiar agitation that he inadvertently allowed a quantity of whitewash to 
run down the brush into the sleeve of his coat while regarding him. 

'Fhis stranger, to the perceptions of the proprietor of the cocoanut shy, 
appeared to be talking to himself, and Mr Huxter remarked the same thing. 
He stopped at the foot of the Coach and Horses steps, and, according to Mr 
Huxter, appeared to undergo a severe internal struggle before he could 
induce himself to enter the house. Finally he marched up the steps, and was 
seen by Mr Huxter to turn to the left and open the door of the parlour. Mr 
Huxter heard voices from within the room and from the bar apprising the 
man of his error. ‘That room’s private!’ said Hall, and the stranger shut the 
door clumsily and went into the bar. 

In the course of a few minutes he reappeared, wiping his lips with the 
back of his hand with an air of quiet satisfaction that somehow impressed 
Mr Huxter as assumed. He stood looking about him for some moments, and 
then Mr Huxter saw him w’alk in an oddly furtive manner towards the gates 
of the yard, upon which the parlour window opened. The stranger, after 
some hesitation, leant against one of the gate-posts, produced a short clay 
pipe, and prepared to fill it. His fingers trembled while doing so. He lit it 
clumsily, and folding his arms began to smoke in a languid attitude, an 
attitude which his occasional quick glances up the yard altogether belied. 

All this Mr Huxter saw over the canisters of the tobacco window, and the 
singularity of the man’s behaviour prompted him to maintain his 
observation. 

Presently the stranger stood up abruptly and put his pipe in his pocket. 
'Phen he vanished into the yard. Forthwith Mr Huxter, conceiving he was 
witness of some petty larceny, leapt round his counter and ran out into the 
road to intercept the thief. As he did so, Mr Marvel reappeared, his hat 
askew, a big bundle in a blue table-cloth in one hand, and three books tied 
together—as it proved afterwards with the Vicar’s braces—in the other. 
Directly he saw Huxter he gave a sort of gasp, and turning sharply to the 
left, began to run. ‘Stop thief!’ cried Huxter, and set off after him. Mr 
Huxter’s sensations were vivid but brief. He saw the man just before him 
and spurting briskly for the church corner and the hill road. He saw the 
village flags and festivities beyond, and a face or so turned towards him. He 
bawled, ‘Stop!’ again. He had hardly gone ten strides before his shin was 
caught in some mysterious fashion, and he was no longer running, but 
flying with inconceivable rapidity through the air. He saw the ground 
suddenly close to his face. The world seemed to splash into a million 
whirling specks of light, and subsequent proceedings interested him no 
more. 
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IN THK COACH AND HORSliS 

Now in order clearly to understand what had happened in the inn, it is 
necessary to go back to the moment when Mr Marvel first came into view of 
Mr Huxter’s window. At that precise moment Mr Cuss and Mr Hunting 
were in the parlour. 'I'hey were seriously investigating the strange 
occurrences of the morning, and were, with Mr Hall's permission, making a 
thorough examination of the Invisible Man's belongings. Jalfers had 
partially recovered from his fall and had gone home in the charge of his 
sympathetic friends. 'The stranger's scattered garments had been removed 
by Mrs Hall and the room tidied up. And on the table under the window 
where the stranger had been wont to work. Cuss had hit almost at once on 
three big books in manuscript labelled ‘Diary.' 

‘Diary!’ said C^uss, putting the three books on the table. ‘Now, at any rate, 
wc shall learn something.' 'I'he Vicar stood with his hands on the table. 

‘Diary,' repeated ('uss, sitting dowm, putting tw'o volumes to support the 
third, and opening it. ‘H'm—no name on the flyleaf. Holher!—cypher. And 
figures.’ 

'Fhe Vicar came round to look over his shoulder. 

Cuss turned the pages over with a face suddenly disappointed. ‘I’m— 
dear me! It’s all cypher. Hunting.’ 

‘There are no diagrams?’ asked Mr Hunting. ‘No illustrations throwing 
light-’ 

‘See for yourself,’ said Mr (aiss. *Some of it’s mathematical and some of 
it’s Russian or some such language (to judge by the letters), and some of it’s 
Creek. Now the Creek I thought m/-’ 

‘Of course,’ said Mr Hunting, taking out and wiping his spectacles and 
feeling suddenlv very uncomfortable,—for he had no Greek left in his mind 
w'orth talking about; ‘yes—the (ireek, of course, may furnish a clue.’ 

‘I'll find you a place.’ 

‘I’d rather glance through the volumes first,’ said Mr Hunting, still 
wiping. ‘A general impression first. Cuss, and tZ/e//, you know, we can go 
looking for clues.’ 

He coughed, put on his glasses, arranged them fastidiously, coughed 
again, and wished something w^ould happen to avert the seemingly 
inevitable exposure. Then he took the volume Cuss handed him in a 
leisurely manner. And then something did happen. 

The door opened suddenly. 

Hoth gentlemen started violently, looked round, and were relieved to see 
a sporadically rosy face beneath a furry silk hat. ‘'lap?’ asked the face, and 
stood staring. 
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‘No,’ said both gentlemen at once. 

‘Over the other side, my man,’ said Mr Bunting. And ‘Please shut that 
door,’ said Mr Cuss irritably. 

‘All right,’ said the intruder, as it seemed, in a low voice curiously 
different from the huskiness of its first enquiry. ‘Right you arc,’ said the 
intruder in the former voice. ‘Stand clear!’ and he vanished and closed the 
door. 

‘A sailor, I should judge,’ said Mr Bunting. ‘Amusing fellows they arc. 
Stand clear! indeed. A nautical term referring to his getting back out of the 
room, I suppose.’ 

‘I daresay so,’ said Cuss. ‘My nerves are all loose to-day. It quite made me 
jump— the door opening like that.’ 

Mr Bunting smiled as if he had not jumped. ‘And now,’ he said with a 
sigh, ‘these books.’ 

‘One minute,’ said Cuss, and went and locked the door. ‘Now I think we 
arc safe from interruption.’ 

Some one sniffed as he did so. 

‘One thing is indisputable,’ said Bunting, drawing up a chair next to that 
of Cuss. ‘There certainly have been very strange things happen in I ping 
during the last few days—very strange. 1 cannot of course believe in this 
absurd invisibility story-’ 

‘It’s incredible,’ said Cuss, ‘—incredible. But the fact remains that 1 
saw'—I certainly saw right down his sleeve-’ 

‘But did you—are you sure? Suppose a mirror, for instance,— 
hallucinations are so easily produced. I don't know* if you have ever seen a 
really good conjuror-’ 

‘I won’t argue again,’ said Cuss. ‘We’ve thrashed that out. Bunting. And 
just mwv there’s these books—Ah! here's some of w'hal I take to be Greek! 
Greek letters certainly.’ 

He pointed to the middle of the page. Mr Bunting flushed slightly and 
brought his face nearer, apparently finding some difficulty w'ith his glasses. 
Suddenly he became aware of a strange feeling at the nape of his neck. He 
tried to raise his head, and encountered an immovable resistance. 'I he 
feeling w'as a curious pressure, the grip of a heavy, firm hand, and it bore his 
chin irresistibly to the table. "‘Don't nioi^e, little wen' whispered a voice, ‘er 
77/ brain you both!' He looked into the face of (’uss, close to his own, and 
each saw a horrified reflection of his own sickly astonishment. 

‘I’m sorry to handle you roughly,’ said the Voice, ‘but it’s unavoidable. 

‘Since when did you learn to pry into an investigator’s private 
memoranda?’ said the Voice; and two chins struck the table simultaneously, 
and two sets of teeth rattled. 

‘Since when did you learn to invade the private rooms of a man in 
misfortune?’ and the concussion was repeated. 

‘Where have they put my clothes? 

‘Idsten,’ said the Voice. ‘The windows are fastened and I’ve taken the key 
out of the door. I am a fairly strong man, and I have the poker handy— 
besides being invisible. 'Fhcrc’s not the slightest doubt that I could kill you 
both and get away quite easily if I wanted to—do you understand? Very 
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well. If I let you go will you promise not to try any nonsense and do what I 
tell you?’ 

The Vicar and the Doctor looked at one another, and the Doctor pulled a 
face. ‘Yes,’ said Mr Bunting, and the Doctor repeated it. Then the pressure 
on the necks relaxed, and the Doctor and the Vicar sat up, both very red in 
the face and wriggling their heads. 

‘Please keep sitting where you are,’ said the Invisible Man. ‘Here’s the 
poker, you see. 

‘When 1 came into this room,’ continued the Invisible Man, after 
presenting the poker to the tip of the nose of each of his visitors, ‘I did not 
expect to find it occupied, and I expected to find, in addition to my books of 
memoranda, an outfit of clothing. Where is it? No,—don’t rise. I can sec it’s 
gone. Now, just at present, though the days are quite warm enough for an 
invisible man to run about stark, the evenings are chilly. I want clothing— 
and other accommodation; and I must also have those three books.’ 


12 

rUH INVTSIBLH MAN LOSES HIS TEMPER 

It is unavoidable that at this point the narrative should break off again, for a 
certain very painful reason that will presently be apparent. While these 
things were going on in the parlour, and while Mr Iluxtcr was watching 
Mr Marvel smoking his pipe against the gate, not a dozen yards away were 
Mr Hall and 'Leddy Ilenfrcy discussing in a slate of cloudy puzzlement the 
one Iping topic. 

Suddenly there came a violent thud against the door of the parlour, a 
sharp cry, and then—silence. 

‘/////—lo!’ said Teddy Henfrey. 

‘Hul— lo!' from the Tap. 

Mr Hall took things in slowly but surely. ‘'I'hai ain’t right,’ he said, and 
came round from behind the bar towards the parlour door. 

He and Teddy approached the door together, with intent faces. 'Pheir 
eyes considered. ‘Summal wrong,’ said Hal!, and Henfrey nodded 
agreement. Whiffs of an unpleasant chemical odour met them, and there 
was a muffled sound of conversation very rapid and subdued. 

‘You all raight thur?’ asked Hall, rapping. 

The muttered conversation ceased abruptly, for a moment silence, then 
the conversation was resumed in hissing whispers, then a sharp cry of ‘No! 
no, you don’t!’ 'Lhcrc came a sudden motion and the oversetting of a chair, a 
brief struggle. Silence again. 

‘What the dooce?’ exclaimed Henfrey, sotto voce. 

‘You—^all—raight—thur?’ asked Mr Hall sharply, again. 

'Fhe Vicar’s voice answered with a curious jerking intonation; ‘Quite ri— 
ight. Please don’t—interrupt.’ 

‘Oddi’ said Mr Henfrey. 
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‘Odd!’ said Mr Hall. 

‘Says. “Don’t interrupt,”’ said Hcnfrcy. 

‘I hccrd’n,’ said Hall. 

‘And a sniflf,’ said Henfrey. 

They remained listening. The conversation was rapid and subdued. ‘I 
can'iy said Mr liunting, his voice rising; ‘I tell you, sir, I zvill not.’ 

‘What was that?’ asked Henfrey. 

‘Says he wi’ nart,’ said Hall. ‘Warn’t speakin' to us, wu/ he?’ 

‘Disgraceful!’ said Mr Bunting, within. 

‘“Disgraceful,”’ said Mr Henfrey. ‘1 heard it— distinct. 

‘Who’s that speaking now?’ asked Henfrey. 

‘Mr Cuss, 1 s’pose,’ said Hall. ‘C'an you hear—anything?’ 

Silence. 'I'he sounds within indistinct and perplexing. 

‘Sounds like throwing the table-cloth about,’ said Hall. 

Mrs Hall appeared behind the bar. Hall made gestures of silence and 
invitation. 'This roused Mrs Hall's wifely opposition. ‘What yer listenin' 
there for. Hall?’ she asked. ‘Ain't you nothin' better to do—busy dav like 
this?’ 

Hall tried to convey everything by grimaces and dumb show, but Mrs 
Hall was obdurate. She raised her voice. So Hall and Henfrey, rather 
crestfallen, tiptoed back to the bar, gesticulating to explain to her. 

At first she refused to see anything in what they had heard at all. Then she 
insisted on Hall keeping silence, while Henfrey told her his story. She was 
inclined to think the whole business nonsense—perhaps they were just 
moving the furniture about. ‘1 heer’n sav “disgraceful”; that I did,' said 
Hall. 

‘/ heerd that. Mis' Hall,’ said Henfrey. 

‘Like as not—’ began Mrs Hall. 

‘Hshi’ said Mr 'I'eddy Henfrey. ‘Didn’t I hear the window?' 

‘What window?’ asked Mrs Hall. 

‘Parlour window ,’ said Hcnfrcy. 

Everyone stood listening intently. Mrs Hall’s eyes, directed straight 
before her, saw without seeing the brilliant oblong i>f the inn door, the road 
white and vivid, and Huxter’s shop-front blistering in the June sun. 
Abruptly Huxter’s door opened and Huxter appeared, eyes staring with 
excitement, arms gesticulating. "YapT cried Huxter. ‘Stop thiefl' and he 
ran obliquely across the oblong towards the yard gates, and vanished. 

Simultaneously came a tumult from the parlour, and a sound of windows 
being closed. 

Hall, Henfrey, and the human contents of the Tap rushed imt at once 
pell-mell into the street. They saw some one whisk round the corner 
towards the down road, and Mr Huxter executing a complicated leap in the 
air that ended on his face and shoulder, l^own the street people were 
standing astonished or running towards them. 

Mr Huxter was stunned. Henfrey stopped to discover this, but Hall and 
the two labourers from the 'I'ap rushed at once to the corner, shouting 
incoherent things, and saw Mr Marvel vanishing by the corner of the 
church wall. They appear to have jumped to the impossible conclusion that 
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this was the Invisible Man suddenly become visible, and set off at once 
along the lane in pursuit. But Hall had hardly run a dozen yards before he 
gave a loud shout of astonishment and went flying headlong sideways, 
clutching one of the labourers and bringing him to the ground. I le had been 
charged just as one charges a man at football. 'I'he second labourer came 
round in a circle, stared, and conceiving that Hall had tumbled over of his 
own accord, turned to resume the pursuit, only to be tripped by the ankle 
just as I luxter had been. 'Fhen, as the first labourer struggled to his feet, he 
was kicked sideways by a blow that might have felled an ox. 

As he went down, the rush from the direction of the village green came 
round the corner. The first to appear was the proprietor of the cocoanut shy, 
a burly man in a blue jersey. He was astonished to see the lane empty save 
for three men sprawling absurdly on the ground. And then something 
happened to his rear-most hnn, and he went headlong and rolled sideways 
just in time to graze the feet of his brother and partner, following headlong. 
'The two were then kicked, knelt on, fallen over, and cursed by quite a 
number of over-hasty people. 

Now when Hall and I lenfrey and the labourers ran out of the house, Mrs 
Hall, who had been disciplined by years of experience, remained in the bar 
next the till. And suddenly the parlour door was opened, and Mr Cuss 
appeared, and without glancing at her rushed at once down the steps 
towards the corner. ‘Hold him!’ he cried. ‘Don’t let him drop that parcel! 
You can see him so long as he holds the parcel.’ He knew nothing of the 
existence of Marvel, h'or the Invisible Man had handed over the books and 
bundle in the yard. 'The face (^f Mr Cuss was angry and resolute, but his 
costume was defective, a sort of limp white kilt that could only have passed 
muster in (ireeee. ‘Hold him!’ he bawled. ‘I le’s got my trousers! And every 
stitch of the Mear’s clothes! 

‘’'fend to him in a minute!’ he cried to Henfrey as he passed the prostrate 
Huxter, and coming round the corner ti> join the tumult, was promptly 
knocked olf his feet into an indecorous sprawl. Somebody in full llight trod 
heavily on his fingers. He yelled, struggled to regain his feet, was knocked 
against and thrown on all fours again, and became aware that he was 
involved not in a capture, but a rout. Iwery one was running back to the 
village. I le ri^sc again and was hit severely behind the ear. 1 le staggered and 
set olf back to the (A)aeh and Horses forthwith, leaping o\er the deserted 
Huxter, who was now sitting up, on his way. 

Behind him as he was halfway up the inn steps he heard a sudden yell of 
rage, rising sharply out of the confusion of cries, and a sounding smack in 
some one’s face. He recognised the voice as that of the Invisible Man, and 
the note was that of a man suddenly infuriated by a painful blow. 

In another moment Mr (’uss was I'aek in the parlour. ‘He’r coming back. 
Bunting!’ he said, rushing in. ‘Save yourself! He’s gone mad!’ 

Mr Bunting was standing in the window engaged in an attempt to clothe 
himself in the hearth-rug and a W'est Surrey Gazette, ‘Who’s coming?’ he 
said, so startled that his costume narrowly escaped disintegration. 

‘Invisible Man,’ said Cuss, and rushed to the window\ ‘We’d better clear 
out from here! He’s fighting mad! Mad!’ 
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In another moment he was out in the yard. 

‘Good heavens!’ said Mr Bunting, hesitating between two horrible 
alternatives. He heard a frightful struggle in the passage of the inn, and his 
decision was made. He clambered out of the window, adjusted his costume 
hastily, and tied up the village as fast as his fat little legs would carry him. 

h'rom the moment when the Invisible Man screamed with rage and Mr 
Bunting made his memorable flight up the village, it became impossible to 
give a consecutive account of affairs in Iping. Possibly the Invisible Man’s 
original intention was simply to cover Marvel’s retreat with the clothes and 
books. But his temper, at no time very good, seems to have gone completely 
at some chance blow, and forthwith he set to smiting and overthrowing, for 
the mere satisfaction of hurting. 

You must figure the street full of running figures, of doors slamming and 
fights for hiding-places. You must figure the tumult suddenly striking on 
the unstable equilibrium of old h'lctcher’s planks and two chairs,—with 
cataclysmal results. You must figure an appalled couple caught dismally in a 
sw'ing. And then the whi^le tumultuous rush has passed and the Iping 
streets with its gauds and Hags is deserted save for the still raging Unseen, 
and littered with cocoanuts, overthrown canvas screens, and the scattered 
stock in trade of a sweetstuff stall. Hverywhere there is a sound iff closing 
shutters and shoving bolts, and the only visible humanity is an occasional 
flitting eye under a raised eyebrow in the corner of a window pane. 

The Invisible Man amused himself for a little w hile by breaking all the 
windows in the ( A)ach and Horses, and then he thrust a street lamp through 
the parlour window of Mrs Gribble. He it must have been who cut the 
telegraph wire to Adderdean just beyond Higgins’ cottage on the 
Adderdean road. And after that, as his peculiar qualities allowed, he passed 
out of human perceptions altogether, and he was neither heard, seen, nor 
felt in Iping any more. He vanished absolutely. 

But it was the best part of two hours before any human being ventured 
out again into the desolation of Iping Street. 


13 

MR MARVHL DISCUSSHS HIS RHSICiNAi lON 

When the dusk was gathering and Iping was just beginning to peep 
timorously forth again upon the shattered wreckage of its Bank Holiday, a 
short, thick-set man in a shabby silk hat was marching painfully through the 
twilight behind the becchwoods on the road to Bramblehurst. He carried 
three books bound together by some sort of ornamental elastic ligature, and 
a bundle wrapped in a blue table-cloth. His rubicund face expressed 
consternation and fatigue; he appeared to be in a spasmodic sort of hurry. 
He was accompanied by a Voice other than his own, and ever and again he 
winced under the touch of unseen hands. 

Tf you give me the slip again,’ said the Voice; ‘if you attempt to give me 



The hwisible Man 


201 


the slip again-' 

‘Lord!’ said Mr Marvel. ‘'Fhat shoulder’s a mass of bruises as it is.’ 

‘—on my honour,’ said the Voice, ‘I will kill you.’ 

‘I didn’t try to give you the slip,’ said Marvel, in a voice that was not far 
remote from tears. ‘I swear I didn’t. I didn’t know the blessed turning, that 
was all! How the devil was I to know the blessed turning? As it is, I’ve been 
knocked about-’ 

‘You’ll get knocked about a great deal more if you don’t mind,’ said the 
Voice, and Mr Marvel abruptly became silent. I le blew out his cheeks, and 
his eyes were eloquent of despair. 

‘It’s bad enough to let these floundering yokels explode my little secret, 
without w>///’ cutting off with my books. It’s lucky for some of them they cut 
and ran when they did! Here am 1—No one knew I was invisible! And now 
what am 1 to do?’ 

‘What am / to do?’ asked Marvel, ^otto vocc. 

‘It's all about. It will be in the papers! Hverybody will be looking for me; 
everyone on their guard—’ 'The Voic e bri>ke off into vivid curses and 
ceased. 

'The despair of Mr Marvel’s face deepened, and his pace slacked. 

‘Cio on!’ said the Voice. 

Mr Marvel’s face assumed a greyish tint between the ruddier patches. 

‘Don't drop those books, stupid,’ said the Voice, sharply—overtaking 
him. 

‘The fact is,’ said the Voice, ‘I shall have to make use of you. You’re a 
poor tool, but I must.' 

‘I'm a uiisrruHe tool,' said Marvel. 

‘You are,’ said the \^)ice. 

‘I’m the worst possible tool you could have,’ said Marvel. 

‘I'm not strong,' he said after a discouraging silence. 

‘I’m not over strong,’ he repeated. 

‘No?’ 

‘And my heart’s weak. 'I'hat little business—I pulled it through, of 
course—but bless you! 1 could have dropped.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘I haven’t the nerve and strength for the sort of thing you want.’ 

‘/V/ stimulate you.’ 

‘1 wish you wouldn’t. I wouldn’t like to mess up your plans, you know. 
Hut 1 might ,—out of sheer funk and misery.' 

‘You’d better not,’ said the Voice, with quiet emphasis. 

‘I wish 1 was dead,’ said Marvel. 

‘It ain’t justice,’ he said; ‘you must admit—It seems to me I’ve a perfect 
right-’ 

‘(/t7 on!’ said the Voice. 

Mr Marvel mended his pace, and for a time they went in silence again. 

‘It's devilish hard,’ said Mr Marvel. 

'I’his was quite ineffectual. He tried another tack. 

‘What do I make by it?’ he began again in a tone of unendurable wrong. 

‘Oh! shut upr said the Voice, with sudden amazing vigour. ‘I’ll see to you 
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all right. You do what you’re told. You’ll do it all right. You’re a fool and all 
that, but you’ll do-’ 

‘I tell you, sir, I’m not the man for it. Respectfully—but it is so-’ 

‘If you don’t shut up I shall twist your wrist again,’ said the Invisible 
Man. ‘I want to think.’ 

Presently two oblongs of yellow light appeared through the trees, and the 
square tow’er of a church loomed through the gloaming. ‘I shall keep my 
hand on your shoulder,’ said the Voice, ‘all through the village. Go straight 
through and try no foolery. It w^ill be the worse for you if you do.’ 

‘I know that,’ sighed Mr Marvel, ‘I know all that.’ 

'Fhc unhappy-looking figure in the obsolete silk hat passed up the street 
of the little village with his burdens, and vanished into the gathering 
darkness beyond the lights of the windows. 


14 

A'r PORT s rowF. 


Ten o’clock the next morning found Mr Marvel, unshaven, dirty, and 
travel-stained, sitting with the books beside him and his hands deep in his 
pockets, looking very weary, nervous, and uncomfortable, and inhaling his 
cheeks at frequent intervals, on the bench outside a little inn on the outskirts 
of Port Stowe. Beside him were the books, but now they were tied w^ih 
string. 'Fhe bundle had been abandoned in the pincwwds beyond 
Bramblehurst, in accordance with a change in the plans of the Invisible 
Man. Mr Marvel sat on the bench, and although no one took the slightest 
notice of him, his agitation remained at fever heat. His hands would go ever 
and again to his various pockets w ith a curious ncrvims fumbling. 

When he had been sitting for the best part of an hour, how^ever, an elderly 
mariner, carrying a newspaper, came out of the inn and sat dow^i beside 
him. ‘Pleasant day,’ said the mariner. 

Mr Marvel glanced about him with something very like terror. ‘Very,’ he 
said. 

‘Just seasonable weather for the time of year,’ said the mariner, taking no 
denial. 

‘Quite,’ said Mr Marvel. 

The mariner produced a toothpick, and (saving his regard) was engrossed 
thereby for some minutes. His eyes meanwhile were at liberty to examine 
Mr Marvel’s dusty figure and the books beside him. As he had approached 
Mr Marvel he had heard a sound like the dropping of coins into a pocket. He 
was struck by the contrast of Mr Marvel’s appearance with this suggestion 
of opulence. 'Fhence his mind wandered back again to a topic that had taken 
a curiously firm hold of his imagination. 

‘Books?’ he said suddenly, noisily finishing with the toothpick. 

Mr Marvel started and looked at them. ‘Oh, yes,’ he said. ‘Yes, they’re 
books.’ 
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‘'Fhcre’s some extra-ordinary things in books,’ said the mariner. 

‘I believe you,’ said Mr Marvel. 

‘And some extra-ordinary things out of ’em,’ said the mariner. 

‘True likewise,’ said Mr Marvel. He eyed his interlocutor, and then 
glanced about him. 

‘"fhere’s some extra-ordinary things in newspapers, for example,’ said 
the mariner. 

‘There arc.’ 

‘In (his newspaper,’ said the mariner. 

‘Ah!’ said Mr Marvel. 

‘There’s a story,’ said the mariner, fixing Mr Marvel with an eye that 
was firm and deliberate; ‘there’s a story about an Invisible Man, for 
instance.' 

Mr Marvel pulled his mouth askew and scratched his cheek and felt his 
ears glowing. ‘What will they be writing next?’ he asked faintly. ‘Ostria, or 
America?' 

‘Neither,’ said the mariner. "IJere!" 

‘Lord!’ said Mr Marvel, starting. 

‘When 1 say hcn\" said the mariner, to Mr Marvel's intense relief, ‘1 don’t 
of course mean here in this place, I mean hereabouts.’ 

‘An Invisible Man!’ said Mr Marvel. ‘And what’s he been up to?’ 

‘b^erything,’ said the mariner, controlling Marvel with his eye, and then 
amplifying: ‘livery Hlessed 'Thing.’ 

‘1 ain’t seen a paper these four days,’ said Marvel. 

‘Iping’s the place he started at,’ said the mariner. 

"In-JccJT said Mr Marvel. 

‘lie started there. And where he came from, nobi)dy don’t seem to know. 
Here it is: Pc Culiar Story from Iping. And it says in this paper that the 
evidence is extra-ordinary strong—extra-ordinary.’ 

‘Lord!’ said Mr Marvel. 

‘Hut then, it’s an extra-ordinary story. 'There is a clergyman and a 
medical gent witness,—saw ’im all right and proper—or leastways, didn’t 
see ’im. He was staying, it says, at the C^oach an’ Horses, and no one don’t 
seem to have been aware of his misfortune, it says, aware of his misfortune, 
until in an Alteration in the inn, it says, his bandages on his head was torn 
off. It was then ob-served that his head was invisible. Attempts were At 
Once made to secure him, but casting off his garments, it says, he succeeded 
in escaping, but not until after a desperate struggle. In Which he had 
inflicted serious injuries, it says, on our worthy and able constable, Mr 
J. A.Jaffers. Pretty straight story, eigh? Names and everything.’ 

‘Li>rd!’ said Mr Marvel, looking nervously about him, trying to count the 
money in his pockets by his unaided sense of touch, and full of a strange and 
novel idea. ‘It sounds most astonishing.’ 

‘Don’t it? lixtra-ordinary, / call it. Never heard tell of Invisible Men 
before, I haven’t, but nowadays one hears such a lot of extra-ordinary 
things—that-’ 

‘'That all he did?’ asked Marvel, trying to seem at his ease. 

‘It’s enough, ain’t it?’ said the mariner. 
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‘Didn’t go Back by any chance?’ asked Marvel. ‘Just escaped and that’s 
all, eh?’ 

‘All!’ said the mariner. ‘Why!—ain’t it enough?’ 

‘Quite enough,’ said Marvel. 

‘I should think it was enough,’ said the mariner. ‘I should think it was 
enough.’ 

‘He didn’t have any pals—it don’t say he had any pals, does it?’ asked Mr 
Marvel, anxious. 

‘Ain’t one of a sort enough for you?’ asked the mariner. ‘No, thank 
Heaven, as one might say, he didn’t.’ 

He nodded his head slowly. ‘It makes me regular uncomfortable, the bare 
thought of that chap running about the country! He is at present At Large, 
and from certain evidence it is supposed that he has—taken— look^ I 
suppose they mean—the road to Port Stowe. You see we’re right in it! None 
of your American wonders, this time. And just think of the things he might 
do! Wherc’d you be, if he took a drop over and above, and had a fancy to go 
for you? Suppose he wants to rob—^who can prevent him? He can trespass, 
he can burgle, he could walk through a cordon of policemen as easy as me or 
you could give the slip to a blind man! Easier! For these here blind chaps 
hear uncommon sharp, I’m told. And wherever there was liquor he 
fancied-* 

‘He’s got a tremenjous advantage, certainly,’ said Marvel. ‘And—well.’ 

‘You’re right,’ said the mariner. ‘He has,* 

All this time Mr Marvel had been glancing about him intently, listening 
for faint footfalls, trying to detect imperceptible movements. He seemed on 
the point of some great resolution. He coughed behind his hand. 

He looked about him again, listened, bent towards the mariner, and 
lowered his voice: ‘The fact of it is—I happen—^to know just a thing or two 
about this Invisible Man. From private sources.’ 

‘Oh!’ said the mariner, interested. *You?* 

‘Yes,’ said Mr Marvel. ‘Me.’ 

‘Indeed!’ said the mariner. ‘And may I ask-’ 

‘You’ll be astonished,’ said Mr Marvel behind his hand. ‘It’s 
tremenjous.’ 

‘Indeed!’ said the mariner. 

‘The fact is,’ began Mr Marvel eagerly in a confidential undertone. 
Suddenly his expression changed marvellously. ‘Ow!’ he said. He rose 
stifSy in his seat. His face was eloquent of physical suffering. ‘Wow!’ he said. 

‘What’s up?’ said the mariner, concerned. 

‘Toothache,’ said Mr Marvel, and put his hand to his car. He caught hold 
of his books. ‘I must be getting on, I think,’ he said. He edged in a curious 
way along the seat away from his interlocutor. ‘But you was just agoing to 
tell me about this here Invisible Man!’ protested the mariner. Mr Marvel 
seemed to consult with himself. ‘Hoax,’ said a voice. ‘It’s a hoax,’ said Mr 
Marvel. 

‘But it’s in the paper,’ said the mariner. 

‘Hoax all the same,’ said Marvel. ‘I know the chap that started the lie. 
There ain’t no Invisible Man whatsoever—Blimey.’ 
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‘But how ’bout this paper? D’you mean to say-?’ 

‘Not a word of it,’ said Marvel, stoutly. 

The mariner stared, paper in hand. Mr Marvel jerkily faced about. 
‘Wait a bit,’ said the mariner, rising and speaking slowly. ‘D’you mean to 
say-?’ 

‘I do,’ said Mr Marvel. 

‘Then why did you let me go on and tell you all this blarstcd stuff, then? 
What d’ycr mean by letting a man make a fool of himself like that for? High?’ 

Mr Marvel blew out his cheeks. 'Fhe mariner was suddenly very red 
indeed; he clenched his hands. ‘I been talking here this ten minutes,’ he 
said; ‘and you, you little pot-bellied, leaihery-faced son of an old boot, 
couldn’t have the elementary manners-’ 

‘Don’t you come bandying words with w/e,’ said Mr Marvel. 

‘Bandying words! I’m a jolly good mind-’ 

‘Come up,’ said a voice, and Mr Marvel was suddenly whirled about and 
started marching off in a curious spasmodic manner. ‘You’d better move 
on,’ said the mariner. moving on?’ said Mr Marvel. He was receding 

obliquely with a curious hurrying gait, with occasional violent jerks 
forward. Some way along the road he began a muttered monologue, protests 
and recriminations. 

‘Silly devil!’ said the mariner, legs wide apart, elbows akimbo, watching 
the receding figure. ‘I’ll show you, you silly ass,—hoaxing me! It’s here—on 
the paper!’ 

Mr Marvel retorted incoherently and, receding, was hidden by a bend in 
the road, but the mariner still stood magnificent in the midst of the way, 
until the approach of a butcher’s cart dislodged him. Then he turned 
himself towards Port Stowe. ‘Pull of extra-ordinary asses,' he said softly to 
himself. ‘Just to take me down a bit—that was his silly game—It’s on the 
paper!’ 

And there was another extraordinary thing he was presently to hear, that 
had happened quite close to him. And that was a vision of a ‘list full of 
money’ (no less) travelling without visible agency, along by the wall at the 
corner of St Michael’s Lane. A brother mariner had seen this wonderful 
sight that very morning. lie had snatched at the money forthwith and had 
been knocked headlong, and when he had got to his feet the butterfly money 
had vanished. Our mariner was in the mood to believe anything, he 
declared, but that was a bit roo stiff. Afterwards, however, he began to think 
things over. 

The story of the flying money was true. And all about that neigh¬ 
bourhood, even from the august London and Country Banking Company, 
from the tills of shops and inns—doors standing that sunny weather entirely 
open—money had been quietly and dexterously making off that day in 
handfuls and rouleaux, floating quietly along by walls and shady places, 
dodging quickly from the approaching eyes of men. And it had, though no 
man had traced it, invariably ended its mysterious flight in the pocket of that 
agitated gentleman in the obsolete silk hat, sitting outside the little inn on 
the outskirts of Port Stowe. 
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'I'HK MAN WHO WAS RUNNINC'. 

In the early evening time Doctor Kemp was sitting in his study in the 
belvedere on the hill overU^oking Burdock. It was a pleasant little room, 
with three windows, north, west, and south, and bookshelves crowded with 
books and scientific publications, and a broad writing-table, and, under the 
north window^ a microscope, glass slips, minute instruments, some 
cultures, and scattered bottles of reagents. Doctor Kemp's solar lamp was 
lit, albeit the sky was still bright w'ith the sunset light, and his blinds were 
up because there was no olfence of peering outsiders to require them pulled 
down. Doctor Kemp was a tall and slender young man, with fiaxen hair and 
a moustache almost white, and the work he was upon would earn him, he 
hoped, the fellowship of the Royal Society, so highly did he think of it. 

And his eye presently wandering from his work caught the sunset blazing 
at the back of the hill that is over against his own. h'or a minute perhaps he 
sat, pen in mouth, admiring the rich golden colour above the crest, and then 
his attention was attracted by the little figure of a man, inky black, running 
over the hill-brow towards him. He was a shortish little man, and he wore a 
high hat, and he was running so fast that his legs verily twinkled. 

‘Another of those fools,’ said Doctor Kemp. ‘Like that ass who ran into 
me this morning round a corner, with his “’Visible Man a-coming, sir!" I 
can’t imagine what possesses people. One might think we were in the 
thirteenth century.’ 

He got up, went to the window, and stared at the dusky hillside and the 
dark little figure tearing down it. ‘He seems in a confounded hurry,’ said 
Doctor Kemp, ‘but he doesn’t seem to be getting on. If his pockets were full 
of lead, he couldn’t run heavier. 

‘Spurted, sir,’ said Doctor Kemp. 

In another moment the higher of the villas that had clambered up the hill 
from Burdock had occulted the running figure. He was visible again for a 
moment, and again, and then again, three times between the three detached 
houses that came next, and then the terrace hid him. 

‘Asses!’ said Doctor Kemp, swinging round on his heel and walking back 
to his writing-table. 

But those who saw the fugitive nearer, and perceived the abject terror on 
his perspiring face, being themselves in the open roadway, did not share in 
the doctor’s contempt. By the man pounded, and as he ran he chinked like a 
well-filled purse that is tossed to and fro. He looked neither to the right nor 
the left, but his dilated eyes stared straight downhill to where the lamps 
were being lit, and the people were crowding in the street. And his ill¬ 
shaped mouth fell apart, and a glairy foam lay on his lips, and his breath 



The Invisible Man 207 

came hoarse and noisy. All he passed stopped and began staring up the road 
and down, and interrogating one another with an inkling of discomfort for 
the reason of his hate. 

And then presently, far up the hill, a dog playing in the road yelped and 
ran under a gate, and as they still wondered something—a wind—a pad, 
pad, pad,—a sound like a panting breathing,—rushed by. 

People screamed. People sprang off the pavement. It passed in shouts, it 
passed by instinct down the hill. They were shouting in the street before 
Marvel was halfway there. 'Fhey were bolting into houses and slamming the 
doors behind them, with the news. He heard it and made one last desperate 
spurt. Fear came striding by, rushed ahead of him, and in a moment had 
seized the town. 

‘The Invisible Man is coming! The Invisible Man." 
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IN THYi JOLLY CRICKHTKRS 

'Lhe Jolly Cricketers is just at the bottom of the hill, where the tram-lines 
begin. 'Lhe barman leant his fat red arms on the counter and talked of horses 
with an anaemic cabman, while a black-bearded man in grey snapped up 
biscuit and cheese, drank Burton, and conversed in American with a 
policeman off duty. 

‘What’s the shouting about?’ said the anaemic cabman going off at a 
tangent, trying to see up the hill over the dirty yellow blind in the low 
window of the inn. Somebody ran by outside. ‘Fire, perhaps,’ said the 
barman. 

Footsteps approached, running heavily, the door was pushed open 
violently, and Marvel, weeping and dishevelled, his hat gone, the neck of his 
coat torn open, rushed in, made a convulsive turn, and attempted to shut the 
door. It was held half open by a strap. 

‘Coming!’ he bawled, his voice shrieking with terror. ‘He’s coming. 'Lhe 
’Visible Man! After me! For Gawd’s sake! Flp! Kip! Kip!’ 

‘Shut the doors,’ said the policeman. ‘Who’s coming? What’s the row^*’ 
He went to the door, released the strap, and it slammed. 'Lhe American 
closed the other door. 

‘I.emme go inside,’ said Marvel, staggering and weeping, but still 
clutching the books. ‘Lcmmc go inside. Lock me in—somewhere. I tell you 
he’s after me. I give him the slip. He said he’d kill me and he will.’ 

‘ YoiTre safe,’ said the man with the black beard. ‘The door’s shut. What’s 
it all about?’ 

‘Lemme go inside,’ said Marvel, and shrieked aloud as a blow suddenly 
made the fastened door shiver and was followed by a hurried rapping and a 
shouting outside. ‘Hullo,’ cried the policeman, ‘who’s there?’ Mr Marvel 
began to make frantic dives at panels that looked like doors. ‘He’ll kill me— 
he’s got a knife or something. For Gawd’s sake!’ 
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‘Here you arc,’ said the barman. ‘Come in here.’ And he held up the flap 
of the bar. 

Mr Marvel rushed behind the bar as the summons outside was repeated. 
‘Don’t open the door,’ he screamed. ^Please don’t open the door. Where 
shall I hide?’ 

‘'rhis, this Invisible Man, then?’ asked the man with the black beard, 
with one hand behind him. ‘I guess it’s about time we saw him.’ 

The window of the inn was suddenly smashed in, and there was a 
screaming and running to and fro in the street. I’hc policeman had been 
standing on the settee staring out, craning to see who was at the door. I Ic got 
down with raised eyebrows. ‘It’s that,’ he said. The barman stood in front of 
the bar-parlour door w'hich was now locked on Mr Marvel, stared at the 
smashed window and came round to the two other men. 

Everything was suddenly quiet. ‘I wish I had my truncheon,’ said the 
policeman, going irresolutely to the door. ‘Once we open, in he comes. 
There’s no stopping him.’ 

‘Don’t you be in too much hurry about that door,’ said the anaemic 
cabman anxiously. 

‘Draw the bolts,’ said the man with the black beard, ‘and if he comes—' 
He showed a revolver in his hand. 

‘'I'hat won’t do,’ said the policeman; ‘that’s murder.' 

‘I know what country I’m in,’ said the man with the beard. ‘I’m going to 
let off at his legs. Draw the bolts.’ 

‘Not with that thing going off behind me,' said the barman, craning over 
the blind. 

‘Very well,’ said the man with the black beard, and stooping down, 
revolver ready, drew them himself. Barman, cabman, and policeman faced 
about. 

‘Come in,' said the bearded man in an undertone, standing back and 
facing the unbolted doors with his pistol behind him. No one came in, the 
door remained closed. Five minutes afterwards when a second cabman 
pushed his head in cautiously, they w^ere still waiting, and an anxious face 
peered out of the bar-parlour and supplied information. ‘Are all the doors of 
the house shut?’ asked Marvel. ‘He’s going round—prowling round. He’s as 
artful as the devil.’ 

‘Good Lord!’ said the burly barman. ‘I'here’s the back! Just watch them 
doors! I say!—’ He looked about him helplessly. 'The bar-parlour door 
slammed and they heard the key turn. ‘There’s the yard door and the 
private door. The yard door-’ 

He rushed out of the bar. 

In a minute he reappeared with a carving-knife in his hand. ‘'I’he yard 
door was open!’ he said, and his fat underlip dropped. 

‘He may be in the house now!’ said the first cabman. 

‘He’s not in the kitchen,’ said the barman. ‘'I'hcrc’s two women there, and 
I’ve stabbed every inch of it with this little beef sheer. And they don’t think 
he’s come in. I'hey haven’t noticed-’ 

‘Have you fastened it?’ asked the first cabman. 

‘I’m out of frocks,’ said the barman. 
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The man with the beard replaced his revolver. And even as he did so the 
flap of the bar was shut down and the bolt clicked and then with a 
tremendous thud the catch of the door snapped and the bar-parlour door 
burst open, 'rhey heard Marvel squeal like a caught leveret, and forthwith 
they were clambering over the bar to his rescue. The bearded man’s 
revolver cracked and the looking-glass at the back of the parlour was starred 
brightly and came smashing and tinkling down. 

As the barman entered the room he saw Marvel, curiously crumpled up 
and struggling against the door that led to the yard and kitchen. 'Fhc door 
flew open while the barman hesitated, and Marvel was dragged into the 
kitchen. 'I'here was a scream and a clatter of pans. Marvel, head down, and 
lugging back obstinately, was forced to the kitchen door, and the bolts were 
drawn. 

'fhen the policeman, who had been trying to pass the barman, rushed in, 
followed by one of the cabmen, gripped the wrist of the invisible hand that 
collared Marvel, was hit in the face and went reeling back, 'fhe door 
opened, and Marvel made a frantic effort to obtain a lodgment behind it. 
'I’hcn the cabman clutched something. ‘1 got him,’ said the cabman. The 
barman’s red hands came clawing at the unseen. ‘Here he is!’ said the 
barman. 

Air Marvel, released, suddenly dropped to the ground and made an 
attempt to crawl behind the legs of the fighting men. l*he struggle 
blundered round the edge of the door. The voice of the Invisible Man was 
heard for the first time, yelling out sharply, as the policeman trod on his 
foot. 'I'hen he cried out passionately and his fists flew round like flails. 'I'he 
cabman suddenly whooped and doubled up, kicked under the diaphragm. 
The door into the bar-parlour from the kitchen slammed and covered Mr 
Marvel’s retreat, 'fhe men in the kitchen found themselves clutching at and 
struggling with empty air. 

‘Where’s he gone?' cried the man with the beard. ‘Out?’ 

‘'rhis way,’ said the policeman, stepping into the yard and stopping. 

A piece of tile whizzed by his head and smashed among the crockery on 
the kitchen table. 

‘I’ll show him,’ shouted the man with the black beard, and suddenly a 
steel barrel shone over the policeman’s shoulder, and five bullets had 
followed one another into the twilight whence the missile had come. As he 
fired, the man with the beard moved his hand in a horizontal curve, so that 
his shots radiated out into the narrow yard like spokes from a wheel. 

A silence followed, ‘h'ive cartridges,’ said the man with the black beard. 
‘'I'hat’s the best of all. Four aces and the ji>ker. Get a lantern, some one, and 
come and feel about for his body.’ 
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DOCTOR KEMFS VlSl'I'OR 

Doctor Kemp had continued writing in his study until the shots aroused 
him. Crack, crack, crack, they came one after the other. 

‘Hello!’ said Doctor Kemp, putting his pen into his mouth again and 
listening. ‘Who’s letting off revolvers in Burdock? What arc the asses at 
now?’ 

He went to the south window, threw it up, and leaning out stared down 
on the netw'ork of windows, beaded gas-lamps and shops with black 
interstices of roof and yard that made up the town at night. ‘Looks like a 
crowd down the hill,’ he said, ‘by the Cricketers,’ and remained watching. 
Thence his eyes wandered over the town to far away where the ship’s lights 
shone, and the pier glowed, a little illuminated pavilion like a gem of yellow 
light. The moon in its first quarter hung over the western hill, and the stars 
were clear and almost tropically bright. 

After five minutes, during which his mind had travelled into a remote 
speculation of social conditions of the future, and lost itself at last over the 
time dimension, Doctor Kemp roused himself with a sigh, pulled down the 
window again, and returned to his writing-desk. 

It must have been about an hour after this that the front-door bell rang. 
He had been writing slackly and with intervals of abstraction, since the 
shots. He sat listening. He heard the servant answer the door, and waited for 
her feet on the staircase, but she did not come. ‘Wonder what that was,’ said 
Doctor Kemp. 

He tried to resume his work, failed, got up, went downstairs from his 
study to the landing, rang, and called over the balustrade to the housemaid 
as she appeared in the hall below. ‘Was that a letter?’ he asked. 

‘Only a runaway ring, sir,’ she answered. 

‘I’m restless to-night,’ he said to himself. He went back to his study, and 
this time attacked his work resolutely. In a little while he was hard at work 
again, and the only sounds in the room were the ticking of the clock and the 
subdued shrillness of his quill, hurrying in the very centre of the circle of 
light his lamp-shade threw on his table. 

It was two o’clock before Doctor Kemp had finished his work for the 
night. He rose, yawned, and went downstairs to bed. He had already 
removed his coat and vest, when he noticed that he was thirsty. He took a 
candle and went down to the dining-room in search of a siphon and whisky. 

Doctor Kemp’s scientific pursuits had made him a very observant man, 
and as he recrossed the hall, he noticed a dark spot on the linoleum near the 
mat at the foot of the stairs. He went on upstairs, and then it suddenly 
occurred to him to ask himself what the spot on the linoleum might be. 
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Apparently some subconscious element was at work. At any rate, he turned 
with his burden, went back to the hall, put down the siphon and whisky, and 
bending down, touched the spot. Without any great surprise he found it had 
the stickiness and colour of drying blood. 

He took up his burden again, and returned upstairs, looking about him 
and trying to account for the blood-spot. On the landing he saw something 
and stopped astonished. The door-handle of his own room was blood¬ 
stained. 

He looked at his own hand. It was quite clean, and then he remembered 
that the door of his room had been open when he came down from his study, 
and that consequently he had not touched the handle at all. He went straight 
into his room, his face quite calm—perhaps a trifle more resolute than usual. 
His glance, wandering inquisitively, fell on the bed. On the counterpane 
was a mess of blood, and the sheet had been torn. He had not noticed this 
before because he had walked straight to the dressing-table. On the further 
side the bed-clothes were depressed as if some one had been recently sitting 
there. 

'Then he had an odd impression that he had heard a loud voice say, ‘flood 
Heavens!— Kemp!" Hut Doctor Kemp was no believer in Voices. 

I le stood staring at the tumbled sheets. Was that really a voice? He looked 
about again, but mniced nothing further than the disordered and blood¬ 
stained bed. 'riien he distinctly heard a movement across the room, near the 
wash-hand stand. All men, however highly educated, retain some 
superstitious inklings. 'The feeling that is called ‘eerie’ came upon him. He 
closed the door of the nH)m, came forward to the dressing-table, and put 
down his burdens. Suddenly, with a start, he perceived a coiled and blood¬ 
stained bandage of linen rag hanging in mid-air, between him and the wash- 
hand stand. 

He stared at this in amazement. It was an empty bandage, a bandage 
properly tied but quite empty. I le would have advanced to grasp it, but a 
touch arrested him, and a voice speaking quite close to him. 

‘Kemp!’ said the Voice. 

‘lugh?’ said Kemp, with his nuuith open. 

‘Keep your nerve,’ said the Voice. ‘I’m an Invisible Man.’ 

Kemp made no answer for a space, simply stared at the bandage. 
‘Invisible Man,’ he said. 

‘I’m an Invisible Man,’ repeated the Voice. 

'riie story he had been active to ridicule only that morning rushed 
through Kemp’s brain. He does not appear to have been either very much 
frightened or very greatly surprised at the moment. Realisation came later. 

‘I thought it was all a lie,’ he said. The thought uppermost in his mind 
W'as the reiterated arguments of the morning. ‘Have you a bandage on? he 
asked. 

‘Yes,’ said the Invisible Man. 

‘Oh!’ said Kemp, and then roused himself. ‘I say!’ he said. ‘But this is 
nonsense. It’s some trick.’ He stepped forward suddenly, and his hand, 
extended towards the bandage, met invisible fingers. 

He recoiled at the touch and his colour changed. 
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‘Keep steady, Kemp, for God’s sake! I want help badly. Stop!’ 

The hand gripped his arm. He struck at it. 

‘Kemp!’ cried the Voice. ‘Kemp! Keep steady!’ and the grip tightened. 

A frantic desire to free himself took possession of Kemp. 'I'he hand of the 
bandaged arm gripped his shoulder, and he was suddenly tripped and flung 
backwards upon the bed. He opened his mouth to shout, and the corner of 
the sheet was thrust between his teeth. The Invisible Man had him down 
grimly, but his arms were free and he struck and tried to kick savagely. 

‘Listen to reason, will you?’ said the Invisible Man, sticking to him in 
spite of a pounding in the ribs. ‘By heaven! you’ll madden me in a minute? 

‘Lie still, you fool!’ bawled the Invisible Man in Kemp’s ear. 

Kemp struggled for another moment and then lay still. 

‘If you shout I’ll smash your face,’ said the Invisible Man, relieving his 
mouth. 

‘I’m an Invisible Man. It’s no foolishness, and no magic. I really am an 
Invisible Man. And I want your help. I don’t want to hurt you, but if you 
behave like a frantic rustic, I must. Don’t you remember me, Kemp?— 
Griffin, of University College?’ 

‘Let me get up,’ said Kemp. ‘I’ll stop where I am. And let me sit quiet for 
a minute.’ 

He sat up and felt his neck. 

‘I am Griffin, of University College, and I have made myself invisible. I 
am just an ordinary man—a man you have known—made invisible.’ 

‘Griffin?’ said Kemp. 

‘Griffin,’ answered the Voice—‘a younger student, almost an albino, six 
feet high, and broad, with a pink and white face and red eyes—who won the 
medal for chemistry.’ 

‘I am confused,’ said Kemp. ‘My brain is rioting. What has this to do with 
Griffin?’ 

‘I am Griffin.’ 

Kemp thought. ‘It’s horrible,’ he said. ‘But what devilry must happen to 
make a man invisible?’ 

‘It’s no devilry. It’s a process, sane and intelligible enough-’ 

‘It’s horrible!’ said Kemp. ‘How on earth-?’ 

‘It’s horrible enough. But I’m wounded and in pain, and tired—Great 
God! Kemp, you are a man. 'I'ake it steady. Give me some food and drink, 
and let me sit down here.’ 

Kemp stared at the bandage as it moved across the room, then saw a 
basket chair dragged across the floor and come to rest near the bed. It 
creaked, and the seat was depressed the quarter of an inch or so. He rubbed 
his eyes and felt his neck again. ‘This beats ghosts,’ he said, and laughed 
stupidly. 

‘'Fhat’s better. Thank Heaven, you’re getting sensible!’ 

‘Or silly,’ said Kemp, and knuckled his eyes. 

‘Give me some whisky. I’m near dead.’ 

‘It didn’t feel so. Where are you? If I get up shall I run into you? There! 
all right. Whisky? Here. Where shall I give it you?’ 

The chair creaked and Kemp felt the glass drawn away from him. He let 
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go by an effort; his instinct was all against it. It came to rest poised twenty 
inches above the front edge of the seat of the chair. He stared at it in infinite 
perplexity. I his is this must be—hypnotism. You must have suggested 
you are invisible.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ said the Voice. 

‘It’s frantic.’ 

‘Listen to me.’ 

‘I demonstrated conclusively this morning,’ began Kemp, ‘that 
invisibility-’ 

‘Never mind what you’ve demonstrated!—I’m starving,’ said the Voice, 
‘and the night is—chilly to a man without clothes.’ 

‘h’oodl’ said Kemp. 

The tumbler of whisky tilted itself. ‘Yes,’ said the Invisible Man, rapping 
it down. ‘Have you got a dressing-gown?’ 

Kemp made some exclamation in an undertone.He walked to a wardrobe 
and produced a robe of dingy scarlet. ‘This do?’ he asked. It was taken from 
him. It hung limp for a moment in mid-air, fluttered weirdly, stood full and 
decorous buttoning itself, and sat down in his chair. ‘Drawers, socks, 
slippers would be a comfort,’ said the Unseen, curtly. ‘And food.’ 

‘Anything. Hut this is the insanest thing I ever was in, in my life!’ 

He turned out his drawers for the articles, and then went downstairs to 
ransack his larder. He came back with some cold cutlets and bread, pulled 
up a light table, and placed them before his guest. ‘Nevermind knives,’ said 
his visitor, and a cutlet hung in mid-air, with a sound of gnawing. 

‘Invisible!’ said Kemp, and sat down on a bedroom chair. 

‘I always like to gel something about me before I eat,’ said the Invisible 
Man, with a full mouth, eating greedily. ‘Queer fancy!’ 

‘I suppose that wrist is all right,’ said Kemp. 

‘Trust me,’ said the Invisible Man. 

‘Of all the strange and wonderful-’ 

‘Exactly. But it’s odd I should blunder into your house to get my 
bandaging. My first stroke of luck. Anyhow I meant to sleep in this house 
to-night. You must stand that! It’s a filthy nuisance, my blood showing, 
isn’t it? Quite a clot over there. Gets visible as it coagulates, I see. I’ve been 
in the house three hours.’ 

‘But how’s it done?’ began Kemp, in a tone of exasperation. ‘C’onfound it! 
The whole business—it’s unreasonable from beginning to end.’ 

‘Quite reasonable,’ said the Invisible Man. ‘Perfectly reasonable.’ 

He reached over and secured the whisky bottle. Kemp stared at the 
devouring dressing-gown. A ray of candle-light penetrating a torn patch in 
the right shoulder, made a triangle of light under the left ribs. ‘What were 
the shots?’ he asked. ‘How did the shooting begin?’ 

‘There was a fool of a man—a sort of confederate of mine—curse him!— 
who tried to steal my money. Has done so.’ 

‘Is he invisible too?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘Can’t I have some more to eat before I tell you all that? I’m hungry in 
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pain. And you want me to tell stories!’ 

Kemp got up. ‘ You didn’t do any shooting?’ he asked. 

‘Not me,’ said his visitor. ‘Some fool I’d never seen fired at random. A lot 
of them got scared. They all got scared at me. Curse them!—I say—I want 
more to eat than this, Kemp.’ 

‘I’ll see what there is more to eat downstairs,’ said Kemp. ‘Not much. I’m 
afraid.’ 

After he had done eating, and he made a heavy meal, the Invisible Man 
demanded a cigar. He bit the end savagely before Kemp could find a knife, 
and cursed when the outer leaf loosened. It w^as strange to see him smoking; 
his mouth and throat, pharynx and nares, became visible as a sort of 
whirling smoke cast. 

‘'Fhis blessed gift of smoking!’ he said, and puffed vigorously. ‘I’m lucky 
to have fallen upon you, Kemp. You must help me. h'ancy tumbling on you 
just now! I’m in a devilish scrape. I’ve been mad, I think. 'I'he things I have 
been through! But we will do things yet. Let me tell you-’ 

He helped himself to more whisky and soda. Kemp got up, looked about 
him, and fetched himself a glass from his spare room. ‘It's wild—but I 
suppose I may drink.’ 

‘You haven’t changed much, Kemp, these dozen years. You fair men 
don’t. Cool and methodical—after the first collapse. I must tell you. We will 
work together!’ 

‘But how was it all done?’ said Kemp, ‘and how did you gel like this?’ 

‘h’or God’s sake, let me smoke in peace for a little while! And then 1 will 
begin to tell you.’ 

But the story was not told that night. 'Lhe Invisible Man’s wrist was 
growing painful, he was feverish, exhausted, and his mind came round to 
brood upon his chase down the hill and the struggle abt)ut the inn. He spoke 
in fragments of Marvel, he smoked faster, his voice grew angry. Kemp tried 
to gather what he could. 

‘He was afraid of me, I could see he was afraid of me,’ said the Invisible 
Man many times over. ‘He meant to give me the slip—he was always casting 
about! What a fool 1 was! 

‘The cur! 

‘I should have killed him-’ 

‘Where did you get the money?’ asked Kemp abruptly. 

'Lhe Invisible Man was silent for a space. ‘I can’t tell you to-night,’ he 
said. 

He groaned suddenly and leant forward, supporting his invisible head on 
invisible hands. ‘Kemp,’ he said, ‘I’ve had no sleep for near three days— 
except a couple of dozes of an hour or so. I must sleep soon.’ 

‘Well, have my room—have this room.’ 

‘But how can I sleep? If I sleep—he will get away. Ugh! What docs it 
matter?’ 

‘What’s the shot-wound?’ asked Kemp, abruptly. 

‘Nothing—scratch and blood. Oh, God! How I want sleep!’ 

‘Why not?’ 

The Invisible Man appeared to be regarding Kemp. ‘Because I’ve a 
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particular objection to being caught by my fellow-men,’ he said slowly. 
Kemp started. 

‘Iu)ol that I am!’ said the Invisible Man, striking the table smartly. ‘I’ve 
put the idea into your head.’ 


18 _ 

TIIH INVISIBI.HMAN SLHHPS 

lixhausted and wounded as the Invisible Man was, he refused to accept 
Kemp’s word that his freedom should be respected. He examined the two 
windows of the bedroom, drew up the blinds, and opened the sashes to 
confirm Kemp’s statement that a retreat by them would be possible. 
Outside the night was very quiet and still, and the new moon was setting 
over the down, 'fhen he examined the keys of the bedroom and the two 
dressing-room doors, to satisfy himself that these also could be made an 
assurance of freedom, h'inally he expressed himself satisfied. He stood on 
the hearth-rug and Kemp heard the sound of a yawn. 

‘I'm sorry,’ said the Invisible Man, ‘if I cannot tell you all that I have 
done to-night. Hut 1 am worn out. It’s grotesque, no doubt. It’s horrible! 
Hut believe me, Kemp, it is quite a possible thing. 1 have made a discovery. 
I meant to keep it to myself. I can’t. I must have a partner. And you—We 
can do such things—Hut to-morrow. Now, Kemp, I feel as though I must 
sleep or perish.’ 

Kemp stood in the middle of the room staring at the headless garment. ‘1 
suppose I must leave you,’ he said. ‘It’s—incredible, 'fhree things 
happening like this, overturning all my preconceptions, would make me 
insane. Hut it’s real! Is there anything more that 1 can get you?’ 

‘Only bid me good-night,’ said (iriffin. 

‘Good-night,’ said Kemp, and shook an invisible hand. He walked 
sideways to the door. Suddenly the dressing-gown walked quickly towards 
him. ‘Understand me!’ said the dressing-gown. ‘No attempts to hamper me, 
or capture me! Or-’ 

Kemp’s face changed a little. ‘I thought 1 gave you my word,’ he said. 

Kemp closed the door softly behind him, and the key was turned upon 
him forthwith. 'I’hen, as he stood with an expression of passive amazement 
on his face, the rapid feet came to the door of the dressing-room and that too 
was locked. Kemp slapped his brow with his hand. ‘Am I dreaming.** Has 
the world gone mad—c^r have I?’ 

He laughed, and put his hand to the locked door. ‘Harred out of my own 
bedroom, by a flagrant absurdity!’ he said. 

He walked to the head of the staircase, turned, and stared at the locked 
doors. ‘It’s fact,’ he said. He put his fingers to his slightly bruised neck. 
‘Undeniable fact! 

‘But-’ 

He shook his head hopelessly, turned, and went downstairs. 
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He lit the dining-room lamp, got out a cigar, and began pacing the room, 
ejaculating. Now and then he w'ould argue with himself. 

‘Invisible!’ he said. 

‘Is there such a thing as an invisible animal? In the sea, yes. 'rhousands! 
millions! All the larvae, all the little nauplii and tornarias, all the 
microscopic things, the jelly-fish. In the sea there are more things invisible 
than visible! I never thought of that before. And in the ponds too! All those 
little pond-life things—specks of colourless translucent jelly! Hut in air? No! 

‘It can’t be. 

‘But after all—why not? 

‘If a man was made of glass he would still be visible.’ 

His meditation became profound. The bulk of three cigars had passed 
into the invisible or diffused as a white ash over the carpet before he spoke 
again. 'I'hen it was merely an exclamation. He turned aside, walked out of 
the room, and went into his little consulting-room and lit the gas there. It 
was a little room, because Dr Kemp did not live by practice, and in it were 
the day’s newspapers. 'Fhc morning’s paper lay carelessly opened and 
thrown aside. He caught it up, turned it over, and read the account of a 
‘Strange Story from Iping’ that the Mariner at Port Stowe had spelt over so 
painfully to Mr Marvel. Kemp read it swiftly. 

‘Wrapped up!’ said Kemp. ‘Disguised! Hiding it! “No one seems to have 
been aware of his misfortune.” What the devil is his game?’ 

He dropped the paper, and his eye went seeking. ‘Ah!’ he said, and caught 
up the Si James' Gazette^ lying folded up as it arrived. ‘Now we shall get at 
the truth,’ said Dr Kemp. He rent the paper open; a couple of columns 
confronted him. ‘An Kntire Village in Sussex goes Mad’ was the heading. 

‘Good Heavens!’ said Kemp, reading eagerly an incredulous account of 
the events in Iping the previous afternoon, that have already been 
described. Over the leaf the report in the morning paper had been 
reprinted. 

He re-read it. ‘Ran through the streets striking right and left. Jailers 
insensible. Mr Huxter in great pain—still unable to describe what he saw. 
Painful humiliation—^vicar. Woman ill with terror! Windows smashed. 
This extraordinary story probably a fabrication, 'loo good not to print— 
cum granoT 

He dropped the paper and stared blankly in front of him. ‘Probably a 
fabrication!’ 

He caught up the paper again, and re-read the whole business. ‘Hut where 
does the Tramp come in? Why the deuce was he chasing a Tramp?’ 

He sat down abruptly on the surgical couch. ‘He’s not only invisible,’ he 
said, ‘but he’s mad! Homicidal!’ 

When dawn came to mingle its pallor with the lamp-light and cigar smoke 
of the dining-room, Kemp was still pacing up and down, trying to grasp the 
incredible. 

He was altogether too excited to sleep. His servants, descending sleepily, 
discovered him, and were inclined to think that over-study had worked this 
ill on him. He gave them extraordinary but quite explicit instructions to lay 
breakfast for two in the belvedere study—and then to confine themselves to 
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the basement and ground-lloor. Then he continued to pace the dining-room 
until the morning’s paper came. 'Fhat had much to say and little to tell, 
beyond the confirmation of the evening before and a very badly written 
account of another remarkable tale from Port Burdock. 'Fhis gave Kemp the 
essence of the happenings at the Jolly Cricketers, and the name of Marvel. 
‘He has made me keep whh him twenty-four hours,’ Marvel lesiihed. 
Certain minor facts were added to the I ping story, notably the cutting of the 
village telegraph-wire. But there was nothing to throw light on the 
connection between the Invisible Man and the 'Tramp; for Mr Marvel had 
supplied no information about the three books, or the money with which he 
was lined. 'The incredulous tone had vanished and a shoal of reporters and 
inquirers were already at work elaborating the matter. 

Kemp read every scrap of the report and sent his housemaid out to get 
every one of the morning papers she could. 'These also he devoured. 

‘He is invisible!' he said. ‘And it reads like rage growing to mania! 'The 
things he may do! 'The things he may do! And he's upstairs free as the air. 
VThat on earth ought I to do? 

‘Tor instance, would it be a breach of faith if—? No.' 

He went to a little untidy desk in the ci^rner, and began a note. He tore 
this up half written, and wrote another. He read it over and considered it. 
'Then he took an envelope and addressed it to ‘Colonel Adye, Port 
Burdock.’ 

'The Invisible Man awoke even as Kemp was doing this. He awoke in an 
evil temper, and Kemp, alert for every sound, heard his pattering feet rush 
suddenly across the bedroom overhead. 'Then a chair was Hung over and the 
wash-hand stand tumbler smashed. Kemp hurried upstairs and rapped 
eagerly. 


^ 9 __. 

CHR TAIN TIRS'T PRINCIPTT.S 

‘What's the matter?’ asked Kemp, w hen the Invisible Man admitted him. 

‘Nothing,’ was the answer. 

‘But, confound it! 'The smash?’ 

‘Til of temper,’ said the Invisible Man. ‘P’orgot this arm; and it s sore. 

‘You’re rather liable to that sort of thing.’ 

‘I am.' 

Kemp w’alked across the room and picked up the Iragments ot broken 
glass. ‘All the facts are out about you,’ said Kemp, standing up with the 
glass in his hand; ‘all that happened in Iping, and down the hill. 1 he w'orld 
has become aware of its invisible citizen. But no one knows you are here. 

'The Invisible Man swore. 

‘'The secret’s out. I gather it was a secret. I don t know wiiat your plans 
are, but of course I’m anxious to help you.’ 

'The Invisible Man sat down on the bed. 
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‘'Fhcrc’s breakfast upstairs,' said Kemp, speaking as easily as possible, 
and he was delighted to find his strange guest rose willingly. Kemp led the 
way up the narrow staircase to the belvedere. 

‘Before we can do anything else,’ said Kemp, ‘I must understand a little 
more about this invisibility of yours.' He had sat down, after one nervous 
glance out of the window, with the air of a man who has talking to do. His 
doubts of the sanity of the entire business Hashed and vanished again as he 
looked across to where Ciriffin sat at the breakfast-table,—a headless, 
handless dressing-gown, wiping unseen lips on a miraculously held 
serviette. 

‘It's simple enough—and credible enough,' said Griffin, putting the 
serviette aside and leaning the invisible head on an invisible hand. 

‘No doubt, to you, but—' Kemp laughed. 

‘Well, yes; to me it seemed wonderful at first, no doubt. But now, great 
God!—But we will do great things yet! I came on the stuff first at 
Chesilsiowe.' 

‘Chesilstowe?' 

‘I went there after I left London. You know I dropped medicine and took 
up physics? No?—well, I did. Light—fascinated me.' 

‘Ah!' 

‘Optical density! 'I'he whole subject is a network of riddles—a network 
with solutions glimmering elusively through. And being but two-and- 
twenty and full of enthusiasm, 1 said, “1 will devote my life to this. 'This is 
worth while." You know’ what fools we are at two-and-twenty?' 

‘Fools then or fools now,' said Kemp. 

‘As though Knowing could be any satisfaction to a man! 

‘But I went to work—like a nigger. And I had hardly w’orked and thi^ught 
about the matter six months before light came through one of the meshes 
suddenly—blindingly! I found a general principle of pigments and 
refraction,—a formula, a geometrical expression involving four dimensions. 
Fools, common men, even common mathematicians, do not know' anything 
of what some general expression may mean ti^ the student of molecular 
physics. In the books—the books that 'Tramp has hidden—there arc 
marvels, miracles! But this was not a method, it w'as an idea that might lead 
to a method by which it w'ould be possible, without changing any other 
property of matter,—except, in some instances, colours,—to low'cr the 
refractive index of a substance, solid or liquid, to that of air—so far as all 
purposes arc concerned.' 

‘Phew!' said Kemp. ‘'I'hat’s odd! But still I don't see quite—I can 
understand that thereby you could spoil a valuable stone, but personal 
invisibility is a far cry.’ 

‘Precisely,’ said Griflfin. ‘But consider: Visibility depends on the action of 
the visible bodies on light. Either a body absorbs light, or it reflects it, or 
docs all these things. If it neither reflects nor refracts nor absorbs light, it 
cannot of itself be visible. You see an opaque red box, for instance, because 
the colour absorbs some of the light and reflects the rest, all the red part of 
the light, to you. If it did not absorb any particular part of the light, but 
reflected it all, then it would be a shining white box. Silver! A diamond box 



The Invisible Man 219 

would neither absorb much of the light nor reflect much from the general 
surface, but just here and there where the surfaces were favourable the light 
would be reflected and refracted, so that you would get a brilliant 
appearance of flashing reflections and translucencies —a sort of skeleton of 
light. A glass box would not be so brilliant, not so clearly visible, as a 
diamond box, because there would be less refraction and reflection. See 
that? h'rom certain points of view you would see quite clearly through it. 
Some kinds of glass would be more visible than others, a box of flint glass 
would be brighter than a box of ordinary window glass. A box of very thin 
common glass would be hard to see in a bad light, because it would absorb 
hardly any light and refract and reflect very little. And if you put a sheet of 
common white glass in water, still more if you put it in some denser liquid 
than water, it would vanish almost altogether, because light passing from 
water to glass is only slightly refracted or reflected or indeed affected in any 
way. It is almi^st as invisible as a jet of coal gas or hydrogen is in air. And for 
precisely the same reason!’ 

‘Yes,’ said Kemp, ‘that is pretty plain sailing.' 

‘And here is another fact you will know to be true. If a sheet of glass is 
smashed, Kemp, and beaten intt) a powder, it becomes much more visible 
while it is in the air; it becomes at last an opaque while powder. 'Fhis is 
because the ptnvdering multiplies the surfaces of the glass at which 
refraction and reflection occur. In the sheet of glass there are only two 
surfaces; in the powder the light is reflected or refracted by each grain it 
passes through, and very little gets right through the powder. But if the 
while pinvdered glass is pul into water, it forthwith vanishes. 'The pow¬ 
dered glass and water have much the same refractive index; that is, the light 
undergoes very little refraction or retleclii>n in passing from one to the oilier. 

‘You make the glass invisible by pulling it into a liquid of nearly the same 
refractive index; a transparent thing becimies invisible if it is pul in any 
medium of almost the same ref ractive index. And if you will consider only a 
second, you will see also that the powder of glass might be made to vanish in 
air, if its ref ractive index could be made the same as that of air; for then there 
would be no refraction or reflection as the light passed from glass to air. 

‘^'es, yes,’ said Kemp. ‘But a man’s not powdered glass!' 

‘No,’ said (iriffin. ‘He’s more transparent!' 

‘Nonsense!’ 

‘ That fri>m a doctor! How one forgets! Have you already forgotten your 
physics, in ten years? Just think of all the things that are transparent and seem 
not to be so. l^aper, for instance, is made up of iranspxirent fibres, and it is 
white and opaque only for the same reason that a powder ot glass is white atid 
opaque. Oil white paper, fill up the interstices between the particles with t^il 
so that there is no longer refraction i>r reflection except at the surfaces, and it 
becomes as transparent as glass. And not only paper, but cotton fibre, linen 
fibre, wool fibre, woody fibre, and hoHi\ Kemp, fleshy Kemp, /iiin\ Kemp, 
nails and nerves^ Kemp, in fact the whole fabric of a man except the red of his 
blood and the black pigment of hair, are all made up 
of transparent, colourless tissue. So little suffices to make us visible one 
to the other. l\)r the most part the fibres of a living creature are ni) more 
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opaque than water.’ 

‘Great Heavens!’ cried Kemp. ‘Of course, of course! I was thinking only 
last night of the sea larvae and all jelly-flsh!’ 

'Now you have me! And all that I knew and had in mind a year after I left 
London—six years ago. But I kept it to myself. I had to do my work under 
frightful disadvantages. Oliver, my professor, was a scientific bounder, a 
journalist by instinct, a thief of ideas,—^he was always prying! And you know 
the knavish system of the scientific world. I simply would not publish, and let 
him share my credit. I went on working. I got nearer and nearer making my 
formula into an experiment, a reality. I told no living soul, because I meant to 
flash my work upon the world with crushing effect,—to become famous at a 
blow. I took up the question of pigments to fill up certain gaps. And 
suddenly, not by design but by accident, I made a discovery in physiology.’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘You know the red colouring matter of blood; it can be made while— 
colourless—and remain with all the functions it has now!’ 

Kemp gave a cry of incredulous amazement. 

The Invisible Man rose and began pacing the little study. ‘You may well 
exclaim. I remember that night. It was late at night,—in the daytime one was 
bothered with the gaping, silly students,—and I worked then sometimes till 
dawn. It came suddenly, splendid and complete into my mind. I was alone; 
the laboratory was still, with the tall lights burning brightly and silently. In 
all my great moments I have been alone. “One could make an animal—a 
tissue—^transparent! One could make it invisible! All except the pigments. I 
could be invisible!” I said, suddenly realising what it meant to be an albino 
with such knowledge. It was overwhelming. I left the filtering I was doing, 
and went and stared out of the great window at the stars. “I could be 
invisible!” I repeated. 

‘To do such a thing would be to transcend magic. And I beheld, unclouded 
by doubt, a magnificent vision of all that invisibility might mean to a man,— 
the mystery, the power, the freedom. Drawbacks I saw none. You have only 
to think! And I, a shabby, poverty-struck, hemmed-in demonstrator, 
teaching fools in a provincial college, might suddenly become—this. I ask 
you, Kemp, if you —Any one, I tell you, would have flung himself upon that 
research. And I worked three years, and every mountain of difficulty I toiled 
over showed another from its summit. The infinite details! And the 
exasperation,—a professor, a provincial professor, always prying. “When are 
you going to publish this work of yours?” was his everlasting question. And 
the students, the cramped means! I'hrec years I had of it- 

‘And after three years of secrecy and exasperation, I found that to complete 
it was impossible,—^impossible.’ 

‘How?’ asked Kemp. 

‘Money,’ said the Invisible Man, and went again to stare out of the 
window. 

He turned round abruptly. ‘I robbed the old man—robbed my father. 

‘The money was not his, and he shot himself.’ 
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Vor a moment Kemp sal in silence, staring at the back of the headless figure at 
the window. Then he started, struck by a thought, rose, look the Invisible 
Man’s arm, and turned him away from the outlook. 

‘You arc tired,’ he said, ‘and while I sit, you walk about. Have my chair.’ 

He placed himself between Ciriffin and the nearest window. 

for a space Griffin sat silent, and then he resumed abruptly: 

‘I had left the C’hesilstowe ctittage already,’ he said, ‘when that happened. 
It was last December. 1 had taken a room in Limdon, a large unfurnished 
room in a big ill-managed lodging-house in a slum near (jreat Portland 
Street. 'The room was soon full of the appliances 1 had bought with his 
money; the work was going on steadily, successfully, drawing near an end. I 
was like a man emerging from a thicket, and suddenly coming on some 
unmeaning tragedy. I went to bury him. My mind was still on this research, 
and I did not lift a finger to save his character. I remember the funeral, the 
cheap hearse, the scant ceremony, the windy frost-bitten hillside, and the old 
college friend of his who read the service over him,—a shabby, black, bent old 
man with a snivelling cold. 

‘I remember walking back to the empty home, through the place that had 
once been a village and was now patched and tinkered by the jerry builders 
into the ugly likeness of a town. Hvery way the roads ran out at last into the 
desecrated fields and ended in rubble heaps and rank wet weeds. I remember 
mysell’as a gaunt black figure, going along the slippery, shiny pavement, and 
the strange sense of detachment I felt from the squalid respectability, the 
sordid commercialism of the place. 

‘I did not feel a bit sorry fir my father. He seemed to me to be the victim ot 
his own foolish sentimentality, 'fhe current cant required my attendance at 
his funeral, but it was really not my affair. 

‘Hut going along the High Street, my old life came back to me for a space, 
for I met the girl I had know n ten years since. Our eyes met. 

‘Something moved me to turn back and talk to her. She was a very ordinary 
person. 

‘It was all like a dream, that visit to the old places. I did not feel then that I 
w’as lonely, that I had come out from the w'orld into a desolate place. 1 
appreciated my loss of sympathy, but I put it dow-n to the general inanity of 
things. Re-entering my room seemed like the recovery ot reality. 1 here were 
the things I knew and loved. There stood the apparatus, the experiments 
arranged and waiting. And now there was scarcely a difficulty left, beyond 
the planning of details. 

‘I will tell you, Kemp, sooner or later, all the complicated processes. We 
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need not go into that now. For the most part, saving certain gaps I chose to 
remember, they are written in cypher in those books that tramp has hidden. 
We must hunt him down. We must get those books again. But the essential 
phase was to place the transparent object whose refractive index was to be 
lowered between two radiating centres of a sort of ethereal vibration, of 
which I will tell you more fully later. No, not these Rbntgen vibrations—I 
don’t know that these others of mine have been described. Yet they are 
obvious enough. I needed two little dynamos, and these I worked with a 
cheap gas engine. My first experiment was with a bit of white wool fabric. It 
was the strangest thing in the world to see it in the flicker of the flashes soft 
and while, and then to watch it fade like a wreath of smoke and vanish. 

‘I could scarcely believe I had done it. 1 put my hand into the emptiness, 
and there was the thing as solid as ever. I felt it awkwardly, and threw it on 
the floor. I had a little trouble finding it again. 

‘And then came a curious experience. I heard a miaow behind me, and 
turning, saw a lean while cat, very dirty, on the cistern cover outside the 
window. A thought came into my head. “Everything ready for you,” I said, 
and went to the window, opened it, and called softly. She came in, 
purring,—the poor beast was starving,^—and 1 gave her some milk. All my 
food was in a cupboard in the corner of the room. After that she went 
smelling round the room,—evidently with the idea of making herself at 
home. The invisible rag upset her a bit; you should have seen her spit at it! 
But I made her comfortable on the pillow of my truckle-bed. And I gave her 
butter to get her to wash.’ 

‘And you processed her?’ 

‘I processed her. Hut giving drugs to a cat is no joke, Kemp! And the 
process failed.’ 

‘Failed!’ 

‘In two particulars. 'These were the claws and the pigment stulf—what is 
it?—at the back of the eye in a cat. You know?’ 

"‘Tapetwn.^ 

‘Yes, the tapetum. It didn’t go. After Fd given the stuff to bleach the 
blood and done certain other things to her, I gave the beast opium, and put 
her and the pillow she was sleeping on, on the apparatus. And after all the 
rest had faded and vanished, there remained tw^o little ghosts of her eyes.’ 

‘Odd!’ 

‘I can’t explain it. She was bandaged and clamped, of course,—so I had 
her safe; but she woke while she was still misty, and miaowed dismally, and 
some one came knocking. It was an odd woman from downstairs, who 
suspected me of vivisecting,—a drink-sodden old creature, with only a 
white cat to care for in all the world. I whipped out some chloroform, and 
applied it, and answered the door. “Did I hear a cat?” she asked. “My cat?” 
“Not here,” said I, very politely. She was a little doubtful and tried to peer 
past me into the room; strange enough to her no doubt,—bare walls, 
uncurtained windows, truckle-bed, with the gas engine vibrating, and the 
seethe of the radiant points, and that faint ghastly stinging of chloroform in 
the air. She had to be satisfied at last and went away again.’ 

‘How long did it take?’ asked Kemp. 
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‘Three or four hours—the cat. The bones and sinews and the fat were the 
last to go, and the tips of the coloured hairs. And, as I say, the back part of 
the eye, though iridescent stuff it is, wouldn’t go at all. 

‘It was night outside long before the business was over, and nothing was 
to be seen but the dim eyes and the claws. I stopped the gas engine, felt for 
and stroked the beast, which was still insensible, and then, being tired, left it 
sleeping in the invisible pillow and went to bed. I found it hard to sleep. I 
lay awake thinking weak aimless stuff, going over the experiment over and 
over again, or dreaming feverishly of things growing misty and vanishing 
about me, until everything, the ground I stood on, vanished, and so I came 
to that sickly falling nightmare one gets. About two, the cat began miaowing 
about the room. I tried to hush it by talking to it, and then I decided to turn 
it out. I remember the shock I had when striking a light—there were just the 
round eyes shining green—and nothing round them. I would have given it 
milk, but 1 hadn’t any. It wouldn’t be quiet, it just sat down and miaowed at 
the door. I tried to catch it, with an idea of putting it out of the window, but 
it wouldn’t be caught, it vanished. 'Fhen it began miaowing in different 
parts of the room. At last I opened the window and made a bustle. I suppose 
it went out at last. I never saw any more of it. 

‘Then—Heaven knows why —1 fell thinking of my father’s funeral again, 
and the dismal windy hillside, until the day had come. I found sleeping was 
hopeless, and, locking my door after me, wandered out into the morning 
streets.’ 

‘You don’t mean to say there’s an invisible cat at large!’ said Kemp. 

‘If it hasn’t been killed,’ said the Invisible Man. ‘Why not?’ 

‘Why not?’ said Kemp. ‘I didn’t mean to interrupt.’ 

‘It’s very probably been killed,’ said the Invisible Man. ‘It was alive four 
days after, I know, and down a grating in Great 'I'itchfield Street; because I 
saw a crowd round the place, trying to see whence the miaowing came.’ 

He was silent for the best part of a minute. Then he resumed abruptly: 

‘I remember that morning before the change very vividly. I must have 
gone up Great Portland Street. I remember the barracks in Albany Street, 
and the horse soldiers coming out, and at last I found myself sitting in the 
sunshine and feeling very ill and strange, on the summit of Primrose Hill. It 
was a sunny day in January,—one of those sunny, frosty days that came 
before the snow this year. My weary brain tried to formulate the position to 
plot out a plan of action. 

‘I was surprised to find, now that my prize was within my grasp, how 
inconclusive its attainment seemed. As a matter of fact I was worked out; 
the intense stress of nearly four years’ continuous work left me incapable of 
any strength of feeling. I was apathetic, and I tried in vain to recover the 
enthusiasm of my first inquiries, the passion of discovery that had enabled 
me to compass even the downfall of my father’s grey hairs. Nothing seemed 
to matter. I saw pretty clearly this was a transient mood, due to overwork 
and want of sleep, and that cither by drugs or rest it would be possible to 
recover my energies. 

‘All I could think clearly was that the thing had to be carried through; the 
fixed idea still ruled me. And soon, for the money I had was almost 
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exhausted. I looked about me at the hillside^ with children playing and girls 
watching them, and tried to think of all the fantastic advantages an invisible 
man would have in the world. After a time I crawled home, took some food 
and a strong dose of strychnine, and went to sleep in my clothes on my 
unmade bed. Strychnine is a grand tonic, Kemp, to take the flabbiness out 
of a man.’ 

‘It’s the devil,’ said Kemp. ‘It’s the palaeolithic in a bottle.’ 

‘I aw’okc vastly invigorated and rather irritable. You know?’ 

‘I know the stufi'.’ 

‘And there was some one rapping at the door. It was my landlord with 
threats and inquiries, an old Polish Jew in a long grey coat and greasy 
slippers. I had been tormenting a cat in the night he was sure,—the old 
woman’s tongue had been busy. He insisted on knowing all about it. 'Phe 
laws of this country against vivisection were very severe,—he might be 
liable. I denied the cat. I'hen the vibration of the little gas engine could be 
felt all over the house, he said. 'That w^as true, certainly. He edged round me 
into the room, peering about over his German-silver spectacles, and a 
sudden dread came into my mind that he might carry away something of my 
secret. I tried to keep between him and the concentrating apparatus I had 
arranged, and that only made him more curious. What was I doing? Why 
was 1 always alone and secretive? Was it legal? Was it dangerous? I paid 
nothing but the usual rent. His had always been a most respectable house— 
in a disreputable neighbourhood. Suddenly my temper gave way. I told him 
to get out. He began to protest, to jabber of his right of entry. In a moment I 
had him by the collar; something ripped, and he went spinning out into his 
own passage. I slammed and locked thcjjoor and sat down quivering. 

‘He made a fuss outside, which I disregarded, and after a time he went 
away. 

‘Hut this brought matters to a crisis. I did not know' what he would do, 
nor even w'hat he had power to do. To move to fresh apartments would have 
meant delay; altogether I had barely tw'enty pounds left in the world,—for 
the most part in a bank,—and I could not afl'ord that. Vanish! It was 
irresistible. Then there would be an inquiry, the sacking of my room- 

‘At the thought of the possibility of my work being exposed or 
interrupted at its very climax, I became angry and active. I hurried out w'ith 
my three books of notes, my cheque-book,—the tramp has them now,—and 
directed them from the nearest Post Office to a house of call for letters and 
parcels in Great Portland Street. I tried to go out noiselessly. C'oming in. 
I found my landlord going quietly upstairs; he had heard the door close, I 
suppose. You would have laughed to see him jump aside on the landing a^ 
I came tearing after him. He glared at me as I went by him, and I made the 
house quiver with the slamming of my door. I heard him come shuffling up 
to my floor, hesitate, and go down. I set to work upon my prcparation^ 
forthwith. 

‘It was all done that evening and night. While I was still sitting under the 
sickly, drowsy influence of the drugs that decolourise blood, there came i 
repeated knocking at the door. It ceased, footsteps went away and returned 
and the knocking was resumed. 'Phere was an attempt to push something 
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under the door—a blue paper. 'I'hen in a fit of irritaiion I rose and went and 
flung the door wide open. “Now then?” said I. 

‘It was my landlord, with a notice of ejectment or something, fie held it 
(^ut to me, saw something odd about my liands, I expect, and lifted his eyes 
to my face. 

‘lu)r a moment he gaped. 'I'hen he gave a sort of inarticulate cry, dri)pped 
candle and writ together, and went blundering di'wn the dark passage to the 
stairs. I shut the door, locked it, and went to the looking-glass. 'I'lten I 
understood his terror. My face was white—like white stone. 

'Hut it was all horrible. 1 had not expected the sulfering. A night of 
racking anguish, sickness and fainting. I set my teeth, though my skin was 
presently afire; all my body afire; but I lay there like grim death. 1 
understood now hinv it was the cat had howled until 1 chloroformed it. 
Lucky it was I lived alone and untended in my room. 'I'here were times 
when 1 sobbed and grinined and talked. Hut I stuck to it. I became insensible 
and woke languid in the darkness. 

"'The pain had passed. 1 thought I was killing myself and 1 did not care. I 
shall never forget that dawn, the strange horror of seeing that my hands had 
become as clouded glass, and w atching them gnnv clearer and thinner as the 
day went by, until at last 1 could see the sickly disorder of my room through 
them, though I closed my transparent eyelids. My limbs became glassy, the 
bimes and arteries faded, vanished, anil the little white nerves went last. 1 
ground my teeth and stayed there to the end. At last only the dead tips of the 
tinger-nails remained, pallid and white, and the brown stain of some acid 
upon my fingers. 

‘1 struggled up. At lirst 1 was as incapable as a swathed inlant,—stepping 
with limbs I could not see. 1 was weak and very hungry. 1 went and stared at 
nothing in my shaving-glass, at nothing save where an attenuated pigment 
still remained behind the retina of my eyes, fainter than mist. 1 had to hang 
on to the table and press my forehead to the glass. 

Mt was only by a frantic elfort of will that 1 dragged myself back to the 
apparatus and completed the process. 

‘1 slept during the forenoon, pulling the sheet over m\ eyes to shut out the 
light, and about midday I was awakened again by a knocking. My strength 
had returned. I sat up and listened and heard a whispering. 1 sprang to my 
feel and as noiselessly as pi^ssible began to detaeh the connections of my 
apparatus, and to distribute it about the room, so as to destroy the 
suggestions of its arrangement. Presently the knocking was renewed and 
voices called, first my landlord's, and then two others. 'I o gain time 1 
answered them. 'The invisible rag and pillow came to hand and 1 opened the 
window and pitched them out on to the cistern cover. As the window 
opened, a heavy crash came at the door. Some one had charged it with th.e 
idea of smashing the lock. Hut the stout bolts I had screwed up some days 
before stopped him. 'That startled me, made me angry. I began to tremble 
and do things hurriedly. 

‘I tossed together some loose paper, straw, packing paper and so foith, in 
the middle of the room, and turned on the gas. Heavy blows began to rain 
upon the di>or. 1 could not find the matches. I beat my hands on the wall 
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with rage. I turned down the gas again, stepped out of the window on the 
cistern cover, very softly lowered the sash, and sat down, secure and 
invisible, but quivering with anger, to watch events, 'fhey split a panel, 1 
saw, and in another moment they had broken away the staples of the bolts 
and stood in the open doorway. It was the landlord and his two step-sons, 
sturdy young men of three or four and twenty. Behind them fluttered the 
old hag of a woman from downstairs. 

‘You may imagine their astonishment on finding the room empty. One of 
the younger men rushed to the window at once, flung it up and stared out. 
His staring eyes and thick-lipped bearded face came a foot from my face. I 
was half minded to hit his silly countenance, but I arrested my doubled fist. 
He stared right through me. So did the others as they joined him. The old 
man went and peered under the bed, and then they all made a rush for the 
cupboard. 'I'hey had to argue about it at length in Yiddish and Cockney 
linglish. They concluded I had not answered them, that their imagination 
had deceived them. A feeling of extraordinary elation took the place of my 
anger as I sat outside the window and watched these four people—for the 
old lady came in, glancing suspiciously about her like a cat, trying to 
understand the riddle of my behaviour. 

‘'fhe old man, so far as I could understand his patois^ agreed with the old 
lady that I was a vivisectionist. 'I'he sons protested in garbled Hnglish that I 
was an electrician, and appealed to the dynamos and radiators. 'I'hey were 
all nervous against my arrival, although I found subsequently that they had 
bolted the front door. The old lady peered into the cupboard and under the 
bed, and one of the young men pushed up the register and stared up the 
chimney. One of my fellow lodgers, a costermonger who shared the 
opposite room with a butcher, appeared on the landing, and he was called in 
and told incoherent things. 

‘It occurred to me that the radiators, if they fell into the hands of some 
acute well-educated person, would give me away too much, and watching 
my opportunity, I came into the rcH>m and tilted one of the little dynamos off 
its fellow on which it was standing, and smashed both apparatus, 'fhen, 
w^hile they were trying to explain the smash, I dodged out of the room and 
went softly downstairs. 

‘I went into one of the sitting-rooms and w'aited until they came down, 
still speculating and argumentative, all a little disappointed at finding no 
“horrors," and all a little puzzled how they stood with regard to me. 'Fhen I 
slipped up again with a box of matches, fired my heap of paper and rubbish, 
put the chairs and bedding thereby, led the gas to the affair, by means of an 
india-rubber tube, and waving a farewell to the room left it for the last time.’ 

‘You fired the house!’ exclaimed Kemp. 

‘Fired the house. It was the only way to cover my trail—and no doubt it 
was insured. I slipped the bolts of the front door quietly and went out into 
the street. I was invisible, and I was only just beginning to realise the 
extraordinary advantage my invisibility gave me. My head was already 
teeming with plans of all the wild and wonderful things I had now impunity 
to do.’ 
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‘In going downstairs the first time I found an unexpected difficulty because 
I could not see my feet; indeed I stumbled twice, and there was an 
unaccustomed clumsiness in gripping the bolt. Hy not looking down, 
however, I managed to walk on the level passably well. 

‘My mood, I say, was one of exaltation. 1 felt as a seeing man might do, 
with padded feet and noiseless clothes, in a city of the blind. I experienced a 
wild impulse to jest, to startle people, to clap men on the back, fling people's 
hats astray, and generally revel in my extraordinary advantage. 

‘Hut hardly had 1 emerged upon Great Portland Street, however (my 
lodgings was close to the big draper's shop there), when 1 heard a clashing 
concussion and was hit violently behind, and turning saw a man carrying a 
basket of soda-water siphons, and looking in ama/ement at his burden. 
Although the blow had really hurt me, I found something so irresistible in 
his astonishment that 1 laughed aloud. “'Phe devil's in the basket," I said, 
and suddenly twisted it out of his hand. He let go incontinently and I swung 
the whole weight into the air. 

‘Hut a fool of a cabman, standing outside a public house, made a sudden 
rush for this, and his extending fingers took me with excruciating violence 
under the ear. I let the whole down with a smash i>n the cabman, and then, 
with shouts and the clatter of feel about me, people coming out of shops, 
vehicles pulling up, 1 realised what I had done for myself, and cursing my 
folly, backed against a shop window and prepared to dodge out of the 
confusion. In a mi)ment I should be wedged into a crowd and inevitably 
discovered. I pushed by the butcher boy, who luckily did not turn to see the 
mnhingness that shoved him aside, and dodged behind the cabman's four- 
wheeler. I do not know how they settled the business. 1 hurried straight 
across the road, which was happily clear, and hardly heeding which way I 
went, in the fright of detectu)n the incident had given, plunged into the 
afternoon throng of Oxford Street. 

‘I tried to get into the stream of people, but they were too thick for me, 
and in a moment my heels were being trodden upon. 1 took to the gutter, the 
roughness of which I found painful to my feet, and forthwith the shaft of a 
crawling hansom dug me forcibly under the shoulder blade, reminding me 
that I was already bruiseel severely. I staggered out of the way of the cab, 
avoided a perambulator by a convulsive movement, and found myself 
behind the hansom. A happy thought saved me, and as this drove slowly 
along I followed in its immediate wake, trembling and astonished at the turn 
of my adventure. And not only trembling, but shivering. It was a bright day 
in January and I was stark naked and the thin slime of mud that covered the 
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road was freezing, l^oolish as it seems to me now, I had not reckoned that, 
transparent or not, I was still amenable to the weather and all its 
consequences. 

"Then suddenly a bright idea came into my head. I ran round and got into 
the cab. And so, shivering, scared, and sniffing with the first intimations of a 
cold, and with the bruises in the small of my back growing upon my 
attention, I drove slowly along Oxford Street and past Tottenham Court 
Road. My mood was as different from that in which I had sallied forth ten 
minutes ago as it is possible to imagine. This invisibility indeed! The one 
thought that possessed me was—how was I to get out of the scrape I was in. 

‘We crawled past Mudie’s, and there a tall woman with five or six yellow- 
labelled books hailed my cab, and I sprang out just in time to escape her, 
shaving a railway van narrowly in my flight. I made off up the roadway to 
Bloomsbury Square, intending to strike north past the Museum and so get 
into the quiet district. I was now cruelly chilled, and the strangeness of my 
situation so unnerved me that I whimpered as I ran. At the northward 
corner of the Square a little white dog ran out of the Pharmaceutical 
Society’s offices, and incontinently made for me, nose down. 

‘1 had never realised it before, but the nose is to the mind of a dog what 
the eye is to the mind of a seeing man. Dogs perceive the scent of a man 
moving as men perceive his vision. This brute began barking and leaping, 
showing, as it seemed to me, only too plainly that he was aware of me. I 
crossed Great Russell Street, glancing over my shoulder as I did so, and 
went some way along Montague Street before I realised what I was running 
towards. 

‘'Phen I became aware of a blare of music, and looking along the street 
saw a number of people advancing out of Russell Square, red shirts, and the 
banner of the Salvation Army to the fore. Such a crowed, chanting in the 
roadway and scoffing on the pavement, I could not hope to penetrate, and 
dreading to go back and farther from home again, and deciding on the spur 
of the moment, I ran up the white steps of a house facing the Museum 
railings, and stood there until the crowd should have passed. Happily the 
dog stopped at the noise of the band too, hesitated, and turned tail, running 
back to Bloomsbury Square again. 

‘On came the band, bawling with unconscious irony some hymn about 
“When shall we see his Pace?” and it seemed an interminable time to me 
before the tide of the crowd washed along the pavement by me. 'Phud, thud, 
thud, came the drum w^ith a vibrating resonance, and for the moment I did 
not notice two urchins slopping at the railings by me. “See ’em,” said one. 
“See what?’’ said the other. “Why—them footmarks— bare. Like what you 
makes in mud.” 

‘I looked down and saw the youngsters had stopped and were gaping at 
the muddy footmarks I had left behind me up the newly whitened steps. 
The passing people elbowed and jostled them, but their confounded 
intelligence was arrested. “Thud, thud, thud. When, thud, shall we see, 
thud, his face, thud thud.” “There’s a barefoot man gone up them steps, or 
I don’t know nothing,” said one. “And he ain’t never come down again. 
And his foot was a-bleeding.” 
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‘The thick of the crowd had already passed. “Looky there, 'led," quoth 
the younger of the detectives, with the sharpness of surprise in his voice, 
and pointed straight to my feet. I looked down and saw at once the dim 
suggestion of their outline sketched in splashes of mud. h’or a moment I was 
paralysed. 

“‘Why, that’s rum,” said the elder. “Dashed rum! It’s just like the ghost 
of a foot, ain’t it?” He hesitated and advanced with outstretched hand. A 
man pulled up short to see what he was catching, and then a girl. In another 
moment he would have touched me. 'Fhen I saw what to do. I made a step, 
the boy started back with an exclamation, and with a rapid movement I 
swung myself over into the portico of the next house. Hut the smaller boy 
was sharp-eyed enough to follow the movement, and before I was well dow n 
the steps and upon the pavement, he had recovered from his momentary 
astonishment and w'as shouting out that the feet had gone over the wall. 

‘'Fhcy rushed round and saw my new' footmarks flash into being on the 
lower step and upon the pavement. “What's up?” asked some one. “Feet! 
Look! b'eet running!" Hverybody in the road, except my three pursuers, 
was pouring along after the Salvation Army, and this mu only impeded me 
but them. 'Fhere was an eddy of surprise and interrogation. At the cost of 
bowling over one young fellow 1 got through, and in another moment I was 
rushing headlong round the circuit of Russell Square, with six or seven 
astonished people following my footmarks. 'I’here w’as no time for 
explanation, or else the w'hole host w’ould have been after me. 

‘I'w'ice I doubled round corners, thrice 1 crossed the road and came back 
on my tracks, and then, as my feet grew hot and dry, the damp impressions 
began to fade. At last 1 had a breathing space and rubbed my feet clean with 
my hands, and so got away altogether. 'The last 1 saw of the chase was a little 
group of a dozen people perhaps, studying with inlinile perplexity a slowly 
drying footprint that had resulted from a puddle in Tavistock Square—a 
footprint as isolated and incomprehensible to them as Crusoe's solitary 
discovery. 

‘'riiis running warmed me to a certain extent, and 1 went on w ith a better 
courage through the maze of less frequented roads that runs hereabouts. 
My back had now become very stilt'and sore, my tonsils were painful from 
the cabman's fingers, and the skin of my neck had been scratched by his 
nails; my feet hurt exceedingly and I was lame from a little cut on one foot. 1 
saw in time a blind man approaching me, and lied limping, for I feared his 
subtle intuitions. Once or twice accidental collisions occurred and I left 
people amazed, with unaccountable curses ringing in their ears. 'I'hen came 
something silent and quiet against my face, and across the Square fell a thin 
veil of slowly falling flakes of snow. I had caught a cold, and do as I would 1 
could not avoid an occasional sneeze. And every dog that came in sight, with 
its pointing nose and curious sniffing, was a terror to me. 

‘'I'hen came men and boys running, first one and then others, and 
shouting as they ran. It was a fire. They ran in the direction of my lodging, 
and looking back down a street I saw a mass of black smoke streaming up 
above the roofs and telephone wires. It was my lodging burning; my 
clothes, my apparatus, all my resources indeed, except my cheque-book and 
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the three volumes of memoranda that awaited me in Great Portland Street, 
were there. Burning! I had burnt my boats—if ever a man did! The place 
was blazing.’ 

'Phe Invisible Man paused and thought. Kemp glanced nervously out of 
the window. ‘Yes?’ he said. ‘Cio on.’ 
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‘So last January, with the beginning of a snowsti^rm in the air about me— 
and if it settled on me it would betray me!—weary, eold, painful, 
inexpressibly wretched, and still but half convinced of my invisible quality, 
I began this new life to which I am committed. I had no refuge, no 
applianees, no human being in the world in whom I could confide. To have 
told my secret would have given me away—made a mere show and rarity of 
me. Nevertheless, I was half minded to accost some passer-by and throw 
myself upon his mercy. But I knew too clearly the terror and brutal cruelty 
my advances would evoke. I made no plans in the street. My sole object was 
to get shelter from the snow, to get myself covered and warm; then I might 
hope to plan. But even to me, an Invisible Man, the rows of London houses 
stood latched, barred, and bolted impregnably. 

‘Only one thing could I see clearly before me, the cold exposure and 
misery of the snowstorm and the night. 

‘And then I had a brilliant idea. I turned down one of the roads leading 
from Gower Street to "rottenham (’ourt Road, and found myself outside 
Omniums, the big establishment where everything is to be bought—you 
know the place—meat, grocery, linen, furniture, clothing, oil paintings 
even—a huge meandering collection of shops rather than a shop. I had 
thought I should find the doors open, but they were closed, and as I stood in 
the wide entrance a carriage stopped outside, and a man in uniform—ytiu 
know the kind or personage with on his cap—flung open the 

door. I contrived to enter, and walking down the shop —it was a department 
where they were selling ribbons and gloves and stockings and that kind of 
thing—came to a more spacious region devoted to picnic baskets and wicker 
furniture. 

‘I did not feel safe there, however; people were going to and fro, and I 
prowled restlessly about until I came upon a huge section in an upper floor 
containing scores and hundreds of bedsteads, and beyond these I found a 
resting-place a last among a huge pile of folded flock mattresses. The place 
was already lit up and agreeably warm, and I decided to remain where I was, 
keeping a cautious eye on the two or three sets of shopmen and customers 
who w^erc meandering through the place until closing time came. Then I 
should be able, I thought, to rob the place for food and clothing, and 
disguised, prowl through it and examine its resources, perhaps sleep on 
some of the bedding. That seemed an acceptable plan. My idea was to 
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procure clothing to make myself a muffled but acceptable figure, to get 
money, and then to recover my books and parcels where they awaited me, 
take a lodging somewhere and elaborate plans for the complete realisation of 
the advantages my invisibility gave me (as I still imagined) over my fellow- 
men. 

‘Closing lime arrived quickly enough; it could not have been more than 
an hour after I took up my position on the mattresses before I mniced the 
blinds of the windows being drawn, and customers being marched 
doorward. And then a number of brisk young men began with remarkable 
alacrity to tidy up the goods that remained disturbed. I left my lair as the 
crowds diminished, and prowled cautiously out into the less desolate parts 
of the shop. I was really surprised to observe how rapidly the young men 
and women whipped away the goods displayed for sale during the day. All 
the boxes of goods, the hanging fabrics, the festoons of lace, the boxes of 
sweets in the grocery section, the displays of this and that, were being 
w'hipped dowm, folded up, slapped into tidy receptacles, and everything 
that could not be taken down and put away had sheets of some coarse stuff 
like sacking flung over it. iMnally all the chairs were turned up on to the 
counters, leaving the floor clear. Directly each of these young people had 
done, he or she made promptly for the door with such an expression of 
animation as I have rarely observed in a shop assistant before. Then came a 
lot of youngsters scattering saw’dust and carrying pails and brooms. I had to 
dodge to get (^ut of the way, and as it was, my ankle got stung w'ith the 
sawdust. For some time, wandering through the swathed and darkened 
departments, I could hear the brooms at work. And at last a good hour or 
more after the shop had been closed, came a noise of locking doors. Silence 
came upon the place, and 1 found myself wandering through the vast and 
intricate shops, galleries and showTooms of the place, alone. It w'as very still; 
in one place I remember passing near one of the 'fottenham Court Road 
entrances and listening to the tapping of bootheels of the passers-by. 

‘Aly first visit was to the place where I had seen stockings and gloves for 
sale. It was dark, and I had the devil of a hunt after matches, w^hich I found 
at last in the drawer of the little cash desk. 'I'hen I had to get a candle. I had 
to tear down w rappings and ransack a number of boxes and drawers, but at 
last I managed to turn out what I sought; the box label called them 
lambswool pants, and lambswool vests. 'Fhen socks, a thick comforter, and 
then I went to the clothing place and got trousers, a lounge jacket, an 
overcoat and a slouch hat—a clerical sort of hat with the brim turned down. 
I began to feel a human being again, and my next thought w'as food. 

‘Upstairs was a refreshment department, and there 1 got cold meat. 
I’here w'as coffee still in the urn, and 1 lit the gas and w^armed if up again, 
and altogether 1 did not do badly. Afterwards, prowling through the place 
in search of blankets—I had to put up at last with a heap of down quilts—I 
came upon a grocery section with a lot of chocolate and candied fruits, more 
than was good for me indeed—^and some while burgundy. And near that 
was a toy department, and I had a brilliant idea. I found some artificial 
noses—dummy noses, you know, and I thought of dark spectacles. Hut 
Omniums had no optical department. My nose had been a difliculty 
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indeed—I had thought of paint. Hut the discovery set my mind running on 
wigs and masks and the like. Finally I went to sleep in a heap of down quilts, 
very warm and comfortable. 

‘My last thoughts before sleeping were the most agreeable I had had since 
the change. I was in a state of physical serenity, and that was reflected in my 
mind. I thought that I should be able to slip out unobserved in the morning 
with my clothes upon me, muffling my face with a white wrapper I had 
taken, purchase, with the money I had taken, spectacles and so forth, and so 
complete my disguise. I lapsed into disorderly dreams of all the fantastic 
things that had happened during the last few days. I saw the ugly little Jew 
of a landlord vociferating in his rooms; I saw his two sons marvelling, and 
the wrinkled old woman's gnarled face as she asked for her cat. I 
experienced again the strange sensation of seeing the cloth disappear, and so 
I came round to the windy hillside and the snifling old clergyman mumbling 
“Oust to dust, earth to earth,” and my father’s open grave. 

“‘You also,” said a voice, and suddenly I was being forced towards the 
grave. I struggled, shouted, appealed to the mourners, but they continued 
stonily following the service; the old clergyman, too, never faltered droning 
and sniffing through the ritual. I realised I was invisible and inaudible, that 
overwhelming forces had their grip on me. I struggled in vain, I was forced 
over the brink, the coffin rang hollow as 1 fell upon it, and the gravel came 
flying after me in spadefuls. Nobt>dy heeded me, nobody was aware of me. I 
made convulsive struggles and aw'oke. 

‘The pale I -ondon dawn had come, the place w as full of a chilly grey light 
that filtered round the edges of the window blinds. I sat up, and for a time I 
could not think wiiere this ample apartment, with its counters, its piles of 
rolled stuff, its heap of quilts and cushions, its iron pillars, might be. Then, 
as recollection came back to me, I heard voices in conversation. 

‘i'hen far down the place, in the brighter light of some department which 
had already raised its blinds, I saw tw'o men approaching. I scrambled to my 
feel, looking about me for some way of escape, and even as I did so the 
sound of my movement made them aware of me. I suppose they saw merely 
a figure moving quietly and quickly away. ‘‘Who’s that?” cried one, and 
“Stop there,” shouted the other. I dashed round a corner and came full 
tilt—a faceless figure, mind you!—on a lanky lad of fifteen. He yelled and I 
bowled him over, rushed past him, turned another corner, and by a happy 
inspiration threw^ myself flat behind a counter. In another moment feet w'cnt 
running past and I heard voices shouting, “All hands to the doors!” asking 
what was “up” and giving one another advice how to catch me. 

Lying on the ground, I felt scared out of my wits. Hut—odd as it may 
seem—it did not occur to me at the moment to take off my clothes as I 
should have done. I had made up my mind, I suppose, to get away in them, 
and that ruled me. And then down the vista of the counters came a bawling 
of “Here he is!” 

‘I sprang to my feet, whipped a chair off the counter, and sent it whirling 
at the fool who had shouted, turned, came into another round a corner, sent 
him spinning, and rushed up the stairs. He kept his footing, gave a view 
hallo! and came up the staircase hot after me. Up the staircase were piled a 
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multitude of those bright-coloured pot things—what are they?’ 

‘Art pots,’ suggested Kemp. 

‘That’s it! Art pots. Well, I turned at the top step and swung round, 
plucked one out of a pile and smashed it on his silly head as he came at me. 
The whole pile of pots went headlong, and I heard shouting and footsteps 
running from all parts. 1 made a mad rush for the refreshment place, and 
there was a man in white like a man cook, who took up the chase. I made one 
last desperate turn and found myself among lamps and ironmongery. I went 
behind the counter of this, and waited for my Ci)ok, and as he bolted in at the 
head of the chase, I doubled him up with a lamp. Down he went, and I 
crouched behind the counter and began whipping olf my clothes as fast as I 
could, ('oat, jacket, trousers, shoes were all right, but a lambswool vest fits a 
man like a skin. I heard more men coming, my cook was lying quiet on the 
i^her side of the counter, stunned or scared speechless, and 1 had to make 
another dash for it, like a rabbit hunted out of a wood-pile. 

‘“'This way, policeman!” 1 heard some one slumiing. 1 found myself in 
my bedstead store-rinim again, and at the end a wilderness of wardrobes. 1 
rushed among them, went flat, got rid of my vest after infinite wriggling, 
and sto(Kl a free man again, panting and scared, as the policeman and three 
I’jf the shopmen came round the corner. They made a rush for the vest and 
pants, and collared the trousers. “He’s dropping his plunder,” said one of 
the young men. “He must be somewhere here.” 

‘Hut they did not find me all the same. 

‘I stood watching them hunt for me for a time, and cursing my ill-luck in 
losing the clothes. Then I went into the refreshment-room, drank a little 
milk I found there, and sat down by the tire to consider my position. 

‘In a little while two assistants came and began to talk over the business 
very excitedly and like the fools they were. I heard a magnified account of 
my depredations, and other speculations as to my whereabouts. 'Fhen 1 fell 
to scheming again. The insurmountable dilFiculty i>f the place, especially 
now it was alarmed, was to get any plunder out of it. I went down into the 
warehouse ti^ see if there was any chance of packing and adelressing a parcel, 
but I could not understand the system of checking. About eleven o’clock, 
the snow having thawed as it fell, and the day being finer and a little warmer 
than the previous one, I decided that the Hmporium was hopeless, and went 
out again, exasperated at my want i>f success, with only the vaguest plans of 
action in mv mind.’ 
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‘Hut you begin to realise now,’ said the Invisible Man, ‘the full disadvantage 
of my condition. I had no shelter, no covering. '1 o get clothing was to forego 
all my advantage, to make of myself a strange and terrible thing. 1 was 
fasting; for to eat, to fill myself with unassimilated matter, would be to 



234 Invisible Man 

become grotesquely visible again.’ 

‘I never thought of that,’ said Kemp. 

‘Nor had I. And the snow had warned me of other dangers. I could not go 
abroad in smw—it would settle on me and expose me. Rain, too, would 
make me a watery outline, a glistening surface of a man—a bubble. And 
fog—I should be like a fainter bubble in a fog, a surface, a greasy glimmer of 
humanity. Moreover, as I went abroad—in the London air—I gathered dirt 
about my ankles, floating smuts and dust upon my skin. I did not know how 
long it would be before I should become visible from that cause also. But I 
saw clearly it could not be for long. 

‘Not in London at any rate 

‘ I went into the slums towards Great Portland Street, and found myself at 
the end of the street in which I had lodged. I did not go that way, because of 
the crowd halfway down it opposite to the still smoking ruins of the house I 
had fired. My most immediate problem was to get clothing. What to do with 
my face puzzled me. Then I saw one of those little miscellaneous shops— 
news, sweets, toys, stationery, belated Christmas tomfoolery, and so 
forth—^an array of masks and noses. I realised that problem was solved. In a 
flash I saw my course. I turned about, no longer aimless, and went— 
circuitously in order to avoid the busy ways, uwards the back streets north 
of the Strand; for I remembered, though not very distinctly where, that 
some theatrical costumiers had shops in that district. 

‘The day was cold, with a nipping wind down the northward running 
streets. I walked fast to avoid being overtaken, livery crossing was a danger, 
every passenger a thing to watch alertly. One man as I was about to pass him 
at the top of Bedford Street, turned upon me abruptly and came into me, 
sending me into the road and almost under the wheel of a passing hansom. 
The verdict of the cab-rank was that he had had some sort of stroke. I was so 
unnerved by this encounter that I went into Covent Garden Market and sat 
down for some time in a quiet corner by a stall of violets, panting and 
trembling. I found I had caught a fresh cold, and had to turn out after a time 
lest my sneezes should attract attention. 

‘At last I reached the object of my quest, a dirty fly-blown little shop in a 
byway near Drury Lane, with a window full of tinsel robes, sham jewels, 
wigs, slippers, dominoes and theatrical photographs. 'Fhe shop was old- 
fashioned and low and dark, and the house rose above it for four storeys, 
dark and dismal. I peered through the window and, seeing no one within, 
entered. The opening of the door set a clanking bell ringing. I left it open, 
and walked round a bare costume stand, into a corner behind a cheval glass. 
h"or a minute or so no one came. 'Fhen I heard heavy feet striding across a 
room, and a man appeared down the shop. 

‘My plans were perfectly definite. I proposed to make my way into the 
house, secrete myself upstairs, watch my opportunity, and when everything 
was quiet, rummage out a wig, mask spectacles, and costume, and go into 
the world, perhaps a grotesque but still a credible figure. And incidentally 
of course I could rob the house of any available money. 

‘The man who had entered the shop was a short, slight, hunched, beetle- 
browed man, with long arms and very short bandy legs. Apparently I had 
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interrupted a meal. He stared about the shop with an expression of 
expectation. I'his gave way to surprise, and then anger, as he saw the shop 
empty. “Damn the boys!” he said. He went to stare up and down the street. 
He came in again in a minute, kicked the door to with his foot spitefully, and 
went muttering back to the house door. 

‘I came forward to follow him, and at the noise of my movements he 
stopped dead. I did so too, startled by his quickness of ear. He slammed the 
house door in my face. 

‘I stood hesitating. Suddenly I heard his quick footsteps returning, and 
the door reopened. He stood looking about the shop like one who was still 
not satisfied. 'I'hen, murmuring to himself, he examined the back of the 
counter and peered behind some fixtures. 'Then he stood doubtful. He had 
left the house door open and I slipped into the inner room. 

‘It was a queer little room, poorly furnished and with a number of big 
masks in the corner. On the table was his belated breakfast, and it was a 
confoundedly exasperating thing for me, Kemp, to have to sniff his coffee 
and stand watching while he came in and resumed his meal. And his table 
manners were irritating. 'I'hree doors opened into the little room, one going 
upstairs and one down, but they were all shut. I could not get out of the 
room while he was there, I could scarcely move because of his alertness, and 
there was draught down my back. 'Fwice I strangled a sneeze just in time. 

‘'The spectacular quality of my sensations was curious and novel, but for 
all that 1 was heartily tired and angry long before he had done his eating. Hut 
at last he made an end and putting his beggarly crockery on the black tin 
tray upon which he had had his teapot, and gathering all the crumbs up on 
the mustard-stained cloth, he took the whole lot of things after him. His 
burden prevented his shutting the door behind him—as he wi^uld have 
done; I never saw such a man for shutting doors—and I followed him into a 
very dirty underground kitchen and scullery. I had the pleasure of seeing 
him begin to wash up, and then, finding no good in keeping down there, and 
the brick floor being cold to my feet, I returned upstairs and sat in his chair 
by the fire. It was burning low, and scarcely thinking, 1 put on a little coal. 
'Fhe noise of this brought him up at once, and he stood aglare. He peered 
about the room and was within an ace of touching me. Iwen after that 
examination, he scarcely seemed satisfied. He stopped in the doorway and 
took a final inspection before he went down. 

‘I waited in the little parlour for an age, and at last he came up and opened 
the upstairs door. 1 just managed to gel by him. 

‘On the staircase he slopped suddenly, so that 1 very nearly blundered 
into him. He stood looking back right into my face and listening. “I could 
have sworn,” he said. His long hairy hand pulled at his lower lip. His eye 
went up and down the staircase, 'fhen he grunted and went on up again. 

‘1 lis hand was on the handle of a door, and then he stopped again with the 
same puzzled anger on his face. He was becoming aware of the faint sounds 
of my movements about him. I’he man must have had diabolically acute 
hearing. He suddenly Hashed into rage. “If there's any one in this house,” 
he cried with an oath, and left the threat unfinished. He put his hand in his 
pocket, failed to find what he wanted, and rushing past me went blundering 
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noisily and pugnaciously downstairs. But I did not follow' him. I sat on the 
head of the staircase until his return. 

‘Presently he came up again, still muttering. He opened the door of the 
room, and before I could enter, slammed it in my face. 

‘I resolved to explore the house, and spent some lime in doing so as 
noiselessly as possible. 'I’he house was very old and tumble-down, damp so 
that the paper in the attics w^as peeling from the walls, and rat-infested. 
Some of the door handles were stiff and I was afraid to turn them. Several 
rooms 1 did inspect w’crc unfurnished, and others were littered with 
theatrical lumber, bought second-hand, I judged, from its appearance. In 
one room next to his I found a lot of old clothes. I began routing among 
these, and in my eagerness forgot again the evident sharpness of his ears. I 
heard a stealthy footstep and, looking up just in time, saw him peering in at 
the tumbled heap and holding an old-fashioned revolver in his hand. I stood 
perfectly still w'hilc he stared about I'pen-mouthed and suspicious. “It must 
have been her,” he said slowly. “Damn her!" 

‘He shut the door quietly, and immediately I heard the key turn in the 
lock. Then his footsteps retreated. I realised abruptly that I was locked in. 
b'or a minute 1 did not know' what to do. 1 walked from door to window’ and 
back, and stood perplexed. A gust of anger came upon me. But I decided to 
inspect the clothes before I did anything further, and my first attempt 
brought down a pile fri>m an upper shelf. 'I'his brought him back, mi^re 
sinister than ever. That lime he actually touched me, jumped back with 
ama/.ement and stood astonished in the middle of the room. 

‘Presently he calmed a little. “Rats," he said in an undertone, lingers on 
lip. He was evidently a little scared. I edged quietly out of the room, but a 
plank creaked. 'Then the infernal little brute started going all over the 
house, revolver in hand and locking door after door and pocketing the keys. 
When I realised w'hat he was up to I had a fit of rage—1 could hardly control 
myself sufficiently to watch my opportunity. By this lime I knew he was 
alone in the house, and so 1 made no more ado, but knocked him on the 
head.’ 

‘Knocked him on the head!’ exclaimed Kemp. 

‘Yes—stunned him—as he was going downstairs. Hit him from behind 
with a stool that stood on the landing. He w ent dow nstairs like a bag of old 
boots.’ 

‘But—! I say! 'Phe common conventions of humanity-’ 

‘Are all very well for common people. But the point was, Kemp, that I 
had to gel out of that house in a disguise without his seeing me. I couldn’t 
think of any other way of doing it. And then I gagged him with a Louis 
Quatorze vest and tied him up in a sheet.’ 

‘Tied him up in a sheet!’ 

‘Made a sort of bag of it. It was rather a good idea to keep the idiot scared 
and quiet, and a devilish hard thing to get out of—head away from the 
string. My dear Kemp, it’s no good your sitting and glaring as though I was 
a murderer. It had to be done. He had his revolver. If once he saw me he 
would be able to describe me-’ 

‘But still,’ said Kemp, ‘in England—today. And the man was in his own 
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house, and you were—well, robbing.’ 

‘Robbing! Confound it! You’ll call me a thief next! Surely, Kemp, you’re 
not fool enough to dance on the old strings. C^an’t you see my position?’ 

‘And his too,’ said Kemp. 

'The Invisible Man stood up sharply. ‘What do you mean to say?’ 

Kemp’s face grew a trifle hard. He was about to speak and checked 
himself. ‘I suppose, after all,’ he said with a sudden change of manner, ‘the 
thing had to be done. You were in a fix. Hut still-* 

‘Of course I was in a fix—an infernal fix. And he made me wild too— 
hunting me about the house, fooling about with his revolver, locking and 
unlocking doors. He was simply exasperating. You don’t blame me, do you? 
You don’t blame me?’ 

‘I never blame any one,’ said Kemp. ‘It’s quite out of fashion. What did 
you do next?’ 

‘1 was hungry. Downstairs 1 found a loaf and some rank cheese—more 
than sufficient to satisfy my hunger. I took some brandy and water, and then 
went up past my impnimptu bag—he was lying quite still—to the room 
containing the old clothes. 'This looked out upon the street, two lace 
curtains brown with dirt guarding the window. 1 went and peered out 
through their interstices. Outside the day was bright—by contrast with the 
brown shadows of the dismal house in which 1 found myself, dazzlingly 
bright. A brisk traffic was going by, fruit carts, a hansom, a four-wheeler 
with a pile of boxes, a fishmonger’s cart. I turned with spots of colour 
swimming before my eyes to the shadowy fixtures behind me. My 
excitement was giving place ti) a clear apprehension of my position again. 
'The room was full of a faint scent of benzoline, used, I suppose, in cleaning 
the garments. 

‘I began a systematic search of the place. 1 should judge the hunchback 
had been alone in the house lor some time. He was a curious person, 
liverything that could possibly be iif service to me I collected in the clothes 
store-room, and then I made a deliberate selection. 1 found a handbag I 
thought a suitable possession, and some powder, rouge, and sticking- 
plaster. 

‘I had thought of painting and powdering my face and all that there was ti> 
show of me, in order to render myself visible, but the disadvantage of this 
lay in the fact that I should require turpentine and other appliances and a 
considerable amount of time before I could vanish again, h'inally 1 chose a 
mask of the better type, slightly grotesque but no more so than many human 
beings, dark glasses, greyish whiskers, and a wig. I could find no 
underclothing, but that I could buy subsequently, and for the time I 
swathed myself in calico dominoes and some white cashmere scarfs. 1 could 
find no socks, but the hunchback’s boots were rather a loose fit and sufficed. 
In a desk in the shop were three sovereigns and about thirty shillings’ worth 
of silver, and in a locked cupboard I burst in the inner room were eight 
pounds in gold. I could go forth into the w'c^rld again, equipped. 

‘"I'hen came a curious hesitation. Was my appearance really—credible? I 
tried myself with a little bedroom looking-glass, inspecting myself from 
every point of view to discover any forgotten chink, but it all seemed sound. 
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I was grotesque to the theatrical pitch, a stage miser, but I was certainly not 
a physical impossibility. Gathering confidence, 1 took my looking-glass 
down into the shop, pulled down the shop blinds, and surveyed myself from 
every point of view with the help of the cheval glass in the corner. 

‘I spent some minutes screwing up my courage and then unlocked the 
shop door and marched out into the street, leaving the little man to get out 
of his sheet again when he liked. In five minutes a dozen turnings intervened 
between me and the costumier’s shop. No one appeared to notice me very 
pointedly. My last diificulty seemed overcome.’ 

He stopped again. 

‘And you troubled no more about the hunchback?’ said Kemp. 

‘No,’ said the Invisible Man. ‘Nor have I heard what became of him. I 
suppose he untied himself or kicked himself out. 'The knots were pretty 
tight.’ 

He became silent, and went to the window and stared out. 

‘What happened when you went out into the Strand?’ 

‘Oh!’—disillusionment again. I thought my troubles were over. 
Practically I thought I had impunity to do whatever I chose, everything— 
save to give away my secret. So I thought. Whatever I did, whatever the 
consequences might be, was nothing to me. I had merely to fling aside my 
garments and vanish. No person could hold me. I could take my money 
where I found it. I decided to treat myself to a sumptuous feast, and then 
put up at a good hotel, and accumulate a new' outfit of property. 1 felt 
amazingly confident— it’s not particularly pleasant recalling that I was an 
ass. I w'ent into a place and was already ordering a lunch, when it occurred 
to me that I could not eat unless I exposed my invisible face. I finished 
ordering the lunch, told the man I should be back in ten minutes, and went 
out exasperated. T don’t know if you have ever been disappointed in your 
appetite.’ 

‘Not quite so badly,’ said Kemp, ‘but I can imagine it.’ 

‘I could have smashed the silly devils. At last, faint w'ith the desire for 
tasteful food, I went into another place and demanded a private room. “1 am 
disfigured,” I said. “Badly.” 'They looked at me curiously, but of course it 
was not their afl'air—and so at last 1 got my lunch. It was not particularly 
well served, but it sufficed; and when I had had it, I sat over a cigar, trying to 
plan my line of action. And outside a snowstorm was beginning. 

‘The more I thought it over, Kemp, the more I realised what a helpless 
absurdity an Invisible Man was—in a cold and dirty climate and a crowded 
civilised city. Before I made this mad experiment 1 had dreamt of a 
thousand advantages. 'I’hat afternoon it seemed all disappointment. I went 
over the heads of the things a man reckons desirable. No doubt invisibility 
made it possible to get them, but it made it impossible to enjoy them when 
they are got. Ambition—what is the good of pride of place when you cannot 
appear there? What is the good of the love of woman when her name must 
needs be Delilah? I have no taste for politics, for the blackguardisms of 
fame, for philanthropy, for sport. What was I to do? And for this I had be¬ 
come a wrapped-up mystery, a swathed and bandaged caricature of a man!’ 

He paused, and his attitude suggested a roving glance at the window. 
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‘But how did you get to Iping?’ said Kemp, anxious to keep his guest busy 
talking. 

‘I went there to work. I had one hope. It was a half idea! I have it still. It is 
a full blown idea now. A way of getting back! Of restoring what I have done. 
When I choose. When I have done all I mean to do invisibly. And that is 
what I chiefly want to talk to you about now.’ 

‘You went straight to I ping?’ 

‘Yes, I had simply to get my three volumes of memoranda and my cheque 
book, my luggage and underclothing, order a quantity of chemicals to work 
out this idea of mine—I will show you the calculations as soon as I gel my 
books—and then I started. Jove! I remember the snowstorm now, and 
the accursed bother it was to keep the snow from damping my pasteboard 
nose.’ 

‘At the end,’ said Kemp, ‘the day before yesterday, when they found you 
out, yiui rather—to judge by the papers-’ 

‘I did. Rather. Did I kill that fool of a constable?’ 

‘No,’ said Kemp. ‘He’s expected to recover.’ 

‘That’s his luck, then. I clean lost my temper, the fools! Why couldn’t 
they leave me alone? And that grocer lout?’ 

‘There are no deaths expected,’ said Kemp. 

‘I don’t know about that tramp of mine,’ said the Invisible Man, with an 
unpleasant laugh. 

‘By Heaven, Kemp, you don’t know what rage is! To have worked for 
years, to have planned and plotted, and then to get some fumbling purblind 
idiot messing across your course! livery conceivable sort of silly creature 
that has ever been created has been sent to cross me. 

‘If I have much more of it, I shall go wild—I shall start mowing ’em. 

‘As it is, they’ve made things a thousand times more diflicull.’ 

‘No doubt it’s exasperating,’ said Kemp, dryly. 
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‘But now,’ said Kemp, w ith a side glance out of the window, ‘what are we to 
do?’ 

He moved nearer his guest as he spoke in such a manner as to prevent the 
possibility of a glimpse of the three men w^ho were advancing up the hill 
road—with an intolerable slowmess, as it seemed to Kemp. 

‘What were you planning to do when you were heading for Port Burdock? 
Had you any plan?’ 

‘I was going to clear out of the country. But I have altered that plan rather 
since seeing you. I thought it would be wise, now the weather is hot and 
invisibility possible, to make for the South. Especially as my secret is 
known, and every one would be on the lookout for a masked and muffled 
man. You have a line of steamers from here to P'rance. My idea was to get 
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aboard one and run the risks of the passage. 'I'hence I could go by train into 
Spain, or else get to Algiers. It would not be difficult, "rhcre a man might 
always be invisible—and yet live. And do things. I was using that tramp as a 
money box and luggage carrier, until I decided how to get my books and 
things sent over to meet me.’ 

‘That’s clear.’ 

‘And then the filthy brute must needs try and rob me! He has hidden my 
books, Kemp. Hidden my books! If 1 can lay my hands on him!’ 

‘Hest plan to get the books out of him first.’ 

‘Hut where is he? Do you know?’ 

‘He’s in the town police station, locked up, by his own request, in the 
strongest cell in the place.’ 

‘Cur!’ said the Invisible Man. 

‘Hut that hangs up your plans a little.' 

‘We must get those books; those books are vital.’ 

‘Certainly,’ said Kemp, a little nervously, wondering if he heard footsteps 
outside, ‘('eriainly we must get those books. Hut that won’t be difficult, if he 
doesn’t know they’re for you.’ 

‘No,’ said the Invisible Man, and thought. 

Kemp tried to think of something to keep the talk going, but the Invisible 
Man resumed of his own acct)rd. 

‘Hlundering into your house, Kemp,’ he said, ‘changes all my plans, h’or 
you are a man that can understand me. In spite of all that has happened, in 
spite of this publicity, of the loss of my books, of what I have suffered, there 
still remain great possibilities, huge possibilities- 

‘You have told no one I am here?’ he asked abruptly. 

Kemp hesitated. ‘'I’hat was implied,’ he said. 

‘No one?’ insisted Ciriffin. 

‘Not a soul.’ 

‘Ah! Now—’ The Invisible Man stood up, and sticking his arms akimbo 
began to pace the study. 

‘I made a mistake, Kemp, a huge mistake, in carrying this thing through 
alone. 1 have wasted strength, time, opportunities. Alone—it is wonderful 
how little a man can do alone! To rob a little, to hurt a little, and there is the 
end. 

‘What I want, Kemp, is a goal-keeper, a helper, and a hiding-place, an 
arrangement whereby I can sleep and eat and rest in peace, and 
unsuspected. I must have a confederate. With a confederate, with food and 
rest—a thousand things are possible. 

‘Hitherto I have gone on vague lines. We have to consider all that 
invisibility means, all that it does not mean. It mean little advantage for 
eavesdropping and so forth—one makes sounds. It’s of little help, a little 
help perhaps—in housebreaking and so forth. Once you’ve caught me you 
could easily imprison me. Hut on the other hand I am hard to catch. I’his 
invisibility, in fact, is only good in two cases; It’s useful in getting away, it’s 
useful in approaching. It’s particularly useful, therefore, in killing. I can 
walk round a man, whatever weapon he has, choose my point, strike as I 
like. Dodge as I like. Hscape as I like.’ 
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Kemp’s hand went to his moustaehe. Was that a movement downstairs? 

‘And it is killing we must do, Kemp.’ 

‘It is killing we must do,’ repeated Kemp. ‘I’m listening to your plan, 
(irillin, but I’m not agreeing, mind. IVV/v killing?’ 

‘Not wanton killing, but a judicious slaying. 'I’he point is they know there 
is an Invisible Man—as well as we know there is an Invisible Man. And that 
Invisible Man, Kemp, must now establish a Reign of 'I'error. Yes—no 
doubt it’s startling. But I mean it. A Reign of'I'error. He must lake some 
town like your Burdock and terrify and dominate it. He must issue his 
orders. He can do that in a thousand ways—scraps of paper thrust under 
doors would suffice. And all who disobey his orders he must kill, and kill all 
who would defend the disobedient.’ 

‘Humph!’ said Kemp, no longer listening to Grillin but to the sound of 
his front door opening and closing. 

‘It seems to me, (iriflin,’ he said, to cover his wandering attention, ‘that 
your confederate would be in a dilhcult position.’ 

‘N() one would know he was a confederate,' said 'The Invisible Man, 
eagerly. And then suddenly, "Ilnsh! What's that downstairs?’ 

‘Nothing,’ said Kemp, and suddenly began to speak loud and fast. ‘I 
don’t agree to this, Cirillin,' he said. ‘Understand me, I don't agree to this. 
W'hy dream of playing a game against the race? How can you hope to gain 
happiness? Don’t be a lone wolf. Publish your results; take the world—lake 
the nation at least—into your confidence. 'Think what you might do with a 
million helpers-’ 

'The Invisible Man interrupted Kemp. ‘'There are footsteps coming 
upstairs,’ he said in a low voice. 

‘Nonsense,' said Kemp. 

‘Let me see,' saiel the Invisible Man, and advanced, arm extended, to the 
door. 

Kemp hesitated for a second and then moved to intercept him. 'The 
Invisible Man started and stood still. ‘'Traitor!' cried the Voice, and 
suddenly the dressing-gown opened, and silting down the Unseen began to 
disRibe. Kemp made three swift steps ti) the door, and forthwith the 
Invisible Man—his legs had vanished—sprang to his feet with a shout. 
Kemp flung the doi)r open. 

As it opened, there came a sound of hurrying feet downstairs and voices. 

With a quick movement Kemp thrust the Invisible Man back, sprang 
aside, and slammed the diMir. 'The key was outside and ready. In another 
moment Cirillin would have been alone in the belvedere study, a prisoner. 
Save for one little thing. 'The key had been slipped in hastily that morning. 
As Kemp slammed the door it fell noisily upon the carpel. 

Kemp’s face became while. He tried to grip the door handle with both 
hands. Por a moment he stood lugging. 'Then the door gave six inches. But 
he got it closed again. 'I'he second time it was jerked a foot wide, and the 
dressing-gown came wedging itself into the opening. His throat was 
gripped by invisible lingers, and he left his hold on the handle to defend 
himself. He was forced back, tripped and pitched heavily into the corner of 
the landing. 'The empty dressing-gown was flung on the top of him. 
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Halfway up the staircase was Colonel Adye, the recipient of Kemp’s 
letter, the chief of the Burdock police. He was staring aghast at the sudden 
appearance of Kemp, followed by the extraordinary sight of clothing 
tossing empty in the air. He saw Kemp felled, and struggling to his feet. He 
saw him rush forward, and go down again, felled like an ox. 

"I'hen suddenly he w^as struck violently. By nothing! A vast wx'ight it 
seemed, leapt upon him, and he was hurled headlong down the staircase, 
with a grip at his throat and a knee in his groin. An invisible foot trod on his 
back, a ghostly patter passed downstairs, he heard the tw'o police officers in 
the hall shout and run, and the front door of the house slammed violently. 

He rolled over and sat up staring. He saws staggering down the staircase, 
Kemp, dusty and dishevelled, one side of his face white from a blow, his lip 
bleeding, holding a pink dressing-gown and some underclothing in his 
arms. 

‘My God!’ cried Kemp, ‘the game’s up! He’s gone!’ 
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E'or a space Kemp was too inarticulate to make Adye understand the swift 
things that had just happened. 'Lhe two men stood on the landing, Kemp 
speaking swiftly, the grotesque swathings of Griffin still on his arm. But 
presently Adye began to grasp something of the situation. 

‘He’s mad,’ said Kemp; ‘inhuman. He is pure selfishness. He thinks of 
nothing but his own advantage, his own safety. 1 have listened to such a 
story this morning of brutal self-seeking! He has wounded men. He will kill 
them unless we can prevent him. He will create a panic. Nothing can stop 
him. He is going out now—furious!’ 

‘He must be caught,’ said Adye. ‘That is certain.’ 

‘But how?’ cried Kemp, and suddenly became full of ideas. ‘You must 
begin at once. You must set every available man to work. You must prevent 
his leaving this district. Once he gets away he may go through the 
countryside as he wills, killing and maiming. He dreams of a reign of terror! 
A reign of terror, I tell you. You must set a watch on trains and roads and 
shipping. 'Fhe garrison must help. You must wire for help. The only thing 
that may keep him here is the thought of recovering some books of notes he 
counts of value. I will tell you of that! There is a man in your police 
station—Marvel.’ 

‘I know,’ said Adye, ‘I know. 'I'hose books—yes.’ 

‘And you must prevent him from eating or sleeping; day and night the 
country must be astir for him. Food must be locked up and secured, all 
food, so that he will have to break his way to it. The houses everywhere 
must be barred against him. Heaven send us cold nights and rain! The 
whole country-side must begin hunting and keep hunting. I tell you, Adye, 
he is a danger, a disaster; unless he is pinned and secured, it is frightful to 
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think of the things that may happen.’ 

‘What else can we do?’ said Adyc. ‘I must go down at once and begin 
organising. But why not come? Yes—you come too! Come, and we must 
hold a sort of council of war,—get IIopps to help—and the railway 
managers. By Jove! it’s urgent. Come along—tell me as wc go. What else is 
there we can do? Put that stuft'down.’ 

In another moment Adyc was leading the way downstairs. 'I'hey found 
the front door open and the policemen standing outside staring at empty air. 
‘He’s got away, sir,’ said one. 

‘We must go to ihe central station at once,’ said Adyc. ‘One of you go on 
down and get a cab to come up and meet us—quickly. And now, Kemp, 
what else?’ 

‘Dogs,’ said Kemp. ‘Get dogs. 'They don't see him, but they wind him. 
(let dogs.' 

‘Good,' said Adyc. ‘It's not generally known, but the prison oflicials over 
at Halstead know a man with bloodhounds. Dogs. What else?' 

‘Bear in mind,' said Kemp, ‘his food shows. After eating, his food shows 
until it is assimilated. So that he has to hide after eating. You must keep on 
beating—every thicket, every quiet corner. And put all weapons, all 
implements that might be weapons, away. He can't carry such things for 
long. And what he can snatch up and strike men with must be hidden away.’ 

‘Good again,' said Adyc. ‘We shall have him yet!' 

‘And on the roads,’ said Kemp, and hesitated. 

‘Yes?' said Adye. 

‘Powdered glass,' said Kemp. ‘It's cruel, I know. But think of what he 
may do!' 

Adyc drew the air in between his teeth sharply. ‘It’s unsportsmanlike. I 
don’t know. But I’ll have powdered glass got ready. If he goes too far-’ 

‘The man’s become inhuman, I tell you,' said Kemp. ‘1 am sure he will 
establish a reign of terror—so soon as he has got over the emotions of this 
escape—as I am sure I am talking to you. Our only chance is to be ahead. He 
has cut himself off from his kind. His blood be upon his own head.’ 
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'The Invisible Man seems to have rushed out of Kemp’s house in a state of 
blind fury. A little child playing near Kemp’s gateway was violently caught 
up and thrown aside, so that its ankle was broken, and thereafter tor some 
hours the Invisible Man passed out of human perceptions. No one knows 
where he went nor what he did. But one can imagine him hurrying through 
the hot June forenoon, up the hill and on to the open downland behind Port 
Burdock, raging and despairing at his intolerable fate, and sheltering at last, 
heated and weary, amid the thickets of Hintondean, to piece together again 
his shattered schemes against his species. That seems the most probable 
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refuge for him, for there it was he re-asserted himself in a grimly tragical 
manner about two in the afternoon. 

One w^onders what his state of mind may have been during that time, and 
what plans he devised. No doubt he was almost ecstatically exasperated by 
Kemp’s treachery, and though w'c may be able to understand the motives 
that led to that deceit, wx may still imagine and even sympathise a little with 
the fury the attempted surprise must have occasioned. Perhaps something 
of the stunned astonishment of his Oxford Street experiences may have 
returned to him, for evidently he had counted on Kemp’s co-operation in 
his brutal dream of a terrorised wwld. At any rate he vanished from human 
ken about midday, and no living witness can tell what he did until about 
half-past two. It was a fortunate thing, perhaps, for humanity, but for him it 
was a fatal inaction. 

During that time a growing multitude of men scattered over the 
countryside were busy. In the morning he had still been simply a legend, a 
terror; in the afternoon, by virtue chielly of Kemp’s drily worded 
proclamation, he was presented as a tangible antagonist, to be wounded, 
captured, or overcome, and the countryside began organising itself with 
inconceivable rapidity. By two o’clock even he might still have removed 
himself out of the district by getting aboard a train, but after two that 
became impossible. Bvery passenger train along the lines on a great 
parallelogram between Southampton, Manchester, Brighton, and Hor¬ 
sham, travelled w'ith locked doors, and the goods traffic was almost entirely 
suspended. And in a great circle of twenty miles round Port Burdock, men 
armed with guns and bludgeons were presently setting out in groups of 
three and four, with dogs, to beat the roads and fields. 

Mounted policemen rode along the country lanes, stopping at every 
cottage and warning the people to lock up their houses, and keep indoors 
unless they were armed, and all the elementary schools had broken up by 
three o’clock, and the children, scared and keeping together in groups, were 
hurrying home. Kemp’s proclamation—signed indeed by Adyc—was 
posted over almost the wffiole district by four or five o’clock in the aftcrninm. 
It gave briefly but clearly all the conditions of the struggle, the necessity of 
keeping the Invisible Man from food and sleep, the necessity for incessant 
watchfulness and for a prompt attention to any evidence of his movements. 
And so swift and decided was the action of the authorities, so prompt and 
universal was the belief in this strange being, that before nightfall an area of 
several hundred square miles was in a stringent state of siege. And before 
nightfall, too, a thrill of horror went through the whole watching nervous 
countryside. Going from whispering mouth to mouth, swift and certain 
over the length and breadth of the county, passed the story of the murder of 
Mr Wicksteed. 

If our supposition that the Invisible Man’s refuge was the Hintondean 
thickets, then we must suppose that in the early afternoon he sallied out 
again bent upon some project that involved the use of a weapon. We cannot 
know what the project was, but the evidence that he had the iron rod in hand 
before he met Wicksteed is to me at least overwhelming. 

We can know nothing of the details of the encounter. It occurred on the 
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edge of a gravel pit, not two hundred yards from Lord Burdock’s lodge gate. 
Iwcrylhing points to a desperate struggle,—the trampled ground, the 
numerous wounds Mr Wickstced received, his splintered walking-stick; 
but why the attack was made—save in a murderous frenzy—it is impossible 
to imagine. Indeed the theory of madness is almost unavoidable. Mr 
Wicksteed was a man of forty-five or forty-six, steward to Lord Burdock, of 
inoffensive habits and appearance, the very last person in the world to 
provoke such a terrible antagonist. Against him it would seem the Invisible 
Man used an iron rod dragged from a broken piece of fence. He stopped this 
quiet man, going quietly home to his midday meal, attacked him, beat down 
his feeble defences, broke his arm, felled him, and smashed his head to a 
jelly. 

He must have dragged this rod out of the fencing before he met his 
victim; he must have been carrying it ready in his hand. Only two details 
beyond what has already been stated seem to bear on the matter. One is the 
circumstance that the gravel pit was not in Mr Wickstccd’s direct path 
home, but nearly a couple of hundred yards out of his way. 'Fhc other is the 
assertion of a little girl to the effect that, going to her afternoon school, she 
saw the murdered man "rronin^" in a peculiar manner across a field towards 
the gravel pit. Her pantomime of his action suggests a man pursuing 
something on the ground before him and striking at it ever and again with 
his walking-stick. She was the last person to see him alive. He passed out of 
her sight to his death, the struggle being hidden from her only by a clump of 
beech trees and a slight depression in the ground. 

Now this, to the present writer's mind at least, lifts the murder out of the 
realm of the absolutely wanton. We may imagine lhai (iriffin had taken the 
rod as a weapon indeed, but without any deliberate intention of using it in 
murder. Wicksteed may then have come by and noticed this rod 
inexplicably moving through the air. Without any thought of the Invisible 
Man—for Port Burdock is ten miles away—he may have pursued it. It is 
quite conceivable that he may not even have heard of the Invisible Man. 
One can then imagine the Invisible Man making off—quietly in order to 
avoid discovering his presence in the neighbourhood, and Wicksteed, 
excited and curious, pursuing this unaccountably locomotive object— 
finally striking at it. 

No doubt the Invisible Man covild easily have distanced his middle-aged 
pursuer under ordinary circumstances, but the position in which 
Wicksteed's body was found suggests that he had the ill luck to drive his 
quarry into a corner betw’een a drift of stinging nettles and the gravel pit. 'I'o 
those who appreciate the extraordinary irascibility of the Invisible Man, the 
rest of the encounter will be easy to imagine. 

But this is pure hypothesis. The only undeniable facts—for stories of 
children are often unreliable—are the discovery of Wicksteed’s body, done 
to death, and of the blood-stained iron rod flung among the nettles. 'I'he 
abandonment of the rod by Ciriffin, suggests that in the emotional 
excitement of the affair, the purpose for which he took it—if he had a 
purpose—was abandoned. He was certainly an intensely egotistical and 
unfeeling man, but the sight of his victim, his first victim, bloody and pitiful 
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at his feet, may have released some long pent fountain of remorse to flood 
for a time whatever scheme of action he had contrived. 

After the murder of Mr Wicksteed, he would seem to have struck across 
the country towards the downland. 'I'here is a story of a voice heard about 
sunset by a couple of men in a field near 1^’ern Bottom. It was wailing and 
laughing, sobbing and groaning, and ever and again it shouted. It must have 
been queer hearing. It drove up across the middle of a clover field and died 
away towards the hills. 

That afternoon the Invisible Man must have learnt something of the 
rapid use Kemp had made of his confidences. He must have found houses 
locked and secured; he may have loitered about railway stations and 
prowled about inns, and no doubt he read the proclamations and realised 
something of the nature of the campaign against him. And as the evening 
advanced, the fields became dotted here and there with groups of three or 
four men, and noisy with the yelping of dogs. 'I'hese men-hunters had 
particular instructions as to the way they should support one another in the 
case of an encounter. He avoided them all. We may understand something 
of his exasperation, and it could have been none the less because he himself 
had supplied the information that was being used so remorselessly against 
him. b'or that day at least he lost heart; for nearly twenty-four hours, save 
when he turned on Wicksteed, he was a hunted man. In the night, he must 
have eaten and slept; for in the morning he was himself again, active, 
powerful, angry, and malignant, prepared for his last great struggle against 
the world. 


27 

TUB SIRG1< OF KF.MP’S HOUSH 

Kemp read a strange missive, written in pencil on a greasy sheet of paper. 

‘You have been amazingly energetic and clever,’ this letter ran, ‘though 
what you stand to gain by it I cannot imagine. You are against me. F’or a 
whole day you have chased me; you have tried to rob me of a night’s rest. 
But I have had food in spite of you, I have slept in spite of you, and the game 
is only beginning. The game is only beginning. 'Fhere is nothing for it, but 
to start the 'Ferror. This announces the first day of the Terror. Port 
Burdock is no longer under the Queen tell your (’olonel of Police, and the 
rest of them; it is under me—the Terror! This is day one of year one of the 
new epoch—the lipoch of the Invisible Man. I am Invisible Man the First. 
To begin with the rule will be easy. The first day there will be one execution 
for the sake of example—a man named Kemp. Death starts for him to-day. 
He may lock himself away, hide himself away, get guards about him, put on 
armour if he likes; Death, the unseen Death, is coming. Let him take 
precautions; it will impress my people. Death starts from the pillar-box by 
midday. I’he letter will fall in as the postman comes along, then off! The 
game begins. Death starts. Help him not, my people, lest Death fall upon 
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you also, 'fo-day Kemp is to die.’ 

Kemp read this letter twice. ‘It’s no hoax,’ he said, ‘'fhat’s his voice! And 
he means it.’ 

He turned the folded sheet over and saw on the addressed side of it the 
postmark Hintondean, and the prosaic detail, ‘ 2 J. to pay" 

He got up, leaving his lunch unfinished—the letter had come by the one 
o’clock post—and went into his study. He rang for his housekeeper, and 
told her to go round the house at once, examine all the fastenings of the 
windows, and close all the shutters. He closed the shutters of his study 
himself, h'rom a locked drawer in his bedroom he took a little revolver, 
examined it carefully, and put it into the pocket of his lounge jacket. He 
wrote a number of brief notes, one to Colonel Ayde, gave them to his 
servant to take, with explicit instructions as to her way of leaving the house. 
‘'I'here is no danger,’ he said, and added a mental reservation, ‘to you.’ He 
remained meditative for a space after doing this, and then returned to his 
cooling lunch. 

I le ate with gaps of thought. iMnally he struck the table sharply. ‘We will 
have him!’ he said; ‘and I am the bait. He will come too far.' 

He went up to the belvedere, carefully shutting every door after him. ‘It's 
a game,' he said, ‘an odd game—but the chances arc all for me, Mr Grilhn, 
in spite of your invisibility. Criflin contra ninndwn —with a vengeance!’ 

He stood at the w'indow staring at the hot hillside. ‘He must get food 
every day—and I don’t envy him. Did he really sleep last night? Out in the 
i>pen somewhere—secure from collisions. 1 wish wx* could get some good 
cold weather instead of the heat. 

‘He may be watching me now .’ 

He went close to the window^ Something rapped smartly against the 
brickwork over the frame, and made him start violently. 

‘I'm getting nervous,’ said Kemp. Hut is was five minutes before he went 
to the w’indow’ again. ‘It must have been a sparrow,’ he said. 

Presently he heard the front-door bell ringing, and hurried downstairs. 
He unbolted and unlocked the door, examined the chain, put it up, and 
opened cautiously without showing himself. A familiar voice hailed him. It 
was Adyc. 

‘Your servant’s been assaulted, Kemp,’ he said round the door. 

‘What!’ exclaimed Kemp. 

‘Had that note of yours taken away from her. He s close about here. Let 
me in.’ 

Kemp released the chain, and Adye entered through as narrow* an 
opening as possible. He stood in the hall, looking with infinite relief at 
Kemp refastening the door. ‘Note was snatched out of her hand. Scared her 
horribly. She’s down at the station. Hysterics. He’s close here. What was it 
about?’ 

Kemp swore. 

‘What a fool 1 was,’ said Kemp. ‘I might have known. It’s not an hour’s 
walk from Hintondean. Already!’ 

‘What’s up?’ said Adyc. 

‘Look here!’ said Kemp, and led the way into his study. He handed Adye 
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the Invisible Man's letter. Ad ye read it and whistled softly. ‘And you—?' 
said Adye. 

‘Proposed a trap—like a fool,' said Kemp, ‘and sent my proposal out by a 
maid servant. 'I'o him.' 

Adye followed Kemp's profanity. 

‘He'll elear out,’ said Adye. 

‘Not he,' said Kemp. . 

A resounding smash of* glass came from upstairs. Adye had a silvery 
glimpse of a little revolver half out of Kemp's pocket. ‘It's a window, 
upstairs!' said Kemp, and led the way up. 'There came a second smash while 
they were still on the staircase. When they reached the study they found two 
of the three windows smashed, half the room littered with splintered glass, 
and one big Hint lying on the writing table. 'The two men stopped in the 
doorway, contemplating the wreckage. Kemp swore again, and as he did so 
the third window went with a snap like a pistol, hung starred for a moment, 
and collapsed in jagged, shivering triangles inti> the room. 

‘What's this for?' said Ayde. 

‘It's a beginning,' said Kemp. 

‘'There's no way of climbing up here?' 

‘Not for a cat,' said Kemp. 

‘No shutters?' 

‘Not here. All the downstairs rooms—Hullo!' 

Smash, and then whack of boards hit hard came fn)m downstairs. 
‘Confound him!' said Kemp. ‘'That must be—yes—it's one of the 
bedrooms. He's going to do all the house. Hut he's a fool. 'The shutters are 
up, and the glass will fall outside. He'll cut his feet.' 

Another window proclaimed its destruction. 'The two men stood on the 
landing perplexed. ‘I have it!' said Adye. ‘Let me have a stick or something, 
and I'll go down to the station and gel the bloodhounds put on. That ought 
to settle him! 'They're hard by—not ten minutes ' 

Another window went the way of its fellows. 

‘You haven't a revolver?' asked Adye. 

Kemp's hand went to his pocket. 'Then he hesitated. ‘1 haven't one—at 
least to spare.' 

‘I'll bring it back,' said Adye, ‘you'll be safe here.' 

Kemp handed him the weapon. 

‘Now for the door,' said Adye. 

As they stood hesitating in the hall, they heard one of the first-floor 
bedroom windows crack and clash. Kemp went to the door and began to slip 
the bolts as silently as possible. His face was a little paler than usual. ‘You 
must step straight out,' said Kemp. In another moment Adye was on the 
doorstep and the bolts were dropping back into the staples. He hesitated for 
a moment, feeling more comfortable with his back against the door. 'Then 
he marched, upright and square, down the steps. He crossed the lawn and 
approached the gate. A little breeze seemed to ripple over the grass. 
Something moved near him. ‘Stop a bit,’ said a Voice, and Adye stopped 
dead and his hand tightened on the revolver. 

‘Well?’ said Adye, white and grim, and every nerve tense. 
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‘Oblige me by going baek to the house,’ said the Voice, as tense and grim 
as Adye’s. 

‘Sorry,’ said Adye a little hoarsely, and moistened his lips with his 
longue. 'I'he Voice was on his left front, he thought. Suppose he were to lake 
his luck with a shot? 

‘What are you giving for?’ said the Voice, and there was a quick movement 
t^f the two, and a Hash of sunlight from the open lip of Adye’s pocket. 

Adye desisted and thought. ‘Where 1 go,' he said slowly, ‘is my own 
business.’ 'I'he words were still on his lips, when an arm came round his 
neck, his back felt a knee, and he was sprawling backward, lie drew 
clumsily and lired absurdly, and in another moment he was struck in the 
mouth and the revolver wrested from his grip, lie made a vain clutch at a 
slippery limb, tried ti) struggle up and fell back. ‘Damn!' said Adye. 'The 
Voice laughed. ‘I'd kill you ntm* if it wasn’t the waste of a bullet,’ it said. He 
saw the revolver in mid-air, six feet olf, covering him. 

‘Well?’ said Adye, silting up. 

‘Cjet up,’ said the Voice. 

Adye stood up. 

‘Attention,’ said the Voice, and then liercely, ‘Don't try any games. 
Remember 1 can see your face if you can't see mine. You\ e giH to go back to 
the house.' 

‘lie won't let me in,' said Adye. 

‘'That’s a pity,’ said the Invisible Man. ‘I've got no quarrel with you.’ 

Adye moistened his lips again. He glanced away from the barrel of the 
revolver and saw the sea far otf very blue and dark under the midday sun, 
the smooth green down, the while clitf of the Head, and the multitudinous 
town, and suddenly he knew that life was very sweet. Ilis eyes came back to 
this little metal thing hanging between heaven and earth, six feet away. 
‘What am 1 to do?' he said sullenly. 

‘What am / to do?’ asked the Invisible Man. ‘You will get help. 'The only 
thing is for you to go back.’ 

‘I will try. If he lets me in will you promise not ti^ rush the door?' 

‘I've no quarrel with you,' said the Voice. 

Kemp had hurried upstairs after letting Adye out, and now enmehing 
among the broken glass and peering cautiously over the edge tif the study 
window-sill, he saw Adye stand parleying with the Llnseeii. ‘Why doesn’t 
he lire?' whispered Kemp to himself. 'Then the revolver moved a little and 
the glint of the sunlight Hashed in Kemp's eyes. 1 le shaded his eyes and 
tried to see the source of the blinding beam. 

‘Surely!’ he said, ‘Adye has given up the revolver.’ 

‘Promise not to rush the door,’ Adye was saying. ‘Don't push a winning 
game too far. (live a man a chance.’ 

‘You go baek to the house. 1 tell you Hally I will not promise anything.' 

Adye’s decision seemed suddenly made. He turned towards the house, 
walking slowly with his hands behind him. Kemp watched him—puzzled. 
'The revolver vanished. Hashed again into sight, vanished again, and became 
evident on a closer scrutiny as a little dark object following Adye. 'Then 
things happened very quickly. Adye leapt backwards, swung round, 
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clutched at this little object, missed it, threw up his hands and fell forward 
on his face, leaving a little puff of blue in the air. Kemp did not hear the 
sound of the shot. Adye writhed, raised himself on one arm, fell forward, 
and lay still. 

For a space Kemp remained staring at the quiet carelessness of Adye’s 
attitude. The afternoon was very hot and still, nothing seemed stirring in all 
the world save a couple of yellow butterflies chasing each other through the 
shrubbery between the house and the road gate. Adye lay on the lawn near 
the gate. The blinds of all the villas down the hill-road were drawn, but in 
one little green summer-house was a white figure, apparently an old man 
asleep. Kemp scrutinised the surroundings of the house for a glimpse of the 
revolver, but it had vanished. His eyes came back to Adye. The game was 
opening w^ell. 

Then came a ringing and knocking at the front door, that grew at last 
tumultuous, but pursuant to Kemp's instructions the servants had locked 
themselves into their rooms. This was followed by a silence. Kemp sat 
listening and then began peering cautiously out of the three windows, one 
after another. He went to the staircase head and stood listening uneasily. He 
armed himself with his bedroom poker, and w'eni to examine the interior 
fastenings of the ground-floor windows again, liveryihing was safe and 
quiet. He returned to the belvedere. Adye lay motionless over the edge of 
the gravel just as he had fallen. Coming along the road by the villas were the 
housemaid and two policemen. 

Everything was deadly still. 'Fhe three people seemed very slow in 
approaching. He wondered what his antagonist w'as doing. 

lie started. 'There was a smash from below. He hesitated and went 
downstairs again. Suddenly the house resounded with heavy blows and the 
splintering of wood. He heard a smash and the destructive clang of the iron 
fastenings of the shutters. He turned the key and opened the kitchen door. 
As he did so, the shutters, split and splintering, came flying inward. lie 
stood aghast. The window frame, save for one cross bar, was still intact, but 
only little teeth of glass remained in the frame. 'The shutters had been 
driven in with an axe, and now the axe was descending in sweeping blows 
upon the window frame and the iron bars defending it. Then suddenly it 
leapt aside and vanished. He saw the revolver lying on the path outside, and 
then the little weapon sprang into the air. He dodged back. The revolver 
cracked just too late, and a splinter from the edge of the closing door flashed 
over his head. He slammed and locked the door, and as he stood outside he 
heard Griffin shouting and laughing. Then the blows of the axe, with their 
splitting and smashing accompaniments, were resumed. 

Kemp stood in the passage trying to think. In a moment the Invisible 
Man would be in the kitchen. This door would not keep him a moment, and 
then- 

A ringing came at the front door again. It would be the policemen. He ran 
into the hall, put up the chain, and drew the bolts. He made the girl speak 
before he dropped the chain, and the three people blundered into the house 
in a heap, and Kemp slammed the door again. 

‘The Invisible Man!’ said Kemp. ‘He has a revolver, with two shots— left. 
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He’s killed Adye. Shot him anyhow. Didn’t you see him on the lawn? He’s 
lying there.’ 

‘Who?’ said one of the policemen. 

‘Adye,’ said Kemp. 

‘We came round the back way,’ said the girl. 

‘What’s that smashing?’ asked one of the policemen. 

‘He’s in the kitchen—or will be. He has found an axe-’ 

Suddenly the house was full of the Invisible Man’s resounding blows on 
the kitchen door, 'fhe girl stared towards the kitchen, shuddered, and 
retreated into the dining-room. Kemp tried to explain in broken sentences. 
'I'hey heard the kitchen door give. 

‘"rhis way,’ cried Kemp, starting into activity, and bundled the 
policemen into the dining-room doorway. 

‘Poker,’ said Kemp, and rushed to the fender. He handed a poker to each 
policeman. He suddenly flung himself backward. 

‘Whup!’ said one policeman, ducked, and caught the axe on his poker. 
'The pistol snapped its penultimate shot and ripped a valuable Sidney 
("ooper. 'Phe second policeman brought his poker down on the little 
weapon, as one might knock down a wasp, and sent it rattling to the floor. 

At the first clash the girl screamed, stood screaming for a moment by the 
fireplace, and then ran to open the shutters—possibly with an idea of 
escaping by the shattered window. 

The axe receded into the passage, and fell to a position about two feet 
from the ground, 'fhey could hear the Invisible Man breathing. ‘Stand 
away, you two,’ he said. ‘I want that man Kemp.’ 

‘We want you,’ said the first policeman, making a quick step forward and 
wiping with his poker at the Voice. 'The Invisible Man must have started 
back. He blundered into the umbrella stand. 'Then, as the policeman 
staggered with the swing of the blow he had aimed, the Invisible xMan 
countered with the axe, the helmet crumpled like paper, and the blow sent 
the man spinning to the flinir at the head of the kitchen stairs. But the 
second policeman, aiming behind the axe with his poker, hit something soft 
that snapped. 'There was a sharp e.xclamation of pain and the axe fell to the 
ground. 'The policeman wiped again at vacancy and hit nothing; he put his 
loot on the axe, and struck again. 'Then he stood, poker clubbed, listening 
intent for the slightest movement. 

I le heard the dining-room window open, and a quick rush of feet within. 
His companion rolled over and sat up with the blood running dow n between 
his eye and ear. ‘Where is he?’ asked the man i>n the floor. 

‘Don’t know. I’ve hit him. He’s standing somewhere in the hall. Unless 
he’s slipped past you. Doctor Kemy»—sir.' 

Pause. 

‘Doctor Kemp,’ cried the policeman again. 

'The second policeman struggled to his feet. He stood up. Suddenly the 
faint pad of bare feet on the kitchen stairs could he heard. ‘Yap!’ cried the 
first policeman and incontinently flung his poker. It smashed a little gas 
bracket. 

He made as if he would pursue the Invisible Man downstairs. 1 hen he 
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thought better of it and stepped into the dining-room. 

‘Doctor Kemp,’ he began, and stopped short- 

‘Doctor Kemp’s in here,’ he said, as his companion looked over his 
shoulder. 

The dining-room window was wide open, and neither housemaid nor 
Kemp was to be seen. 

I'he second policeman’s opinion of Kemp was terse and vivid. 
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THH HUN'ITR HUN l hO 

Mr Hcelas, Mr Kemp’s nearest neighbour among the villa holders, was 
asleep in his summer house when the siege of Kemp’s house began. Mr 
Hcelas was one of the sturdy minority who refused to believe ‘in all this 
nonsense’ about an Invisible Man. His wife, however, as he was to be 
reminded subsequently, did. He insisted upon walking about his garden 
just as if nothing was the matter, and he went to sleep in the afternoon in 
accordance with the custom of years. He slept through the smashing of the 
windows, and then woke up suddenly with a curious persuasion of 
something wrong. He looked across at Kemp’s house, rubbed his eyes and 
looked again. Then he pul his feet to the ground, and sat listening. He said 
he was damned, and still the strange thing was visible. 'The house looked as 
though it had been deserted for weeks—^aftcr a violent riot, livery window 
was broken, and every window, save those of the belvedere study, was 
blinded by the internal shutters. 

‘I could have sw^orn it was all right’—he looked at his watch—‘twenty 
minutes ago.’ 

He became aware of a measured concussion and the clash of glass, far 
away in the distance. And then, as he sal open-mouthed, came a still more 
wonderful thing. 'I’he shutters of the drawing-room window were hung 
open violently, and the housemaid in her outdoor hat and garments, 
appeared struggling in a frantic manner to throw up the sash. Suddenly a 
man appeared beside her, helping her—^Dr Kemp! In another moment the 
window was open, and the housemaid was struggling out; she pitched 
forward and vanished among the shrubs. Mr Heelas stood up, exclaiming 
vaguely and vehemently at all these wonderful things. He saw Kemp stand 
on the sill, spring from the window, and reappear almost instantaneously 
running along a path in the shrubbery and stooping as he ran, like a man 
who evades observation. He vanished behind a laburnum, and appeared 
again clambering a fence that abutted on the open down. In a second he had 
tumbled over and was running at a tremendous pace down the slope 
towards Mr Heelas. 

‘Lord!’ cried Mr Heelas, struck with an idea; ‘it’s that Invisible Man 
brute! It’s right, after all!’ 

With Mr Hcelas to think things like that was to act, and his cook watching 
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him from the top window was amazed to see him come pelting towards the 
house at a good nine miles an hour. ‘'I'hought he wasn’t afraid,’ said the 
cook. ‘Mary, just come here?’ "I'here was a slamming of doors, a ringing of 
bells, and the voice of Mr Heelas bellowing like a bull. ‘Shut the doors, shut 
the windows, shut everything! the Invisible Man is coming!’ Instantly the 
house was full of screams and directions, and scurrying feet. He ran to shut 
the blench windows himself that opened on the veranda; as he did so 
Kemp’s head and shoulders and knee appeared over the edge of the garden 
fence. In another moment Kemp had ploughed through the asparagus, and 
was running across the tennis lawn to the Iu)usc. 

‘You can’t come in,’ said Mr Heelas, shutting the bolts. ‘I'm very sorry if 
he’s after you, but you can’t come in!’ 

Kemp appeared with a face of terror close to the glass, rapping and then 
shaking frantically at the b'rcnch window^ 'Fhcn, seeing his efforts were 
useless, he ran along the veranda, vaulted the end, and went to hammer at 
the side door. 'Then he ran round by the side gate to the front of the house, 
and so into the hill-road. And Mr Heelas staring from his window—a face of 
horror—had scarcely witnessed Kemp vanish, ere the asparagus was being 
trampled this way and that by feet unseen. At that Mr Heelas tied 
precipitately upstairs, and the rest of the chase is beyond his purview. But as 
he passed the staircase window’, he heard the side gate slam. 

limerging into the hill-road, Kemp naturally look the downward 
direction, and so it was he came io run in his own person the very race he 
had watched w ith such a critical eye from the belvedere study only four days 
ago. He ran it well for a man out of training; and though his face was white 
and w’ei, his wits were cool to the last. He ran with wide strides, and 
wherever a patch of rough ground intervened, w herever there came a patch 
of raw Hints, or a bit of broken glass shone dazzling, he crossed it and left the 
bare invisible feet that followed to take what line they would. 

b'or the lirst lime in his life Kemp discovered that the hill-road was 
indescribably vast and desolate, and that the beginnings i)f the town far 
below at the hill foot were strangely remote. Never had there been a slower 
or more painful method of progression than running. All the gaunt villas, 
sleeping in the afternoon sun, looked locked and barred; no doubt they were 
locked and barred—by his own orders. But at any rate they might have kept 
a lookout for an eventuality like this! 'I'he town was rising up now, the sea 
had dropped out i)f sight behind it, and people down below were stirring. A 
tram was just arriving at the hill fool. Beyond that was the police station. 
Was that footsteps he heard behind him? Spurt. 

'The people bekwv W’erc staring up at him, one or two were running, and 
his breath was beginning to saw’ in his throat. "I’he tram was quite near now, 
and the Jolly Cricketers was noisily barring its doors. Beyond the tram were 
posts and heaps of gravel—the drainage works. He had a transitory idea ol 
jumping into the tram and slamming the doors, and then he resiHved to go 
to the police station. In another moment he had passed the door ol the Jolly 
Cricketers, and was in the blistering fag end of the street, with human 
beings about him. 'Fhe tram driver and his helper—^arrested by the sight ot 
his furious haste—stood staring with the tram horses unhitched, b'urther on 
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the astonished features of navvies appeared above the mounds of gravel. 

His pace broke a little, and then he heard the swift pad of his pursuer, and 
leapt forward again. ‘'The Invisible Man!’ he cried to the navvies, with a 
vague indicative gesture, and by an inspiration leapt the excavation and 
placed a burly group between him and the chase. Then abandoning the idea 
of the police station he turned into a little side street, rushed by a 
greengrocer's cart, hesitated for a tenth of a second at the door of a 
sweetstulf shop, and then made for the mouth of an alley that ran back into 
the main Hill Street again. Two or three little children were playing here, 
and shrieked and scattered running at his apparition, and forthwith doors 
and windows opened and excited mothers revealed their hearts. Out he shot 
into Hill Street again, three hundred yards from the tramline end, and 
immediately he became aware of a tumultuous vi^ciferatiim and running 
people. 

He glanced up the street towards the hill. Hardly a dozen yards off ran a 
huge navvy, cursing in fragments and slashing viciously with a spade, and 
hard behind him came the tram conductor with his fists clenched. Up the 
street others followed these too, striking and shouting. Down towards the 
town, men and women were running, and he noticed clearly ime man 
coming out of a shop-door with a stick in his hand. ‘Spread out! Spread out!' 
cried some one. Kemp suddenly grasped the altered condition of the chase. 
He stopped, and looked round, panting. ‘He's close here!' he cried, ‘h'orm a 
line across-' 

‘Aha!’ shouted a voice. 

He was hit hard under the ear, and went reeling, trying to face round 
towards his unseen antagonist. He just managed to keep his feet, and he 
struck a vain counter in the air. I'hen he was hit again under the jaw, and 
sprawled headlong on the ground. In another moment a knee compressed 
his diaphragm, and a couple of eager hands gripped his throat, but the grip 
of one was weaker that the other; he grasped the wrists, heard a cry of pain 
from his assailant, and then the spade of the navvy came whirling thnnigh 
the air above him, and struck something with a dull thud. He felt a drop of 
moisture on his face. 'The grip at his throat suddenly relaxed, and with a 
convulsive effort Kemp loosed himself, grasped a limp shoulder, and rolled 
uppermost. He gripped the unseen elbows near the ground. ‘I've got him!' 
screamed Kemp. ‘Help! Help! hold! He’s down! Hold his feet!’ 

In another second there was a simultaneous rush upon the struggle, and a 
stranger coming into the road suddenly might have thought an excep¬ 
tionally savage game of Rugby football was in progress. And there was no 
shouting after Kemp’s cry—only a sound of blows and feet and a heavy 
breathing. 

'I'hen came a mighty effort, and the Invisible Man threw off' a couple of 
his antagonists and rose to his knees. Kemp clung to him in front like a 
hound to a stag, and a dozen hands gripped, clutched, and tore at the 
Unseen. The tram conductor suddenly got the neck and shoulders and 
lugged him back. 

Down went the heap of struggling men again and rolled over. There was, 
I am afraid, some savage kicking. Then suddenly a wild scream of ‘Mercy! 
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Mercy!’ that died down swiftly to a sound like choking. 

‘Get back, you fools!’ cried the muffled voice of Kemp; and there was a 
vigorous shoving back of stalwart forms. ‘He’s hurt. I tell you. Stand back!' 

'rhere was a brief struggle to clear a space, and then the circle of eager 
eyes saw the doctor kneeling, as it seemed, fifteen inches in the air, and 
holding invisible arms to the ground. Behind him a constable gripped 
invisible ankles. 

‘Don't you leave go of en,' cried the big navvy, holding a bloodstained 
spade; ‘he's shamming.’ 

‘He’s not shamming,’ said the doctor, cautiously raising his knee; ‘and I'll 
hold him.’ His face was bruised and already going red; he spoke thickly 
because of a bleeding lip. He released one hand and seemed to be feeling at 
the face. ‘'The mouth’s all wet,’ he said. And then, ‘(iood God!’ 

He stoixi up abruptly and then knelt down on the ground by the side of 
the thing unseen. 'I'here was a pushing and shuffling, a sound of heavy feet 
as Iresh people turned up to increase the pressure of the crowd. People now 
were coming out of the houses. 'I'he doors i>f the Jolly Cricketers were 
suddenly wide open. Very little was said. 

Kemp felt about, his hand seeming to pass through empty air. ‘He's not 
breathing,' he said, and then, ‘I can’t feel his heart. His side—ugh!' 

Suddenly an old woman, peering under the arm of the big navvy, 
screamed sharply. ‘Looky there!' she said, and thrust out a wrinkled finger. 

And looking where she pointed, every one saw, faint and transparent as 
though it was made of glass, so that veins and arteries and bones and nerves 
could be distinguished, the outline of a hand, a hand limp and prone. It 
grew clouded and opaque even as they stared. 

‘Hullo!’ cried the constable. ‘Here’s his feet a-showing!' 

And so, slowly, beginning at his hands and feet and creeping along his 
limbs to the vital centres of his body, that strange change continued. It was 
like the slow spreading of a poison. P'irst came the little white nerves, a hazy 
grey sketch of a limb, then the glassy bones and intricate arteries, then the 
llesh and skin, first a faint fogginess and then growing rapidly dense and 
opaque. Presently they could sec his crushed chest and his shoulders, and 
the dim outline of his drawn and battered features. 

When at last the crowd made way for Kemp to stand erect, there lay, 
naked and pitiful on the ground, the bruised and broken body of a young 
man about thirty. His hair and beard were white—not grey with age but 
white w^ith the whiteness of albinism, and his eyes were like garnets. His 
hands were clenched, his eyes wide open, and his expression was one of 
anger and dismay. 

‘Cover his face!’ said a man. ‘For Ciawd’s sake, cover that face!' and three 
little children, pushing forward through the crowd, were suddenly twisted 
round and sent packing off again. 

Some one brought a sheet from the Jolly Oicketers; and having covered 
him, they carried him into that house. 
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So ends the story olthc strange evil experiment of the Invisible Man. And if 
you would learn more of him yiHi must go to a little inn near Port Stowe and 
talk to the landlord. 'I'he sign of the inn is an empty board save for hat and 
boots, and the name is the title of this story. 'The landlord is a short and 
corpulent little man with a nose of cylindrical protrusion, wiry hair, and a 
sporadic rosiness of visage. Drink generously, and he will tell you 
generously of the things that happened to him after that time, and of how 
the lawyers tried to do him out of the treasure found upon him. 

‘When they found they couldn’t prove who's money was which. I'm 
blessed.’ he says, ‘if they didn’t try to make me out a blooming treasure 
trove! Do I look like a 'IVeasure 'Prove? And then a gentleman gave me a 
guinea a night to tell the story at the Hmpire Music 'all—just tell ’em in my 
own words—barring (me.’ 

And if you want to cut olf the How of his reminiscences abruptly, you can 
always do so by asking if there weren’t three manuscriin books in the story. 
He admits there were and proceeds to explain, with asseverations that 
everybody thinks he has ’em! Hut bless you! he hasn't. ‘'The Invisible Man it 
was t(H)k ’em off to hide ’em when I cut and ran for Port St(nve. It's that Mr 
Kemp put people on with the idea of///v having 'em.' 

And then he subsides into a pensive state, watches you furtively, bustles 
nervously with glasses, and presently leaves the bar. 

He is a bachelor man—his tastes were ever bachelor, and tliere are ni^ 
women folk in the hinise. Outwardly he buttons—it is expected of his more 
vital privacies, in the matter of braces for example, he still turns to string. 
He conducts his house without enterprise, but with eminent decorum. His 
movements arc slow, and he is a great thinker. Hut he has a repiitatiiMi for 
wisd(^m and for a respectable parsimimy in the village, and his knowledge of 
the roads of the South of lingland would beat C^obbett. 

And (m Sunday mornings, every Sunday morning all the year round, 
while he is closed to the outer world, and every night after ten, he goes into 
his bar parlour bearing a glass of gin faintly tinged with water; and having 
placed this down, he locks the door and examines the blinds, and even Umks 
under the table. And then, being satisfied of his solitude, he unlocks the 
cupboard and a box in the cupboard and a drawer in that box, and produces 
three volumes bound in brown leather, and places them solemnly in the 
middle of the table. 'The covers arc weather-worn and tinged with an algal 
green—for once they sojourned in a ditch and some of the pages have been 
washed blank by dirty water. The landlord sits down in an armchair, fills a 
long clay pipe slowly, gloating over the books the while. Then he pulls one 
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towards him and opens it, and begins to study it—turning over the leaves 
backwards and forwards. 

His brows are knit and his lips move painfully. ‘Ile.x, little two up in the 
air, cross and liddle-dc-dee. Lord! what a one he was for intellect!’ 

Presently he relaxes and leans back, and blinks through his smoke across 
the room at things invisible to other eyes. ‘Full of secrets,’ he says. 
‘Wonderful secrets! 

‘Once 1 gel the haul of them— Lord! 

‘1 wouldn’t do what he did; I’d just—well!’ He pulls at his pipe. 

So he lapses into a dream, the undying wonderful dream of his life. And 
though Kemp has failed unceasingly, and Adye has questioned closely, no 
human being save the landlord knows those books are there, with the subtle 
secrets of invisibility and a dozen other strange secrets written therein. And 
nime either will know of them until he dies. 









THK 1 IRST^ MKlSr 
IN THK iVlOON 


‘'I'hrcc thousand stadia from the earth to the 
moon . . . A^larvel not, my et^mrade, if 1 ai'>pear 
talking to you on super-terrestrial and aerial 
topics. 'I'he long and the short i>f the matter is 
that I am running i>ver the carder of a Journey I 
have lately made.’ 


I.licicpi's Icaromenippus 



I 


MR BliDl'ORi:) Ml{in S MR CAVOR AT LYMPNl* 

As I sit down to write here amidst the shadows of vine-leaves under the blue 
sky of southern Italy it comes to me with a certain quality of astonishment 
that my participation in these amazing adventures of Mr Cavor was, after 
all, the outcome of the purest accident. It might have been anyone. I fell into 
these things at a time when 1 thought myself removed from the slightest 
possibility of disturbing experiences. I had gone to Lympnc because I had 
imagined it the most uneventful place in the world. ‘I lere at any rale,' said I, 
‘I shall find peace and a chance to work!' 

And this book is the sequel. So utterly at variance is Destiny with all the 
little plans of men. 

I may perhaps mentiim here that very recently I had come an ugly 
cropper in certain business enterprises. At the present moment, surrounded 
by all the circumstances of wealth, there is a luxury in admitting my 
extremity. I can even admit that to a certain extent my disasters were 
conceivably of my own making. It may be there are directions in which I 
have some capacity; the conduct of business operations is not among these. 
Hut in those days I was young, and my youth, among other objectionable 
forms, took that tif a pride in my capacity for alfairs. I am young still in 
years, but the things that have happened to me have rubbed si>mething of 
the youth from my mind. Whether they have brought any wisdom to light 
below it, is a more doubtful matter. 

It is scarcely necessary to go into the details of the speculations that 
landed me at Lympne in Kent. Nowadays even about business transactions 
there is a strong spice of adventure. I took risks. In these things there is 
invariably a certain amount to give and take, and it fell to me finally to do the 
giving reluctantly em^ugh. I^ven w'hen 1 had got out <.)f everything one 
cantankerous creditor saw tit to be malignant. Perhaps you have met that 
naming sense of outraged virtue or perhaps you have only felt it. He ran me 
hard. It seemed to me at last that there w^as nothing for it but to write a play, 
unless 1 wanted to drudge for my living as a clerk. I have a certain 
imagination, and luxurious tastes, and I meant to make a vigorous fight for 
it before that fate overtook me. In addition to my belief in my ptiwers as a 
business man T had always in those days had an idea that I was equal to 
writing a very good play. It is not, I believe, an uncommon persuasion. I 
knew there was nothing a man can do outside legitimate business 
transactions that has such opulent possibilities, and very probably that 
biased my opinion. I had indeed got into the habit of regarding this 
unwritten drama as a convenient little reserve put by for a rainy day. 'Phat 
rainy day had come and I set to work. 
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I soon discovered that writing a play was a longer business than I had 
supposed—at first I had reckoned ten days for it—and it was to have a pied- 
li-icrre while it was in hand that I came to Lympne. 1 reckoned myself lucky 
in getting that little bungalow. 1 giU it on a three-years' agreement. 1 put in a 
few sticks of furniture, and while the play was in hand 1 did my own 
cooking. My cooking would have shocked Mrs Heeton. And yet, you know, 
it had a flavour. I had a coifec-pot, a saucepan for eggs and one for potatoes, 
and a Irying-pan fi>r sausages and bacon. Such was the simple apparatus of 
my comfort. One can't always be magnificent, but simplicity is always a 
possible alternative, b’or the rest I laid in an eighteen-gallon cask of beer on 
credit, and a trustful baker came each day. I was not perhaps in the style of 
Sybaris, but 1 have had worse times. I was a little sorry for the baker, who 
was a very decent man; but even for him I hoped. 

(Certainly if anyone wanted solitude the place is Lympne. It is in the clay 
part of Kent, and my bungalow stood on the edge of an old sea clitl' and 
stared across the flats of Romney marsh at the sea. In very wet weather the 
place is almost inaccessible, and 1 have heard that at times the postman used 
to traverse the more succulent portions of his route with boards upim his 
feet. I never saw him doing so, but I can quite imagine it. Outside the doors 
of the few cottages and houses that make up the present village, big birch 
besi)ms are stuck to wipe oil' the worst of the clay, which will give some idea 
of the texture of the district. I doubt if the place would be there at all if it 
were not a fading memory of things gone for ever. It was the big pi>rt of 
b'ngland in Roman times, Portus I.emanis, and now the sea is four miles 
away. AH down the steep hill are boulders and masses of Roman brickwork, 
and from it old Watling Street, still paved in places, starts like an arrow to 
the north. 1 used to stand on the hill and think of it all, the galleys and 
legions, the captives, the officials, the women and traders, the speculators 
like myself, all the swarm and tumult that came clanking in and out of the 
harbour. And now just a few lumps of rubble on a grassy slope and a sheep 
or two—and I! And where the port had been were the levels ol’ the marsh, 
sweeping round in a broad curve to distant Dungeness and dotted here and 
there with tree clumps and the church towers of old medieval towns that are 
following Lemanis now towards extinction. 

That outlook on the marsh was indeed one of the finest views 1 have ever 
seen. I suppose Dungeness was fifteen miles away; it lay like a raft on the 
sea, and farther westward were the hills by Hastings under the setting sun. 
Sometimes they hung close and clear, sometimes they were faded and low, 
and often the drift of weather took them clean out of sight. And all the 
nearer parts of the marsh w^ere laced and lit by ditches and canals. 

The window at which 1 worked looked over the skyline of this crest, and it 
was from this window that I first set eyes on Cavor. It was just as I was 
struggling with my scenario, holding down my mind to the sheer hard work 
of it, and naturally enough he arrested my attention. 

The sun had set, the sky was a vivid tranquillity of green and yellow, and 
against that he came out black, the oddest little figure. 

He was a short, round-bodied, thin-legged little man, with a jerky quality 
in his motions; he had seen fit to clothe his extraordinary mind in a cricket 
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cap, an overcoat, and cycling knickerbockers and stockings. Why he did so I 
do not know, for he never cycled and he never played cricket. It was a 
fortuitous concurrence of garments arising I know not how. 1 le gesticulated 
with his hands and arms and jerked his head about and buzzed. He buzzed 
like something electric. You never heard such buzzing. And ever and again 
he cleared his throat with a most extraordinary noise. 

'There had been rain, and that spasmodic walk of his was enhanced by the 
extreme slipperiness of the footpath. Exactly as he came against the sun he 
sti^pped, pulled out a watch, hesitated. 'Then with a sort of convulsive 
gesture he turned and retreated with every manifestation of haste, no longer 
gesticulating, but going with ample strides that showed the relatively large 
size of his feet— they were I remember grotesquely exaggerated in size by 
adhesive clay—to the best possible advantage. 

'This occurred on the first day of my sojourn when my play-writing 
energy was at its height, and I regarded the incident simply as an annoying 
distraction—the waste ot live minutes. I returned to my scenario. Hut when 
next evening the apparition was repeated with remarkable precision, and 
again the next evening, and indeed every evening when rain was not falling, 
cxMicentration upon the scenario became a considerable effort. ‘Confound 
the man,' said I, ‘one would think he was learning to be a marionette!' and 
for several evenings 1 cursed him pretty heartily. 

Then my annoyance gave way to amazement and curiosity. VThy on earth 
should a man do this thing? On the fourteenth evening I could stand it no 
longer, and as soon as he appeared I opened the h'rench winilow, crossed the 
veranda, and directed myself to the point where he invariably stopped. 

He had his watch out as 1 came up to him. He had a chubby rubicund 
face, with reddish-brown eyes—previously 1 had seen him i>nly against the 
light. ‘One moment, sir,' said I as he turned. 

He stared. ‘One moment,' he said, ‘certainly. Or if you wish to speak to 
me fiu’ longer, and it is not asking too much—your moment is up—would it 
trouble you to accompany me-?’ 

‘Not in the least,' said 1, placing myself beside him. 

‘My habits are regular. My time for intercourse—limited.' 

‘'This, I presume, is your time for exercise?' 

‘It is. I come here to enjoy the sunset.’ 

‘You don’t.’ 

‘Sir?’ 

‘You never look at it.’ 

‘Never look at it?’ 

‘No. I’ve watched you thirteen nights and not once have you looked at the 
sunset. Not once.’ 

He knitted his brows like one who encounters a problem. 

‘Well, I enjoy the sunlight—the atmosphere. I go along this path, 
through that gate’—he jerked his head over his shoulder—‘and round-’ 

‘You don’t. You never have been. It’s all nonsense. 'There isn’t a way. 
'To-night for instance-’ 

‘Oh! to-night! Let me see. Ah! I just glanced at my watch, saw that I had 
already been out just three minutes over the precise hall-hour, decided 
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there was not time to go round, turned-’ 

‘You always do.’ 

He looked at me, reflected. ‘Perhaps I do—now I come to think of it. . . . 
But what was it you wanted to speak to me about?’ 

‘Why—////i!’ 

‘This?’ 

‘Yes. Why do you do it? Every night you come making a noise-’ 

‘Making a noise?’ 

‘Like this’ I imitated his buzzing noise. He looked at me and it was 
evident the buzzing awakened distaste. ‘Do I do thatT he asked. 

‘Every blessed evening.’ 

‘I had no idea.’ 

He stopped. He regarded me gravely. ‘C>an it be,’ he said, ‘that I have 
formed a habit?’ 

‘Well, it looks like it. Doesn’t it?’ 

He pulled down his lower lip between linger and thumb. He regarded a 
puddle at his feet. 

‘My mind is much occupied,’ he said. ‘And you want to know why! Well, 
sir, I can assure you that not only do I not know why I do these things, but 1 
did not even know I did them. Come to think, it is just as you say; I never 
have been beyond that field. . . . And these things annoy you?’ 

l‘or some reason I was beginning to relent towards him. ‘Not annoy,’ I 
said. ‘Rut—imagine yourself writing a play!’ 

‘I couldn’t.’ 

‘Well, anything that needs concentration.’ 

‘Ah,’ he said, ‘of course,’ and meditated. His expression became so 
eloquent of distress that 1 relented still more. After all there is a touch of 
aggression in demanding, of a man you don’t know, why he hums on a 
public footpath. 

‘You sec,’ he said weakly, ‘it’s a habit.’ 

‘Oh, I recognise that.’ 

‘I must stop it.’ 

‘But not if it puts you out. After all, I had no business—it’s something of a 
liberty.’ 

‘Not at all, sir,’ he said, ‘not at all. I am greatly indebted to you. I should 
guard myself against these things. In future I w'ill. Could I trouble you— 
once again? that noise?’ 

‘Something like this,’ I said. ‘Zuzzoo, zuzzoo— But really you know-’ 

‘I am greatly obliged to you. In fact—I know—I am getting absurdly 
absent-minded. You are quite justified, sir—perfectly justified. Indeed, I 
am indebted to you. 'I’he thing shall end. And now, sir, I have already 
brought you farther than I should have done.’ 

‘I do hope my impertinence-’ 

‘Not at all, sir, not at all.’ 

We regarded each other for a moment. 1 raised my hat and wished him a 
good evening. He responded convulsively, and so we went our ways. 

At the stile I looked back at his receding figure. His bearing had changed 
remarkably; he seemed limp, shrunken. The contrast with his former 
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gesticulating, zuzzooing self look me in some absurd way as pathetic. I 
watched him out of sight. Then, wishing very heartily I had kept to my own 
business, I returned to my bungalow and my play. 

'The next evening I saw* nothing of him, ni>r the next. Hut he was very 
much in my mind, and it had occurred to me that as a sentimental comic 
character he might serve a useful purpose in the development of my pU)t. 
'I'he third day he called upon me. 

Hor a time I was puzzled to think what had brought him—he made 
indifferent conversation in the most formal way—then abruptly he came to 
business. He wanted to buy me out of my bungahnv. 

‘You see,' he said, ‘1 don't blame you in the least, but you've destroyed a 
habit and it disorganises my dii\. I've walked past here for years—years. No 
doubt I've hummed. . . . YoiTve made all that impossible!' 

I suggested he might try some other direction. 

‘No. 'There is other directiim. 'I'his is the only one. I've inquired. And 
lunv every afternoon at four—I ciMiie u> a dead wall.' 

‘Hut, my dear sir, if the thing is so important to you-' 

‘It's vital! You see I'm—I'm an investigator—I am engaged in a scientific 
research. I live—' he paused and seemed to think. ‘Just over there,' he said, 
and pointed suddenly dangenmsly near my eyes. ‘'The house with white 
chimneys you see just over the trees. And my circumstances are abnormal— 
abnormal. I am on the point of completing one of the most important 
demonstratitms, 1 can assure you, one of the most important of all the 
demonstrations that have ever been made. It requires constant thought, 
ci^nstant mental ease and activity. And the afternoi)n was my brightest 
time!—effervescing with new ideas—new points of view.' 

‘Hut why not come by still?' 

‘It would be all different. I slumld be self-conscious. I should think of you 
at your play—watching me, irritated! Instead of thinking of my work. No! I 
must have the bungalow.' 

I meditated. Naturally I wanted to think the matter over thoroughly 
before anything decisive was said. 1 was generally ready enough for 
business in those days and selling always attracted me, but in the first place 
it was not my bungalow, and even if I sold it to him at a good price I might 
get inconvenienced in the delivery if the current owner got wind of the 
transaction, and in the second I was, well—undischarged. It was clearly a 
business that required delicate handling. Moreovei the possibility of his 
being in pursuit of some valuable invention also interested me. It occurred 
to me that I would like to know more of this research, not with any dishonest 
intention, but simply with an idea that to know what it was would be a relief 
from play-writing. I threw out feelers. 

He was quite willing to supply information. Indeed, once he was fairly 
under way the conversation became a monologue. He talked like a man long 
pent up, who has had it over with himself again and again. He talked for 
nearly an hour, and I must confess I found it a pretty stiff bit of listening. 
Hut through it all there was the undertone of satisfaction one feels when one 
is neglecting work one has set oneself. Louring that first interview I gathered 
very little of the drift of his work. Half his words were technicalities entirely 
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strange to me, and he illustrated one or two points with what he was pleased 
to call elementary mathematics, computing on an envelope with a copying 
ink pencil, in a manner that made it hard even to seem to understand. ‘Yes,’ 
1 said. ‘Yes. Go on!’ Nevertheless I made out enough to convince me that he 
was no mere crank playing at discoveries. In spite of his cranklike 
appearance there was a force about him that made that impossible. 
Whatever it was it was a thing with mechanical possibilities. He told me of a 
workshed he had and of three assistants, originally jobbing carpenters 
whom he had trained. Now from the workshed to the patent office is clearly 
only one step. He invited me to see these things. I accepted readily and took 
care by a remark or so to underline that. 'I'he proposed transfer of the 
bungalow remained very conveniently in suspense. 

At last he rose to depart w ith an apology for the length of his call. 'Falking 
over his work was, he said, a pleasure enjoyed only too rarely. It was not 
often he found such an intelligent listener as myself. He mingled very little 
with professional scientific men. 

‘So much pettiness,’ he explained, ‘so much intrigue! And really w'hen 
one has an idea—a novel, fertilising idea—I don’t wish to be uncharitable, 
but-' 

I am a man w'ho believes in impulses. I made what was perhaps a rash 
proposition. Hut you must remember that I had been alone, playw riting in 
L.ympne for fourteen days, and my compunction for his ruined walk still 
hung about me. ‘Why not,’ said I, ‘make this your new’ habit? In the place of 
the one I spoilt. At least—until we can settle about the bungalow. What you 
want is to turn over your work in your mind. 'I’hat you have ahvays done 
during your afternoon walk. Unfortunately that’s over—you can’t gel 
things back as they were. Hut why not come and talk about your work to 
me—use me as a sort of wall against which you may throw your thoughts 
and catch them again. It’s certain I don’t know enough to steal your ideas 
myself, and I know no scientific men. . . .’ 

I stopped. He was considering. Hvidenily the thing attracted him. ‘Hut 
I'm afraid 1 should bore you,’ he said. 

‘You think I’m too dull?’ 

‘Oh no, but technicalities-’ 

‘Anyhow you’ve interested me immensely this afternoon.' 

‘Of course, it would be a great help to me. Nothing clears up one’s ideas 
so much as explaining them. Hitherto-’ 

‘My dear sir, say no more.’ 

‘Hut really can you spare the time?’ 

‘There is no rest like change of occupation,’ I said with profound 
conviction. 

'I'he affair was over. On my veranda steps he turned. ‘1 am already greatly 
indebted to you,’ he said. 

I made an interrogative noise. 

‘You have completely cured me of that ridiculous habit of humming,’ he 
explained. 

I think I said I was glad to be of any service to him, and he turned away. 

Immediately the train of thought that our conversation had suggested 
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must have resumed its sway. His arms began to wave in their former 
fashion. '1 he taint echo of '‘zuzzooi* came back to me on the breeze.. .. 

Well—after all that was not my affair. . . . 

He came the next day and again the next day after that, and delivered two 
lectures on physics to our mutual satisfaction. He talked with an air of being 
extremely lucid about the ‘ether' and ‘lubes of force’ and ‘gravitational 
potential’ and such things, and I sat in my other folding-chair and said 
‘Yes,’ ‘(jo on,’ ‘I follow you,’ to keep him going. It was tremendously 
difficult stuff, but I do not think he ever suspected how much 1 did not 
understand him. 'I'here were moments when 1 doubted whether I was well 
employed, but at any rate 1 was resting from that confounded play. Now 
and then things gleamed on me clearly for a space, only to vanish just when I 
thought 1 had hold of them. Sometimes my attention failed altogether, and I 
would give it up and sit and stare at him, wondering whether after all it 
would not be better to use him as a central figure in a good farce and let all 
this other stuff slide. And then perhaps 1 would comprehend again for a bit. 

At the earliest opportunity 1 went to see his house. It was large and 
carelessly furnished; there were no servants other than his three assistants, 
and his dietary and private life were characterised by a philosophical 
simplicity. He was a water-drinker, a vegetarian, and all those logical, 
disciplinary things. Hut the sight of his equipment settled many doubts. It 
looked like business from cellar to attic—an amazing little place to find in an 
out-of-the-way village. 'I'he ground floor rooms contained benches and 
apparatus, the bakehouse and scullery boiler had developed into respectable 
furnaces, dynamos occupied the cellar, and there was a gasometer in the 
garden. He showed it to me with all the confiding zest of a man who has been 
living too much alone. His seclusion was overflowing now' in an excess of 
confidence, and I had the good luck to be the recipient. 

'File three assistants were creditable specimens of the class of‘handy men’ 
from which they came. (Conscientious if unintelligent, strong, civil, and 
w illing, (^ne, Spargus, who did the cooking and all the metal w'ork, had been 
a sailor; a second, Ciibbs, was a joiner, and the third was an ex-jobbing 
gardener and now general assistant. 'I’hcy were the merest labourers; all the 
intelligent w’i>rk was done by Cavor. 'Fheirs was the darkest ignorance 
compared even with my muddled impression. 

And now, as to the nature of these inquiries. Here unhappily comes a 
grave difficulty. I am no scientific expert, and if I were to attempt to set forth 
in the highly scientific language of Mr (Cavor the aim to w’hich his 
experiments tended, I am afraid I should confuse not only the reader but 
myself, and almost certainly I should make some blunder that would bring 
upon me the mockery of every up-to-date student of mathematical physics 
in the country. 'I'he best thing I can do therefore is, 1 think, to give my 
impressions in my own inexact language without any attempt to wear a 
garment of knowledge to which I have no claim. 

'I’he object of Mr Cavor’s search was a substance that should be 
‘opaque’—he used some other word I have forgotten, but ‘opaque’ conveys 
the idea—to ‘all forms of radiant energy.’ ‘Radiant energy,’ he made me 
understand, was anything like light or heat or those Rontgen rays there was 
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so much talk about a year or so ago, or the electric waves of Marconi, or 
gravitation. All these things, he said, radiate from centres and act on bodies 
at a distance, whence comes the term ‘radiant energy.’ Now almost all 
substances are opaque to some form or other of radiant energy. Glass, for 
example, is transparent to light, but much less so to heat, so that it is useful 
as a fire-screen; and alum is transparent to light, but blocks heat completely. 
A solution of iodine in carbon bisulphide, on the other hand, completely 
blocks light but is quite transparent to heat. It will hide a fire from you but 
permit all its warmth to reach you. Metals are not only opaque to light and 
heat but also to electrical energy, which passes through both iodine solution 
and glass almost as though they were not interposed. And so on. 

Now all known substances arc ‘transparent’ to gravitation. You can use 
screens of various sorts to cut off light or heat or electrical influence of the 
sun, or the warmth of the earth from anything; you can screen things by 
sheets of metal from Marcimi’s rays, but nothing will cut iflf the 
gravitational attraction of the sun or the gravitational attraction of the earth. 
Yet why there should be nothing is hard to say. C^avor did not see why such 
a substance should not exist, and certainly I could not tell him. I had never 
thought of such a possibility before. He showed me by calculations on paper 
which Lord Kelvin, no doubt, or Professor Lodge or Professor Karl 
Pearson, or any of those great scientific people might have understot>d, but 
which simply reduced me to a hopeless muddle, that m>t only was such a 
substance possible, but that it must satisfy certain conditions. It was an 
amazing piece of reasoning. Much as it amazed and exercised me at the 
time, it would be impossible to reproduce it here. ‘Yes,' I said to it all, ‘yes. 
Go on!' Suffice it for this story that he believed he might be able to 
manufacture this possible substance opaque to gravitation out of a 
complicated alloy of metals and something new—a new element I fancy— 
called, I believe, helium, which was sent to him from London in sealed stone 
jars. Doubt has been thrown upon this detail, but 1 am almost certain it was 
he/iion he had sent him in sealed stone jars. It was certainly something very 
gaseous and thin. 

If only I had taken notes. ... 

But then how was I to foresee the necessity of taking notes? 

Anyone with the merest germ of imagination will understand the 
extraordinary possibilities of such a substance, and will sympathise a little 
with the emotion I felt as this understanding emerged from the haze of 
abstruse phrases in which Cavor expressed himself. Comic relief in a play 
indeed! It was some time before I would believe that I had interpreted him 
aright, and I was very careful not to ask questions that would have enabled 
him to gauge the profundity of misunderstanding into which he dropped his 
daily exposition. But no one reading the story of it here will sympathise 
fully, because from my barren narrative it will be impossible to gather the 
strength of my conviction that this astonishing substance was positively 
going to be made. 

I do not recall that I gave my play an hour’s work at any one time after my 
visit to his house. My imagination had other things to do. There seemed no 
limit to the possibilities of the scheme; whichever way I tried, I came on 
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miracles and revolutions, l^or example, if one wanted to lift a weight, 
however enormous, one had only to get a sheet of this substance beneath it 
and one might lift it with a straw. My first natural impulse was to apply this 
principle to guns and ironclads and all the material and methods of war and 
from that to shipping, locomotion, building, every conceivable form of 
human industry. 'I'he chance that had brought me into the very birth 
chamber of this new time—it was an epoch, no less—was one of those 
chances that come once in a thousand years. 'I'he thing unrolled, it 
e.xpanded and expanded. Among other things I saw in it my redemption as a 
business man. 1 saw a parent company and daughter companies, 
applications to right of us, applications to left, rings and trusts, privileges 
and concessions spreading and spreading, until one vast stupendous 
Cavorite (Company ran and ruled the world. 

And 1 was in it. 

I took my line straight aw^ay. I knew 1 was staking everything, but I 
jumped there and then. 

‘We're on absolutely the biggest thing that has ever been invented,' I 
said, and put the accent on ‘we.' ‘If you want to keep me out of this, you'll 
have to do it with a gun. I'm coming down to be your fourth labourer 
tomorrow.' 

He seemed surprised at my enthusiasm, but not a bit suspicious or 
hostile. Rather he was sell-depreciatory. 

He looked at me doubtfully. ‘But do you really think—?' he said. ‘And 
your play? How about that play?' 

‘It's vanished!' I cried. ‘My dear sir, don't you see what you've got? Don't 
you see what you're going to do?’ 

'I’hat was merely a rhetorical turn, but positively he didn't. At first I 
could not believe it. He had not had the beginning of the inkling of an idea! 
'rhis astonishing little man had been working on purely theoretical grounds 
the whole time! When he said it was ‘the most important’ research the wxirld 
had ever seen he simply meant it squared up so many theories, settled so 
much that was in dtiubt; he had troubled no nuire about the application of 
the stuff he was going to turn out than if he had been a machine that makes 
guns. 'I'his was a possible substance, and he was going to make it! T'/ti tout^ 
as the Frenchman says. 

Beyond that—he was childish! If he made it, it would go down to 
posterity as Cavorite or ("avorine and he would be made an F'.R.S. and 
his portrait as a scientific worthy given away with Nature, and things like 
that. And that was all he saw! He would have dropped this bombshell into 
the world as though he had discovered a new species of gnat, if it had not 
happened that I had come along. And there it would have lain and fizzled, 
like one or two other little things these scientific people have lit and dropped 
about. 

When 1 realised this, it was I did the talking and Cavor w'ho said ‘Go on!’ 
I jumped up. I paced the room, gesticulating like a boy of twenty. T tried to 
make him understand his duties and responsibilites in the matter —oitr 
duties and responsibilities in the matter. 1 assured him w'e might make 
wealth enough to work any sort of social revolution we fancied; w'e might 
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own and order the whole world. I told him companies and patents and the 
ease for secret processes. All these things seemed to impress him as much as 
his mathematics had impressed me. A look of perplexity came into his ruddy 
little face. He stammered something about indifference to wealth, but 
I brushed all that aside. He had got to be rich and it was no use stammering. 
I gave him to understand the sort of man I was, and that I had had very 
considerable business experience. I did not tell him 1 was an undischarged 
bankrupt at the time, because that was temporary, but I think I reconciled 
my evident poverty with my financial claims. And quite insensibly in the 
way such projects grow, the understanding of a Cavorite monopoly grew up 
between us. He was to make the stuff and I was to make the boom. 

I stuck like a leech to the ‘we’—‘you’ and ‘I’ didn’t exist for me. 

His idea was that the prolils I spoke of might go to endow research, but 
that of course was a matter we had to settle later. ‘That’s all right,’ I 
shouted. ‘'I'hat’s all right.’ 'I'he great point, as I insisted, was to get the thing 
done. 

‘Here is a substance,’ I cried, ‘no home, no factory, no fortress, no ship 
can dare to be without—more universally applicable even than a patent 
medicine! 'There isn’t a solitary aspect of it, not one of its ten thousand 
possible uses, that will not make us rich, ('avor, beyond the dreams of 
avarice!’ 

‘No!’ he said. ‘I begin to see. It’s extraordinary how one gets new points 
of view by talking over things!’ 

‘And as it happens you have talked to just the right man!' 

‘I suppose no one,’ he said, ‘is absolutely averse to enormous wealth. Of 
course there is one thing-’ 

He paused. I stood still. 

‘It is just possible, you know, that we may not be able to make it after all. 
It may be one of those things that are a theoretical possibility but a practical 
absurdity. Or when we make it, there may be some little hitch-!’ 

‘We’ll tackle the hitch when it comes,’ said 1. 


2 


I’HK 1‘IRST MAKING Ob' GAVORI TH 

But Cavor’s fears were groundless so far as the actual making was 
concerned. On the fourteenth of October, 1899 , this incredible substance 
was made. 

Oddly enough it was made at last by accident when Mr flavor least 
expected it. He had fused together a number of metals and certain other 
things—I wish I knew the particulars now—and he intended to leave the 
mixture a week and then allow it to cool slowly. Unless he had 
miscalculated, the last stage in the combination would occur when the stufl' 
sank to a temperature of sixty degrees Fahrenheit. But it chanced that, 
unknown to Cavor, dissension had arisen among the men about the furnace- 
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tending. Gibbs, who had previously seen to this, had suddenly attempted to 
shift it to the man who had been a gardener, on the seore that eoal was soil, 
being dug, and therefore could not possibly fall within the province of a 
joiner; the man who had been a jobbing gardener alleged, however, that coal 
was a metallic or ore-like substanee, let alone that he was a cook. Hut 
Spargus insisted on Gibbs doing the coaling, seeing that he was a joiner and 
that coal is notoriously fossil wood. Consequently Gibbs ceased to replenish 
the furnace and no one else did so, and flavor was too much immersed in 
certain interesting problems concerning a Cavorite flying machine 
(neglecting the resistance of the air and one or two other points.) to perceive 
that anything was wrong. And the premature birth of his invention took 
place just as he w^as coming across the field to my bungalow' for our 
afternoon talk and tea. 

1 remember the occasion with extreme vividness. 'The water was boiling 
and everything was prepareel and the sound i>f his ‘zu//oo’ had bnntght me 
out upon the veranda. His active little figure was black against the autumnal 
sunset, and to the right the chimneys of his house just rose above a 
gloriously tinted group of trees. Remoter rose the WValden Hills, faint and 
blue, while to the left the lazy marsh spread out spacious and serene. And 
then-! 

'The chimneys jerked heavenward, smashing into a string of bricks as they 
rose, and the roof and a miscellany of furniture followed, 'rhen overtaking 
them came a huge white flame. 'I'he trees about the building swayed and 
whirled and tore themselves to pieces that sprang toward the flare. Aly ears 
were smitten with a clap of thunder that left me deaf on one side for life, and 
all about me windinvs smashed unheeded. 

1 took three steps from the veranda towards (^avi>r\ house, and even as I 
did so came the wind. 

Instantly my coal tails were over my head and I was progressing in great 
leaps and bounds and quite against my will, towards him. In the same 
moment the disetnerer was seized, whirled about, and blown through the 
screaming air. 1 saw one of my chimney pots hit the ground within six yards 
i>f me, leap a score t^f feet, and so hurry in great strides towards the focus of 
the disturbance, ('avor, kicking and Happing, came down again, rolled over 
and over on the ground for a space, struggled up and was lifted and borne 
forward at an enormous vekK'ity, vanishing at last amiMig the labouring, 
lashing trees that writhed about his house. 

A mass of smoke and ashes and a square bluish shining substance rushed 
up towards the zenith. A large fragment of fencing came sailing past me, 
dropped edgew'ise, hit the ground and fell Hat, and then the worst was over, 
'rhe aerial commotion fell swiftly until it was merely a strong gale, and I 
beeame onee more aw'are that I had breath and feel. Hy leaning back against 
the w'ind I managed to stop, and could collect such wits as still remained to 
me. 

In that instant the w'hole face of the w’orld had changed. The tranquil 
sunset had vanished, the sky was dark with scurrying clouds, everything 
was flattened and swaying w'ith the gale. I glanced back to see if my 
bungalow was still in a general way standing, then staggered forward 
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towards the trees among which Cavor had vanished and through whose tall 
and leaf-denuded branches shone the flames of his burning house. 

I entered the copse, dashing from one tree to another and clinging to 
them, and for a space 1 sought him in vain. Then amidst a heap of smashed 
branches and fencing that had banked itself against a portion of his garden 
wall, I perceived something stir. I made a run for this, but before I reached 
it a brown object separated itself, rose on too muddy legs and protruded two 
drooping, bleeding hands. Some tattered ends of garment fluttered out from 
its middle portion and streamed before the wind. 

For a moment 1 did not recognise this earthy lump, and then I saw that it 
was Cavor, caked in the mud in which he had rolled. He leaned forward 
against the wind, rubbing the dirt from his eyes and mouth. 

He extended a muddy lump of hand, and staggered a pace towards me. 
His face worked with emotion; little lumps of mud kept falling from it. He 
looked as damaged and pitiful as any living creature I have ever seen, and 
his remark therefore amazed me exceedingly. ‘Gratulate me,’ he gasped; 
‘gratulate me!’ 

‘Congratulate you!’ said I. ‘Good heavens! What for?’ 

‘I’ve done it.’ 

‘You have. What on earth caused that explosion?' 

A gust of wind blew his words away. I understood him to say that it 
wasn’t an explosion at all. 'Fhe wind hurled me into collision with him, and 
we stood clinging to each other. 

‘'Fry to get back to my bungalow,’ I bawled in his ear. He did not hear me, 
and shouted something about ‘three martyrs—science,’ and also something 
about ‘not much good.’ At the time he laboured under the impression that 
his three attendants had perished in this whirlwind. Happily this was 
incorrect. As soon as he had left for my bungalow they had gone oti' to the 
public house in Lympne, to discuss the question of the furnaces over some 
trivial refreshment. 

I repeated my suggestion of getting back to my bungalow, and this time 
he understood. We clung arm in arm and started, managing at last to reach 
the shelter of as much roof as was left to me. For a space we sat in armchairs 
and panted. All the windows were broken and the lighter articles of 
furniture were in great disorder, but no irrevocable damage was done. 
Happily the kitchen door had stood the pressure upon it, so that all my 
crockery and cooking materials had escaped damage. The oil-stove was still 
burning and 1 put on the water to boil again for tea. "Fhat prepared, I could 
turn to Cavor for his explanation. 

‘Quite correct,’ he insisted; ‘quite correct. I’ve done it, and it’s all right.’ 

‘But—’ I protested. ‘All right! Why, there can’t be a rick standing, or a 
fence or a thatched roof undamaged for twenty miles round... .’ 

‘It’s all right— really. I didn’t, of course, foresee this little upset. My 
mind was preoccupied with another problem, and I’m apt to disregard these 
practical side issues. But it’s all right-’ 

‘My dear sir,’ I cried, ‘don’t you see you’ve done thousands of pounds’ 
worth of damage?’ 

‘There, I throw myself on your discretion. I’m not a practical man, of 
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course, but don’t you think they will regard it as a cyclone- 

‘But the explosion-’ 

‘It was not an explosion. It’s perfectly simple. Only, as I say. I’m apt to 
overlook these little things. It’s the zuzzoo business on a larger scale. 
Inadvertently I made this substance of mine, this Cavorite, in a thin wide 
sheet....’ 

He paused. ‘You are quite clear that the stuff is opaque to gravitation, that 
it cuts off* objects from gravitating towards each other?’ 

‘Yes,’ said I. ‘Yes?’ 

‘Well, as soon as it reached a temperature of sixty degrees Fahrenheit and 
the process of its manufacture was complete, the air above it, the portions of 
roof and ceiling and floor above it ceased to have weight. I suppose you 
know—everybody knows nowadays—that, as a usual thing, the air has 
weight, that it presses on everything at the surface of the earth, presses in all 
directions, w'ith a pressure of fourteen and half pounds to the square inch?’ 

‘I know that,’ said I. ‘Go on.’ 

‘1 know that too,’ he remarked. ‘Only this shows you how useless 
kni^wledge is unless you apply it. You see, over our Cavorite this ceased to 
be the case, the air there ceased to exert any pressure, and the air round it, 
and not over the Cavorite, was exerting a pressure of fourteen pounds and a 
half to the square inch upon this suddenly weightless air. Ah! you begin to 
sec! 'The air all about the Cavorite crushed in upon the air above it with 
irresistible force. I’he air above the Cavorite was forced upwards violently, 
the air that rushed in to replace it immediately lost weight, ceased to exert 
any pressure, followed suit, blew the ceiling through and the roof off*. .. . 

‘You perceive,’ he said, ‘it formed a sort of atmospheric fountain, a kind 
of chimney in the atmosphere. And if the Cavorite itself hadn’t been loose 
and so got sucked up the chimney, docs it occur to you what would have 
happened?’ 

I thought. ‘I suppose,’ I said, ‘the air would be rushing up and up over 
that infernal piece of stuff now.’ 

‘Precisely,’ he said. ‘A huge fountain!’ 

‘Spiuiting into space! Ciood heavens! Why, it would have squirted all the 
atmosphere of the earth away! It would have robbed the world of air! It 
would have been the death of all mankind! 'That little lump of stuff'!’ 

‘Not exactly into space,’ said Cavor, ‘but as bad—practically. It would 
have whipped the air off the world as one peels a banana, and flung it 
thousands of miles. It would have dropped back again of course—but im an 
asphyxiated world! b’rom our point of view very little belter than if it never 
came back!’ 

1 stared. As yet 1 was too amazed to realise hinv all my expeclatitms had 
been upset. ‘What do you mean to do now?’ I asked. 

‘In the first place, if I may borrow a garden trowel I will remove some of 
this earth which I am encased, and then if I may avail myself of your 
domestic conveniences I will have a bath. "Phis done, we will converse more 
at leisure. It will be wise, I think’—he laid a muddy hand on my arm—‘if 
nothing were said of this aff air beyond ourselves. I know I have caused great 
damage—probably even dwelling-houses may be ruined here and there 
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upon the country side. Hut on the other hand, 1 cannot possibly pay for the 
damage 1 have done, and if the real cause of this is published it will lead only 
to heart-burning and the obstruction of my work. One cannot foresee 
everything, you know\ and I cannot consent for one moment to add the 
burden of practical considerations to my theorising. Later on, when you 
have come in with your practical mind and ('lavorite is floated—floated is 
the word, isn’t it? and it has realised all you anticipate for it, we may set 
matters right w'ith these people. Hut not now’—not now. If no other 
explanation is ottered, people, in the present unsatisfactory state of 
meteorological science, will ascribe all this to a cyclone; there might be a 
public subscription, and as my house has collapsed and been burnt I should 
in that case receive a considerable share in the compensation w'hich w-ould 
be extremely helpful to the prosecution of our researches. But if it is know n 
that I caused this, there will be no public subscription, and everybody will 
be put out. Practically, I shall never get a chance of working in peace again. 
My three assistants may or may not have perished. That is a detail. If they 
have it is no great loss; they w’ere more zealous than able, and this premature 
event must be largely due to their joint neglect of the furnace. If they have 
not perished, I doubt if they have the intelligence to explain the atfair. They 
will accept the cyclone story. And if during the temporary unfitness of my 
house for occupation, I may lodge in one of the untenanted rooms of this 
bungalow of yours-' 

He paused and regarded me. 

A man of such possibilities, I reflected, is no ordinary guest to entertain. 

‘Perhaps,’ said I, rising to my feet, ‘we had better begin by looking for a 
trowel,’ and I led the way to the scattered vestiges of the greenhouse. 

While he was having his bath I considered the entire question alone. It 
was clear there were drawbacks to Mr Cavor’s society I had not foreseen. 
'Phe absent-mindedness that had just escaped depopulating the terrestrial 
globe might at any moment result in some other grave inconvenience. On 
the other hand I was young, my alfairs were in a mess, and I w’as in just the 
mood for reckless adventure, w ith a chance of something good at the end of 
it. I had quite settled in my mind that I was to have half at least in that aspect 
of the attair. P'ortunately I held my bungalow, as 1 have already explained, 
on a three years’ agreement, without being responsible for repairs, and my 
furniture, such as there was of it, had been hastily purchased, was unpaid 
for, insured, and altogether devoid of associations. In the end I decided to 
keep on with him and see the business through. 

Certainly the aspect of things had changed very greatly. I no longer 
doubted at all the enormous possibilities of the substance, but I began to 
have doubts about the gun-carriage and the patent boots. 

We set to work at once to reconstruct his laboratory and to proceed with 
our experiments. Cavor talked more on my level than he had ever done 
before when it came to question of how we should make the stuff" next. 

‘Of course we must make it again,’ he said, with a sort of glee I had not 
expected in him, ‘of course we must make it again. We have caught a tartar, 
perhaps, but we have left the theoretical behind us for good and all. If we 
can possibly avoid wrecking this little planet of ours we will. But—there 
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must be risks! 'Fhcrc must be. In experimental work there always are! And 
here, as a practical man^you must come in. For my own part, it seems to me 
we might make it edgewise, perhaps, and very thin. Yet I don’t know'—I 
have a certain dim perception ol'another method. I can hardly explain it yet. 
Hut curiously enough it came into my mind while I was rolling over and 
over in the mud before the wind and very doubtful how the whole adventure 
was to end, as being absolutely the thing I ought to have done.’ 

Iwen with my aid we found some little difficulty and meanwhile we kept 
at work restoring the laboratory. 'Fhere was plenty to do before it was 
absolutely necessary to decide upon the precise form and method of our 
second attempt. Our only hitch was the strike of the three labourers, w'ho 
objected to my activity as a foreman. Hut that matter we compromised after 
two days' delay. 


iilF. BUII.DINC; OF'THH SPIIHRh 

I remember very distinctly the occasion when Cavor told me of his idea of 
the sphere. He had had intentions of it befi)re, but at the time it seemed to 
come to him in a rush. We w’cre returning to the bungalow’ for tea, and on 
the way he fell humming. Suddenly he shouted: ‘"I'hat's it! 'That finishes it! 
A sort of roller blind.’ 

‘lunishes what?’ I asked. 

‘Space—anywhere! The moon!' 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Mean? >X'hy—it must be a sphere! 'Fhat’s what 1 mean!' 

1 saw I was out of it, and for a time 1 let him talk in his own fashion. I 
hadn’t the ghost of an idea then of his drift. Hut after he had taken tea he 
made it clear to me. 

‘It's like this,' he said. ‘Last time 1 ran this stuff into a flat tank with an 
overlap that held it down. When it had cooled and the manufacture was 
completed, all that uproar happened; nothing above it weighed anything, 
the air went squirting up, the house squirted up, and if the .stutf itself hadn't 
squirted up too, I don’t know’ w'hat would have happened! Hut suppose the 
substance is loose and quite free to go up?' 

‘It will go up at once!’ 

‘lixactly. With no more disturbance than firing a big gun.’ 

‘Hut what good w'ill that do?’ 

‘I’m going up w’ith it!’ 

I put down my teacup and stared at him. 

‘Imagine a sphere,’ he explained, ‘large enough to hold two people and 
their luggage. It will be made of steel, lined w’ith thick glass, it will contain a 
proper store of solidified air, concentrated food, water, distilling apparatus 
and so forth, and enamelled as it were on the outer steel-’ 

‘ Cavor ite?’ 
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‘Yes.’ 

‘But how will you get inside?’ 

‘There was a similar problem about a dumpling.’ 

‘Yes, I know'. But how?’ 

‘That’s perfectly easy. An air-tight manhole is all that is needed. 'That of 
course will have to be a little complicated; there will have to be a valve, so 
that things may be thrown out if necessary w ithout much loss of air.’ 

‘Like Jules Verne’s apparatus in A Trip to the MoohT 

But Cavor was not a reader of fiction. 

‘I begin to see,' 1 said, sknvly. ‘And you could get in and screw' yourself 
up while the Cavorite was warm, and as soon as it cooled it w’ould become 
impervious to gravitation, and olf you would lly-' 

‘At a tangent.' 

‘You would gi^ off in a straight line-' I stopped abruptly. ‘What is to 

prevent the thing travelling in a straight line into space for ever?' 1 asked. 
‘You're not sure to get anywhere, and if you do—lu)w will you get back?' 

‘I've just thought of that,' said Cavor. ‘'I'hat's what I meant w'hen 1 said 
the thing was hnished. 'The inner glass sphere can be air-tight and except 
for the manhole, continuous, and the steel sphere can be made in sections, 
each section capable of rolling up after the fashion of a roller blind. These 
can easily be worked by springs, and released and ehecked by electricity 
conveyed by platinum wires fused through the glass. All that is merely a 
question of detail. So you see that except for the thickness of the blind 
rollers, the Cavorite exterior of the sphere will eonsist of w indow s or blinds, 
w'hichever you like to call them. Well, when all these windows or blinds are 
shut, no light, no heat, no gravitation, no radiant energy of any sort will get 
at the inside of the sphere; it will Hy on through space in a straight line as 
you say. But open a window—imagine one of the windows open! i'hen at 
once any heavy body that chances to be in that direction w ill attract us-' 

I sat taking it in. 

‘You see?’ he said. 

‘Oh, T .vcv.’ 

‘Practically w'c shall be able to tack about in space just as w'e w'ish. (let 
attracted by this and that.’ 

‘Oh yes. That’s clear enough. Only-' 

‘Well?’ 

‘I don’t quite see what we shall do it for! It’s really only jumping off the 
world and back again.’ 

‘Surely! b'or example! One might go to the moon.’ 

‘And when one got there! What would you find?’ 

‘We should see—! Oh! Consider the new knowledge!’ 

‘Is there air there?’ 

‘'I'here may be.’ 

I shook my head. ‘It’s a fine idea,’ I said, ‘but it strikes me as a large order 
all the same. 'Phe moon! I’d much rather try some smaller things first.’ 

‘I'hey’re out of the question—^because of the air difficulty.’ 

‘Why not apply that idea of spring blinds—Cavorite blinds in strong steel 
cases—to lifting weights?’ 
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‘It wouldn’t work,’ he insisted. ‘After all to go into outer space is not so 
much worse, if at all, than a polar expedition. Men go on polar expeditions.’ 

‘Not business men. Besides they get paid for polar expeditions. And if 
anything goes wrong there are relief parlies. But this—it’s just firing 
ourselves off the world for nothing.’ 

‘Call it prospecting.’ 

‘You’ll have to call it that. . . . One might make a book of it perhaps.’ 

‘I have no doubt there will be minerals,’ said Cavor. 

‘bor example?’ 

‘Oh! sulphur, ores, gold perhaps; possibly new elements.’ 

‘("osl of carriage,’ I said; ‘you know you’re not a practical man. 'Fhe 
moon’s a quarter of a million miles away.’ 

‘It seems to me it wouldn’t cost much to cart any weight anywhere if you 
packed it in a (favorite case.’ 

‘I had not thought of that. Delivered free on head of purchaser, eh?’ 

‘It isn’t as though you were confined to the moon.’ 

‘You mean-?’ 

‘There’s Mars—clear atmosphere, novel surroundings, exhilarating 
sense of lightness. It might be pleasant to go there.’ 

‘Is there air on Mars?’ 

‘Oh yes!’ 

‘Seems as though you might run it as a sanatorium. By the way, how far is 
Mars?’ 

‘'Fwo hundred million miles at present,’ said Cavor airily; ‘and you go 
close by the sun.’ 

My imagination was picking itself up again. ‘After all,’ I said, ‘there’s 
something in these things, 'riiere’s travel-’ 

An extraordinary possibility came rushing into my mind. Suddenly 1 saw 
as in a vision the whole solar system threaded with Cavorite liners and 
spheres tic luxe. ‘Rights of pre-emption,’ came floating into my head— 
planetary rights of pre-emption. I recalled the old Spanish monopoly in 
American gold. It wasn’t as if it was just this planet or that—it was all of 
them. I stared at Cavor’s rubicund face and suddenly my imagination was 
leaping and dancing. I stood up, I walked up and down; my tongue was 
loosened. 

‘I’m beginning to take it in,’ I said. ‘I’m beginning to take it in.’ I’he 
transition from doubt to enthusiasm seemed to take scarcely any time at all. 
‘But this is tremendous!’ I cried; ‘this is imperial! I haven’t been dreaming 
of this sort of thing.’ 

Once the chill of my opposition was removed, his own pent-up 
excitement had play. He too got up and paced. He too gesticulated and 
shouted. We behaved like men inspired. We tverc men inspired. 

‘We’ll settle all that!’ he said, in answer to some incidental difficulty that 
had pulled me up. ‘We’ll soon settle all that. We’ll start the drawings for 
mouldings this very night.’ 

‘We’ll start them now,’ I responded, and we hurried off to the laboratory 
to begin upon this work forthwith. 

I was like a child in wonderland all that night. 'I’he dawn found us both 
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still at work; wc kept our electric light going heedless ol’the day. I remember 
now exactly how those drawings looked—I shaded and tinted while Cavor 
drew—smudged and haste-marked they were in every line, but wonderfully 
correct. We got out the orders for the steel blinds and frames we needed 
from that night’s work, and the glass sphere was designed within a week. 
We gave up our afternoon conversations and our old routine altogether. We 
worked, and we slept and ate wiien we could work no longer for hunger and 
fatigue. Our enthusiasm infected even our three men, though they had no 
idea what the sphere was for. 'Through those days the man Ciibbs gave up 
walking and went everywhere, even across the room, at a sort of fussy run. 

And it grew, the sphere. December passed, January—I spent a day with a 
broom sweeping a path through the snow’ from bungalow to laboratory— 
February, March. By the end of March the completion was in sight. In 
January had come a team of horses, a huge packing case; we had our thick 
glass sphere now' ready and in position, under the crane we had rigged to 
sling it into the steel shell. All the bars and blinds of the steel shell—it w as 
not really a spherical shell, but polyhedral, with a roller blind to each 
facet—had arrived by T'ebruary, and the lower half was bolted together. 
'The Cavorite was half made by March, the metallic paste had gone through 
tw'o of the stages in its manufacture, and w'c had plastered quite half of it on 
to the steel bars and blinds. It was astonishing how' closely w'e kept to the 
lines of Cavor’s first inspiration in w'orking out the scheme. When the 
bolting together of the sphere w'as finished he proposed to remove the rough 
roof of the temporary laboratory in w'hich the work w-as done and build a 
furnace about it. So the last stage of Cavorite making, in which the paste is 
heated to a dull red glow* in a stream of helium, would be accomplished 
when it was already on the sphere. 

And then we had to discuss and decide w^hat provisions we were to take, 
eompressed foods, concentrated essences, steel cylinders containing reserve 
oxygen, an arrangement for removing carbonic acid and w aste from the air 
and restoring oxygen by means of sodium peroxide, w ater condensers, and 
so forth. I remember the little heap they made in the corner, tins and rolls 
and boxes—convincingly matter-of-fact. 

It was a strenuous time, with little chance of thinking. But one day, w'hen 
we were drawing near the end, an odd mood came over me. I had been 
bricking up the furnace all the morning, and I sat down by these 
possessions, tired out. Iwcrything seemed dull and incredible. 

‘But look here, Cavor,’ 1 said. ‘After all! What’s it all for?’ 

He smiled. ‘The thing now is to go.’ 

‘The moon,’ I reflected. ‘But what do you expect? I thought the moon 
was a dead world.’ 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

‘What do you expect?’ 

‘We’re going to see.’ 

‘Are we?’ I said and stared before me. 

‘You are tired,’ he remarked. ‘You’d better take a walk this afternoon.’ 

‘No,’ I said obstinately; ‘I’m going to finish this brickwork.’ 

And I did, and ensured myself a night of insomnia. 
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I don’t think I have ever had such a night. I had some bad times before 
my business collapse but the very worst of those was sweet slumber 
compared to this infinity of aching wakefulness. I was suddenly in the most 
enormous funk at the thing we were going to do. 

I do not remember before that night thinking at all of the risks we were 
running. Now they came like that array of spectres that once beleaguered 
Prague, and camped around me. 'The strangeness of what we were about to 
do, the unearthliness of it, overwhelmed me. I was like a man awakened out 
of pleasant dreams to the most horrible surroundings. I lay, eyes wide open; 
and the sphere seemed to get more flimsy and feeble, and flavor more unreal 
and fantastic and the whole enterprise madder and madder, every moment. 

I got out of bed and wandered about. I sat at the window and stared at the 
immensity of space. Between the stars was the void, the unfathomable 
darkness—! I tried to recall the fragmentary knowledge of astronomy I had 
gained in my irregular reading, but it was all too vague to furnish any idea of 
the things we might expect. 

At last I got back to bed and snatched some moments of sleep, moments 
of nightmare rather, in which I fell and fell and fell for evermore into the 
abyss of the sky. 

I astonished Cavor at breakfast. I told him shortly: ‘I'm not coming with 
you in the sphere.' 

1 met all his protests with a sullen persistence. ‘I'he thing’s too mad,' I 
said, ‘and I won’t come. 'Phe thing’s too mad.’ 

I would not go with him to the laboratory. I fretted about my bungalow 
for a time, and then took hat and stick and set off alone, I knew not whither. 
It chanced to be a glorious morning; a warm wind and deep blue sky, the 
first green of spring abroad and multitudes of birds singing. I lunched on 
beef and beer in a little public-house near Blham, and startled the landlord 
by remarking, ci propos the weather: ‘A man who leaves the world when 
days of this sort are abiun is a fool!’ 

‘'That’s what I says when I heerd on it!’ said the landlord, and I found that 
for one poor siuil at least this world had proved excessive and there had been 
a throat-cutting. I went on with a new twist to my thoughts. 

In the afternoi)!! I had a pleasant sleep in a sunny place, and went my way 
refreshed. 

I came to a comfortable-looking inn near Canterbury. It was bright with 
creepers, and the landlady was a clean old woman who took my eye. I found 
I had just enough money to pay for my lodging with her. 1 decided to spend 
the night there. She was a talkative body, and among many other particulars 
I learnt she had never been to London. ‘Canterbury’s as far as ever I been,’ 
she said. ‘I’m not one of your gad-about sort.’ 

‘How would you like a trip to the moon?’ I cried. 

‘I never did hold with them ballooneys,’ she said, evidently under the 
impression that this was a common excursion enough. ‘I wouldn’t go up in 
one—not for ever so.’ 

"This struck me as being funny. After I had supped I sat on a bench by the 
door of the inn and gossiped with two labourers about brickmaking and 
motor cars and the cricket of last year. And in the sky a faint new crescent. 
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blue and vague as a distant Alp, sank westward over the sun. 

The next day I returned to Cavor. ‘I am coming,’ I said. ‘I’ve been a little 
out of order—that’s all.’ 

'I'hat was the only time I felt any serious doubt of our enterprise. Nerves 
purely! After that I worked on a little more carefully and took a trudge for an 
hour every day. And at last, save for the heating in the furnace, our labours 
were at an end. 


Jl 

INS113H THHSPIIKRH 

‘Go on,' said Cavor as I sat across the edge of the manhole and loi)kcd down 
into the black interior of the sphere. We two were alone. It was evening, the 
sun had set and the stillness of twilight was upon everything. 

I drew my other leg inside and slid down the smooth glass to the bolt inn 
of the sphere; then turned to take the cans of food and other impedimenta 
from C^avor. 'The interior was warm, the thcrmimieter stood at eighty, and 
as we should lose little or none of this by radiation, we were dressed in 
slippers and thin flannels. We had however a bundle of thick woollen 
clothing and several thick blankets to guard against mischance. Hy (’avi>r's 
direction 1 placed the packages, the cylinders of oxygen and so forth, loosely 
about my feet; and soon we had everything in. He walked about the rooHess 
shed for a time, seeking anything we had overlooked, and then crawled in 
after me. 1 noted something in his hand. 

‘What have you there?’ 1 asked. 

‘Haven’t you brought anything to read?’ 

‘Good Lord! No!’ 

‘ I forgot to tell you. 'I'here are uncertainties— The voyage may last— We 
may be weeks!’ 

‘But-’ 

‘We shall be floating in this sphere with absolutely no occupation.’ 

‘I wish I’d known-’ 

He peered out of the manhole. ‘Look!’ he said. ‘'There’s something there!' 

‘Is there time?’ 

‘We shall be an hour.’ 

I looked out. It was an old number of Tii-BitSy that one of men must have 
brought, h'arthcr away in the corner I saw a torn Lloyd's Nezvs. I scrambled 
back into the sphere with these things. ‘What have you got?’ I said. 

I took the book from his hand and read, ‘'The Works of William 
Shakespeare.’ 

He coloured slightly. ‘My education has been so purely scientific—’ he 
said apologetically. 

‘Never read him?’ 

‘Never.’ 

‘He knew a little, you know—^in an irregular sort of way.’ 



283 


The First Aten in the Moon 

‘Precisely what I am told,' said Cavor. 

I assisted him to screw in the glass cover of the manhole, and then he 
pressed a stud to close the corresponding blind in the outer case. 'The little 
oblong of twilight vanished. We were in darkness. 

For a time neither of us spoke. Although our case would not be 
impervious to sound, everything was very still. I perceived there was 
nothing to grip when the shock of our start should come, and I realised that 
I should be uncomfortable for want of a chair. 

‘Why have we no chairs?^' I asked. 

‘I've settled all that,' said Cavor. ‘We shan't need them.' 

‘Why not?' 

‘You will see,' he said, in the tone of a man who refuses to talk. 

I became silent Suddenly it had come to me, clear and vivid, that I was a 
iool to be inside that sphere. l{ven now, I asked myself, is it loo late to 
withdraw? 'The world outside the sphere, 1 knew, would be cold and 
inhospitable enough to me—for weeks I had been living on subsidies from 
Cavor—but after all, w’ould it be as cold as the infinite zero, as inhospitable 
as empty space? If it had not been for the appearance of cowardice, I believe 
that even then I should have made him let me out. But I hesitated on that 
score and hesitated, and grew fretful and angry, and the time passed. 

'There came a little jerk, a noise like champagne being uncorked in 
another room, and a faint whistling sound. For just one instant I had a sense 
of enormous tension, a transient conviction that my feet were pressing 
dowtnvard with a force of countless tons. It lasted for an infinitesimal time. 

l?ut it stirred me to action, ‘(^avor!' I said in the darkness, ‘my nerve's in 
rags ... I don't think-' 

I stopped. He made no answ’er. 

‘('.onfound it!' I cried; ‘I'm a fool! What business have I here? I'm not 
coming, (^avor. 'The thing's too risky. Fm getting out.' 

‘Yt)u can't,' he said. 

‘Can'll We'll soon see about that!' 

He made no answer for ten seconds. ‘It's too late for us to quarrel now, 
Bedford,' he said. ‘'That little jerk was the start. Already we are thing as 
swiftly as a bullet up into the gulf of space.' 

‘I—' 1 said, and then it did not seem to matter what happened. P'or a time 
I was, as it were, stunned. I had nothing to say. It was just as if 1 had never 
heard of this idea of leaving earth before. Th.en I perceived an 
unaccountable change in my bodily sensations. It was a feeling of lightness, 
of unreality. Coupled with that was a queer sensatiim in the head, an 
apoplectic effect almost, and a thumping of blood-vessels in the ears. 
Neither of these feelings diminished as time went on, but at last I got so 
used to them that I experienced no inconvenience. 

I heard a click, and a little glow lamp came into being. 

I saw^ Cavor's face, as white as I felt my own to be. We regarded each 
other in silence. 'The transparent blackness of the glass behind him made 
him seem to be floating in a void. 

‘Well, we're committed,' I said at last. 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘we’re committed.’ 
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‘Don't move,’ he exclaimed, at some suggestion of a gesture. ‘Let your 
muscles keep quite lax—as if you were in bed. We are in a little universe of 
our own. Look at those things!’ 

He pointed to the loose cases and bundles that had been lying on the 
blankets in the bottom of the sphere. I was astonished to see that they were 
floating now nearly a foot from the spherical wall. 'I'hen I saw from his 
shadow that Cavor was no longer leaning against the glass. 1 thrust out my 
hand behind me and found that I too was suspended in space, clear of the 
glass. 

I did not cry out nor gesticulate, but fear came upon me. It was like being 
lifted and held by something—you know' not what. 'The mere ti>uch of my 
hand against the glass moved me rapidly. 1 understood what had happened 
but that did not prevent my being afraid. We were cut off from all exterior 
gravitation—only the attraction of objects within our sphere had effect. 
CAmsequently everything that was not fixed to the glass was falling—slowly 
because of the slightness of our masses—towards the centre of gravity of our 
little world, w^hich seemed to be somewliere about the middle of the sphere, 
but rather nearer myself than to Cavor on account of my greater weight. 

‘We must turn round,’ said Cavor, ‘and float back to back, with the things 
between us.' 

It was the strangest sensation conceivable, floating thus loosely in space, 
at first indeed horribly strange, and when the horror passed, not 
disagreeable at all, exceedingly restful! indeed the nearest thing in earthly 
experience to it that I know is lying on very thick soft feather bed. But the 
quality of utter detachment and independence! I had not reckoned on 
anything like this. I had expected a violent jerk at starting, a giddy sense of 
speed. Instead I felt—as if I were disembodied. It was not like the 
beginning of a journey; it was like the beginning of a dream. 


fHH JOURNIiY TO TUli MOON 

Presently Cavor extinguished the light. He said we had not overmuch 
energy stored and what we had we must economise for reading. For a time, 
whether it was long or short I do not know, there w'as nothing but blank 
darkness. 

A question floated up out of the void. ‘How are we pointing,’ I said. 
‘What is our direction?’ 

‘We arc flying away from the earth at a tangent, and as the moon is near 
her third quarter, we are going somewhere towards her. I will open a 
blind-’ 

'Lhere came a click and then a window in the outer case yawned open. 
The sky outside was as black as the darkness within the sphere, but the 
shape of the open window was marked by an infinite number of stars. 
Those who have seen the starry sky only from earth cannot imagine its 
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appearance when the vague half-luminous veil of our air has been with¬ 
drawn. The stars we see on earth arc the mere scattered survivors that pene¬ 
trate our misty atmosphere. But now at last I could realise the meaning of the 
hosts of heaven! Stranger! things wc were presently to see, but that airless, 
stardusted sky! Of all things I think that will be one of the last I shall forget. 

'fhe little window vanished with a click, another beside it snapped open 
and instantly closed, and then a third, and for a moment I had to close my 
eyes because of the blinding splendour of the waning moon. 

For a space I had to stare at Cavor and the whitelit things about me to 
season my eyes to light again, before I could turn them towards that pallid 
glare. 

Four windows wx're open in order that the gravitation of the moon might 
act upon all the substances in our sphere. I found I was no longer floating 
freely in space, but that my feet were resting on the glass in the direction of 
the moon. The blankets and cases of provisions were also creeping slowly 
down the glass, and presently came to rest so as to block out a portion of the 
view. It seemed to me, of course, that I looked ‘down' when I looked at the 
moon. On earth ‘down' means earthward, the way things fall, and ‘up’ the 
reverse direction. Now the pull of gravitation was towards the moon, and 
for all I knew' to the contrary our earth w-as overhead. And of course, when 
all the C'avorite blinds were closed, ‘dow'n' was unvards the centre of our 
sphere, and ‘up' tow'ards its outer w'all. 

It w'as curiously unlike earthly experience, too, to have the light coming 
up. On earth light falls from above or comes slanting down sidewise, but 
here it came from beneath our feet, and to see our shadow s we had to look up. 

At first it gave me a sort of vertigo to stand only on thick glass and look 
down up(m the moon through hundreds of thousands of miles of vacant 
space. But the sickness passed very speedily. And then—the splendour of 
the sight! 

'The reader may imagine it best if he will lie on the ground some warm 
summer’s night and look betw'een his upraised feet at the moon, but for 
some reason, probably because the absence of air made it so much more 
luminous, the moon seemed already considerably larger than it does from 
earth, i'he minutest details of its surface w'ere acutely clear. And since we 
did not see it through air, its outline was bright and sharp; there was no glow 
or halo about it and the star-dust that covered the sky came right to its very 
margin and marked the outline of its illuminated part. And as I stood and 
stared at the moon between my feet, that perception of the impossible that 
had been with me oflf and on ever since our start returned again with tenfold 
conviction. 

‘Cavor,’ I said, ‘this takes me queerly. Those companies we were going to 
run and all that about minerals-’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘I don’t see ’em here.’ 

‘No,’ said Cavor, ‘but you’ll get over all that.’ 

‘I suppose I’m made to turn right side up again. Still this — F'or a moment 
I could half believe there never was a world.’ 

‘That copy of Lloyd's News might help you.’ 
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I stared at the paper for a moment, then held it above the level of my face 
and found I could read it quite easily. I struck a column of mean little 
advertisements. ‘A gentleman of private means is willing to lend money,’ I 
read. I knew that gentleman, 'fhen somebody eccentric wanted to sell a 
Cutaway bicycle, ‘quite new and cost £15,’ for £5, and a lady in distress 
wished to dispose of some lish knives and forks, ‘a wedding present,’ at a 
great sacrifice. No doubt some simple soul was sagely examining those 
knives and forks, and another triumphantly riding off on that bicycle, and a 
third trustfully consulting that benevolent gentleman of means, even as I 
read. I laughed and let the paper drift from my hand. 

‘Are we visible from the earth?’ I asked. 

‘Why?’ 

‘I knew someone—who was interested in astronomy. It occurred to me 
that it w^ould be odd if—my friend—chanced to be looking through a 
telescope and should chance to sec us.’ 

‘It would need the most pow'erful telescope on earth even now to see us as 
the minutest speck.’ 

For a time I stared in silence at the moon. 

‘It’s a world,’ I said; ‘one feels that infinitely more than one ever did on 
earth. People perhaps-’ 

‘People!’ he exclaimed. ‘No! Banish all that! 'Fhink yourself a sort of ultra 
Arctic voyager exploring on the desolate places of space. Look at ill’ 

He waved his hand at the shining w’hiteness below’. ‘It's dead—dead! Vast 
extinct volcanoes, lava wildernesses, tumbled wastes of snow’ or frozen 
carbonic acid or frozen air, and evcryw’here landslips, scams and cracks and 
gulfs. Nothing happens. Men have watched this planet systematically with 
telescopes for over tw’o hundred years. I hnv much change do you think they 
have seen?’ 

‘None.’ 

‘They have traced two indisputable land-slips, a doubtful crack and one 
slight periodic change of colour. And that’s all.’ 

‘I didn’t know’ they’d traced even that.’ 

‘Oh, yes. But as for people-!’ 

‘By the way,’ 1 asked, iiow’ small a thing w ill the biggest telescopes show 
upon the moon?’ 

‘One could see a fair-sized church. One could certainly see any towns or 
buildings or anything like the handiwork of men. 'There might perhaps be 
inseets, something in the way of ants for example, something able to hide in 
deep burrows from the lunar light. Or some sort of creatures having no 
earthly parallel. I'hat is the most probable thing if we are to find life there at 
all. 'Think of the difference in conditions! Life must fit itself to a day as long 
as fourteen earthly days, a cloudless sun-blaze of fourteen days, and then a 
night of equal length, growing ever colder and colder under these cold, 
sharp stars. In that night there must be cold, the ultimate cold, absolute 
zero, 273 degrees Centigrade, below the earthly freezing point. Whatever 
life there is must hibernate through that—and rise again each day.’ 

He mused. ‘One can imagine something wormlike,’ he said, ‘taking its air 
solid as an earthworm swallows earth, or thick-skinned monsters-’ 
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‘By the by,’ I said, ‘why didn’t we bring a gun?’ 

He did not answer that question. ‘No,’ he concluded, ‘we just have to go. 
We shall see when we get there.’ 

I remembered something. ‘Of course, there’s my minerals anyhow,’ I 
said, ‘whatever the conditions may be.’ 

Presently he told me he wished to alter our course a little by letting the 
earth tug at us for a moment. I le was going to open one earthward blind for 
thirty seconds. He warned me that it would make my head swim, and 
advised me to extend my hands against the glass to break my fall. I did as he 
directed, and thrust my feet against the bales of food cases and air cylinders 
to prevent their falling upon me. 'Fhcn with a click the window flew open. I 
fell clumsily upon hands and face and saw for a moment between my black 
extended fingers, our mother earth—a planet in a downward sky. 

We were still very near—Cavor told me the distance was, perhaps, eight 
hundred miles—and the huge terrestrial disc filled all heaven. Hut already it 
was plain to see that the world was a globe. The land below us was in 
twilight and vague, but westward the vast grey stretches of the Atlantic 
shone like molten silver under the receding day. I think I recognised the 
cloud-dimmed coastlines of France and Spain and the south of Hngland, 
and then with a click the shutter closed again, and I found myself in a state 
of extraordinary confusion, sliding slowly over the smooth glass. 

When at last matters settled themselves in my mind again, it seemed quite 
beyond question that the moon was ‘down’ under my feet, and that the earth 
was somewhere away on the level of the horizon, the earth that had been 
‘down’ to me and my kindred since the beginning of things. 

So slight were the exertions required of us, so easy did the practical 
annihilation of our weight make all we had to do, that the necessity of taking 
refreshment did m)t occur to us for nearly six hours (by (favor's 
chronometer; after our start. I was amazed at that lapse of time, liven then I 
was satisfied with very little. Cavor examined the apparatus for absorbing 
carbonic acid and water, and pronounced it to be in satisfactory order, our 
consumption of oxygen having been extraordinarily slight; our talk being 
exhausted for the time, and there being nothing further for us to do, we gave 
way to a curious drowsiness that had come upon us, and spreading our 
blankets on the bottom of the sphere in such a manner as to shut out most of 
the moonlight, wished each other good night, and almost immediately fell 
asleep. 

And so sleeping, and sometimes talking and reading a little, at times 
eating, though without any keenness of appetite,* but for the most part in a 
sort of quiescence that was neither waking nor slumber, we fell through a 
space of time that had neither night nor day in it, silently, softly, and swiftly 
down towards the moon. 

*It is a curious thing that while we were in the sphere we felt not the slightest desire 
for food nor did we feel the want of it when we abstained. At first we forced our 
appetite but afterwards we fasted completely. Altogether we did not consume one- 
twentieth part of the compressed provision we had brought with us. I'he amount of 
carbonic acid we exhaled was also unnaturally low, but why this was so I am quite 
unable to explain. 
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I remember how one day Cavor suddenly opened six of our shutters and 
blinded me so that I cried aloud to him. The whole area was miH>n, a 
stupendous scimitar of white dawn with its edge hacked out by mnehes of 
darkness, the crescent shore of an ebbing tide of darkness, out of which 
peaks and pinnacles came climbing into the bla/e of the sun. I take it the 
reader has seen pictures or photographs i>f the moon, so that I need not 
describe the broader features of that landscape, those spacious, ring-like 
ranges vaster than any terrestrial mountains, their summits shining in the 
day, their shadows harsh and deep; the grey disordered plains, the ridges, 
hills, and craterlets all passing at last from a blazing illumination into a 
common mystery of black. Athwart this world we were flying scarcely a 
hundred miles above its crests and pinnacles. And now we could see, what 
no human eye had ever seen before, that under the blaze of the day the harsh 
outlines of the rocks and ravines of the plains and crater floor grew grey and 
indistinct under a thickening haze, that the while of their lit surfaces broke 
into lumps and patches and broke again and shrank and vanished, and that 
here and there strange tints of brown and olive grew and spread. 

But little lime we had for watching them, b’or now we had come to the real 
danger of our journey. We had to drop ever closer to the moon as we spun 
about it, to slacken our pace and watch our chance until at last we could dare 
to drop upon its surface. 

For Cavor that was a lime of intense exertion; for me it was an anxious 
inactivity. I seemed perpetually to be getting out of his way. Me leaped 
about the sphere from point to point with an agility that would have been 
impossible on earth. He was perpetually opening and closing the ('avorile 
windows, making calculations, consulting his chronometer by means of the 
glow-lamp during those last eventful hours. F'or a long time we had all our 
windows closed, and hung silently in darkness, hurtling through space. 

Then he was feeling for the shutter studs, and suddenly four windows 
w^ere open. I staggered and covered my eyes, drenched and scorched and 
blinded by the unaccustomed splendour of the sun beneath my feet. 'Fhen 
again the shutters snapped, leaving my brain spinning in a darkness that 
pressed against my eyes. And after that I floated in another vast black 
silence. 

'Fhen Cavor switched on the electric light, and told me he proposed to 
bind all our luggage together with blankets about it, against the concussion 
of our descent. We did this with our windows closed, because in that way 
our goods arranged themselves naturally at the centre of the sphere. I'hat 
too was a strange business; we two men floating loose in that spherical space 
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and packing and pulling ropes. Imagine it if you can! No up nor down, and 
every effort resulting in unexpected movements. Now I would be pressed 
against the glass with the full force of Cavor’s thrust; again I would be 
kicking helplessly in a void. Now the star of the electric light would be 
overhead, now under foot. Now (favor’s feel would float up before my eyes, 
and now we would be crosswise to each other. Hut at last our goods were 
safely bound together in a big soft bale, all except two blankets with head 
holes that we were to wrap about ourselves. 

'I'hen for a flash C^avor opened a window moonward, and we saw that we 
were dropping tow'ards a huge central crater, with a number of minor 
craters grouped in a cross about it. And then again C^avor flung our little 
sphere ti^ the scorching, blinding sun. 1 think he was using the sun’s 
attraction as a brake. ‘(^)ver yourself with a blanket,' he cried, thrusting 
himself fn^m me, and for a moment I did not understand. 

'riicn I hauled the blanket from beneath my feet and got it about me and 
over my head and eyes. Abruptly he closed the shutters, snapped one open 
again and closed it; then suddenly began snapping them all open, each safely 
inti^ its steel roller. 'There came a jar and then we were rolling over and over, 
bumping against the glass and against the big bale of our luggage, and 
clutching at each other, and outside stmie white substance splashed as if we 
were rolling dinvn a of snow. . . . 

Over, clutch, bump, clutch, bump, over. . . . 

Came a thud, and I was half buried under the bale of our possessions, and 
for a space everything was still. 'Then 1 ct^uld hear C^avor puffing and 
grunting and the snapping of a shutter in its sasli. I made an effort, thrust 
back our blankel-WTapped luggage, and emerged from beneath it. Our open 
windows were just visible as a deeper black set with stars. 

\X'c were still alive, and we were lying in the darkness ofthe shadow of the 
wall i)f the great crater into which we had fallen. 

We sat getting our breath again and feeling the bruises on our limbs. I 
think neither of us had had a very clear expcctatii>n of such rough handling 
as we had received. I struggled painfully \o my feel. "And now,' said I, ‘to 
look at the landscape v)f the moon! Hut!— It's tremendously dark, Cavor!' 

'The glass was dewy, and as I spoke I wiped at it with my blanket. AX'e’re 
half an hour or so beyond the day,' he said. ‘We must wait.' 

It was impossible to distinguish anything. We might have been in a 
sphere of steel for all that wc could see. My rubbing with the blanket simply 
smeared the glass, and as fast as I wiped it, it became opaque again with 
freshly-condensed moisture, mixed with an increasing quantity of blanket 
hairs. Of ct>urse 1 ought not to have used the blanket. In my effi^rts to clear 
the glass I slipped upon the damp surface and hurl my shin against one of 
the oxygen cylinders that protruded from our bale. 

'The thing was exasperating—it was absurd. Here we were just arrived 
upon the moon, amidst w^e knew not what w’onders, and all w’e could see was 
the grey and streaming wall of the bubble in w’hich we had come. 

‘Confound it,’ I said, ‘but at this rale we might have stopped at home!’ 
and 1 squatted on the bale and shivered and drew my blanket closer about 
m<\ 
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Abruptly the moisture turned to spangles and fronds of frost. ‘Can you 
reach the electric heater?^' said C^avor. ‘Yes—that black knob. Or we shall 
freeze.’ 

I did not wait to be told twice. ‘And now,’ said 1, ‘what are we to do?’ 

‘Wait,’ he said. 

‘Wait?’ 

‘Of course. We shall have to wait until our air gets warm again, and then 
this glass will clear. We can’t do anything till then. It’s night here yet—we 
must wait for the day to overtake us. Meanwhile, don't you feel hungry?’ 

h'or a space I did not answer him, but sat fretting. I turned reluctantly 
from the crater wall. 'Fhese hummocks looked like snow. At the time 1 
thought they were snow. Hut they were not—they were mounds and masses 
of frozen air! 

So it was at first; and then, sudden, swift, and amazing, came the lunar 
day. 

'rhe sunlight had crept down the clilf, touched the drifted masses at its 
base, and incontinently came striding with seven-leagued boots towards us. 
I'he distant clilf seemed to shift and quiver, and at the touch of the sun a 
reek of grey vapour poured upwards from the crater floor, whirls and puffs 
and drifting wraiths of grey, thicker and broader and denser, until at last the 
whole westward plain was steaming like a wet handkerchief held before the 
fire, and the westward cliffs were no more than a refracted glare beyond. 

‘It is air,’ said Cavor, ‘It must be air—or it would not rise like this—at this 
mere touch of a sunbeam. And at this pace.. . 

He peered upwards. ‘Look!’ he said. 

‘What?’ I asked. 

‘In the sky. Already. On the blackness—a little touch of blue. Sec! 'I'lie 
stars seem larger; the little ones and all those dim nebulosities we saw in 
empty space—they are hidden!’ 

Swiftly, steadily the day approached us. Cirey summit after grey summit 
was overtaken by the blaze, and turned to a smoking white intensity. At last 
there was nothing to the west of us but a bank of surging fog, the 
tumultuous advance and ascent of cloudy haze. 'The distant cliff had 
receded farther and farther, had loomed and changed through the whirl, 
had foundered and vanished at last in its confusion. 

Nearer came that steaming advance, nearer and nearer, coming as fast as 
the shadow of a cloud before the south-west wind. About us rose a thin, 
anticipatory haze. 

(’avor gripped my arms. ‘What?’ I said. 

‘Look! The sunrise! The sun!’ 

He turned me about and pointed to the brow of the eastward clilf, 
looming above the haze about us, scarcely lighter than the darkness of the 
sky. But now its line was marked by strange reddish shapes—tongues of 
vermilion flame that writhed and danced. I fancied it must be spirals of 
vapour that had caught the light and made this crest of fiery tongues against 
the sky, but indeed it was the solar prominences I saw, a crown of fire about 
the sun that is for ever hidden from earthly eyes by our atmospheric veil. 

And then—the sun! 
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Steadily, inevitably, came a brilliant line—came a thin edge of intolerable 
ellulgenee that took a cireular shape, became a bow, became a blazing 
sceptre, and hurled a shaft of heat at us as though it were a spear. 

It seemed verily to stab my eyes! I cried aloud and turned about blinded, 
groping for my blanket beneath the bale. 

And with that incandescence came a sound, the first sound that had 
reached us from without since we left the earth, a hissing and rustling, the 
stormy trailing of the aerial garment of the advancing day. And with the 
coming of the sound and the light the sphere lurched, and, blinded and 
dazzled, we staggered helplessly against each othei. It lurched again, and 
the hissing grew louder. I had shut my eyes perforce; I was making clumsy 
efforts to cover my head with my blanket, and this second lurch sent me 
helplessly off my feet. I fell against the bale, and, opening my eyes, had a 
momentary glimpse of the air just outside our glass. It was running—it was 
boiling—like snow into which a white-hot rod is thrust. What had been 
solid air had suddenly, at the touch of the sun, become a paste, a mud, a 
slushy liquefaction that hissed and bubbled into gas. 

'There came a still mi^re violent whirl c^f the sphere, and we had clutched 
each other. In aiK^ther moment we were spun about again. Round we went 
and over, and then I was on all fours. 'The lunar dawn had hold of us. It 
meant to slunv us little men what the moon could do with us. 

I caught a second glimpse of things witht>ut, puffs of vapour, half-liquid 
slush, excavated, sliding, falling, sliding. W'e dropped into darkness. I went 
down with C^avor's knees in my chest. 'Then he seemed to fly away from me, 
and for a moment 1 lay, with all the breath out my bi>dy, staring upwards. 
A huge landslip, as it were, of melting stulf had splashed over us, buried us, 
and tiow it thinned and boiled away from us. I saw the bubbles dancing on 
the glass above. I heard C]av4)r exclaiming feebly. 

'Then some huge landslip iti the thawing air had caught us and, 
spluttering expostulation, we began to roll down a slope, rolling faster and 
faster, leaping crevasses and rebounding from banks, faster and faster, 
westward itito the white-hot boiling tumult of the lunar day. 

Clutching at each other we spun about, pitched this way and that, our 
bale of packages leaping at us, piiunding at us. We collided, we gripped, we 
were ttirn asunder—<.)ur heads met, and the whole universe burst into fiery 
darts and stars! On the earth we should have smashed each other a dozen 
times, but on the moon luckily for us our weight was only one-sixth of what 
it is terrestrially, and we fell very mercifully. I recall a sensation i)f utter 
sickness, a feeling as if my brain were upside down within my skull, and 
then- 

Something was at wi^rk upon my face; some thin feelers worrietl my ears. 
'Then I discovered the brilliance of the landscape around was mitigated by 
blue spectacles. Cavor bent over me, and I saw his face upside down, his 
eyes also protected by tinted goggles. 1 lis breath came regularly, and his lip 
was bleeding from a bruise. ‘Heller?’ he said, wiping the blood with the back 
of his hand. 

Everything seemed swaying for a space, but that was simply my 
giddiness. I perceived that he had closed some of the shutters in the outer 
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sphere to save me from the direct blaze of the sun. I was aware that 
everything about us was very brilliant. 

‘Lord!’ I gasped. ‘Hut this-’ 

I craned my neck to see. 1 perceived there was a blinding glare outside, an 
utter change from the gloomy darkness of our first impressions. ‘Have I 
been insensible long?’ I asked. 

‘I don’t know—the chronometer is broken. Some little time. . .. My dear 
chap! I have been afraid. .. .’ 

1 lay for a space taking this in. I saw his face still bore evidences of 
emotion, h’or a while I said nothing. I passed an inquisitive hand over my 
contusions, and surveyed his face for similar damages. 'The back of my right 
hand had sufl'ered most, and was skinless and raw. My forehead was bruised 
and had bled. He handed me a measure with some of the restorative—I 
forget the name of it—he had brought with us. After a time 1 felt a little 
better. I began to stretch my limbs carefully. Soon I could talk. 

‘It wouldn’t have done,’ I said, as though there had been no interval. 

‘No, it zeonUhTtV 

He thought, his hands hanging over his knees. He peered through the 
glass and then stared at me. ‘Good Lord!' he said. ‘No!’ 

‘What has happened?’ I asked after a pause; ‘have we jumped to the 
tropics?’ 

‘It was as 1 expected. 'This air has evaporated. If it is air. At any rale it has 
evaporated, and the surface i)f the moon is showing. We are lying on a bank 
of earthy rock. Here and there bare soil is exposed; a queer sort of soil.’ 

It occurred to him that it was unnecessary to explain. He assisted me into 
a sitting position, and I could see with my own eyes. 
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The harsh emphasis, the pitiless black and white i)f the scenery had 
altogether disappeared. 'I’he glare of the sun had taken upon itself a faint 
tinge of amber; the shadows upon the cliJT of the crater wall were deeply 
purple. 'I'o the eastward a dark bank of fog still crouched and sheltered from 
the sunrise, but to the westward the sky w^as blue and clear. I began to 
realise the length of my insensibility. 

We were no longer in a void. An atmosphere had risen about us. 'I'he 
outline of things had gained in character, had grown acute and varied; save 
for a shadowed space of white substance here and there, white substance 
that was no longer air but snow, the Arctic appearance had gone altogether. 
Everywhere broad, rusty-brown spaces of bare and tumbled earth spread to 
the blaze of the sun. Here and there at the edge of the snowdrifts were 
transient little pools and eddies of water, the only things stirring in that 
expanse of barrenness. 'I'he sunlight inundated the upper two-thirds of our 
sphere and turned our climate to high summer, but our feet were still in 
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shadow and the sphere was lying upon a drift of snow. 

And scattered here and there upon the slope, and emphasised by little 
white threads of unihawed snow upon their shady sides, were shapes like 
slicks—dry, twisted sticks of the same rusty hue as the rock upon which 
they lay. 'I'hat caught one’s thoughts sharply. Slicks! On a lifeless world! 
'fhen as my eye grew more accustomed to the texture of their substance I 
perceived that almost all this surface had a fibrous texture, like the carpet of 
brown needles one finds beneath the shade of pine trees. 

‘Cavor!’ I said. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘It may be a dead world now—but once-’ 

Something arrested my attention. I had discovered among these needles a 
number of little round objects. It seemed to me that one of these had moved. 

‘C’avor!’ I whisj-iered. 

‘What?’ 

Hut I did not answer at once. I stared incredulous, b'or an instant I could 
not believe my eyes. 1 gave an inarticulate cry. I gripped his arm. I pointed. 
‘Look!’ 1 cried, finding my tongue. ‘'Lhere! Yes! And there!' 

His eyes followed my pointing finger. ‘Kh?’ he said. 

How can I describe the thing I saw? It is so petty a thing to state, and yet it 
seemed so wonderful, so pregnant with emotion. I have said that amidst the 
slick-like litter were these round bodies, these little oval bodies that might 
have passed as very small pebbles. And now first one and then another had 
stirred, had nilled over and cracked, and down the crack of each of them 
showed a minute line of yellowish green, thrusting outward to meet the hot 
encouragement of the newly risen sun. Vor a mcment that was all, and there 
stirred and burst a third! 

‘It is a seed,’ said (’avor. And then I heard him whisper, verv softly: 

‘Life!’ and immediately it poured upon us that our vast journey had not 
been made in vain, that we had come to no arid waste of minerals, but to a 
Wiirld that lived and moved! \X'e watched intensely. I remember I kept 
rubbing the glass before me with my sleeve, jealous of the faintest suspicion 
of mist. 

The picture was clear and vivid only in the middle of the field. All about 
that centre the dead fibres and seeds were magnified and distorted by the 
curvature of the glass. Hut we could see enough! One after another all down 
the sunlit slope these miraculous iilllc brown billies burst and gaped apart, 
like seed-pods, like the husks of fruits; opened eager mouths that drank in 
the heat and light pouring in a cascade from the newly risen sun. 

In^ery moment more of these seed-eoats ruptured, and even as they did so 
the swelling pioneers overflowed their rent distended seed-eases and passed 
into the second stage of growth. With a steady assurance, a swift 
deliberation, these amazing seeds thrust a rootlet downward to the earth 
and a queer bundle-like bud into the air. In a little while the whole slope was 
dotted with minute plantlets standing at attention in the blaze of the sun. 

'They did not stand for long. 'The bundle-like buds swelled and strained 
and opened with a jerk, thrusting out a coronet of red sharp lips, spreading a 
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whorl of tiny, spiky, brownish leaves, that lengthened rapidly, lengthened 
visibly even as we watched. 'The movement was slower than any animal’s, 
swifter than any plant’s I have ever seen before. How can 1 suggest it to 
you—the way that growth went on? 'I'he leaf tips grew so that they moved 
onward even while we looked at them. 'I’he brown seed-case shrivelled and 
was absorbed with an equal rapidity. Have you ever on a cold day taken a 
thermometer into your warm hand and watched the little thread of mercury 
creep up the tube? 'I'hose moon-plants grew like that. 

In a few minutes, as it seemed, the buds of the more forward of these 
plants had lengthened into a stem, and were even putting forth a second 
whorl of leaves, and all the sk>pe that had seemed so recently a lifeless 
stretch of litter was now dark with the stunted, olive-green herbage of 
bristling spikes that swayed with the vigour ot' their growing. 

I turned about, and behold! along the upper edge of a rock to the eastward 
a similar fringe, in a scarcely less forward condition, swayed and bent, dark 
against the blinding glare of the sun. And beyond this fringe was the 
silhouette of a plant mass, branching clumsily like a cactus and swelling 
visibly, swelling like a bladder that fills with air. 

'Then to the westward also I discovered another such distended form was 
rising over the scrub. Hut here the light fell upon its sleek sides, and I could 
see that its colour was a vivid orange. It rose as one watched it; if one looked 
away from it for a minute and then back, its outline had changed: it thrust 
out blunt, congested branches, until in a little time it rose a coralline shape 
of many feet in height. Compared with such a growth the terrestrial pull- 
ball which will sometimes swell a foot in diameter in a single night, would be 
a hopeless laggard. Hut then the pufi'-ball grows against a gravitatiimal pull 
of six times that tif the moon. Heyond, out of gullies and Hats that had been 
hidden from us but not from the quickening sun, over reefs and banks of 
shining rock, a bristling beard of spiky and fleshy vegetation was straining 
into view, hurrying tumultuously to take advantage of the brief day in 
which it must flower and fruit and seed again and die. It was like a miracle, 
that growth. St), one must imagine, the trees and plants arose at the 
Creation, and covered the desolation of the new-made earth. 

Imagine it! Imagine that dawn! 'I'he resurrection of the frozen air, the 
stirring and quickening of the soil, and then this silent uprising of 
vegetation, this unearthly ascent of fieshliness and spikes. Conceive it all lit 
by a blaze that would make the intensest sunlight of earth seem watery and 
weak. And still amidst this stirring jungle wherever there was a shadow 
lingered banks of bluish snow. And to have the picture of our impression 
complete you must bear in mind that wc saw it all through a thick bent glass, 
distorting it as things are distorted by a lens, acute only in the centre of the 
picture and very bright there, and towards the edges magnified and unreal. 
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Wc ceased to gaze. We turned to each other, the same thought, the same 
question in i)ur eyes, hor these plants to grow there must be some air, 
however attenuated—air that we also should be able to breathe. 

‘'I'he manhole?' I said. 

‘Yes,' said Cavor; ‘if it is air we see!' 

‘In a little while,' I said, ‘these plants will be as high as we are. Suppose-— 
suppose, after all— Is it certain? How do you know that stulT/.s air? It may 
be nitrogen; it may be carbiMiic acid even!' 

‘'I'hat is easy,' he said, and set about proving it. F^e produced a big piece 
of crumpled paper fnun the bale, lit it, and thrust it hastily through the 
manhole valve. I bent forward and peered down through the thick glass for 
Its appearance outside, that little Hame on whose evidence depended so 
much! 

I saw the paper drop out and lie lightly upon the snow. 'I'he pink llame of 
its burning vanished, b'or an instant it seemed to be extinguished. . . . And 
then 1 saw a little blue tongue upon the edge i>f it that trembled and crept 
and spread! 

Quietly the wlude sheet, save where it lay in imnn'diatc contact with the 
snow, charred and shrivelled and sent up a quivering thread of smoke. 
'There was no doubt left to me: the atmosphere of the moon was either pure 
oxygen or air, and capable tlierefore, unless its tenuity were excessive, of 
supporting our alien life. \\V might emerge—and live! 

I sat dinvn with my legs on either side of the manhole and prepared to 
unscrew it, but ('avor stopped me. ‘'There is lirst a little precaution,' he said. 
He pointed out that, although it was certainly an oxygenated atmosphere 
outside, it might still be so rarelied as to cause us grave injury. He reminded 
me of mountain sickness and of the bleeding that often alllicts aeronauts 
who have ascended too swiftly, atul he spent some time in the preparation ol‘ 
a sickly tasting drink which he insisted on my sharing. It made me feel a 
little numb, but otherwise had no effect on me. 'Then he permitted me to 
begin unscrewing. 

Presently the glass stopper of the manhole was so far undone that the 
denser air within our sphere began to escape along the thread of the screw, 
singing as a kettle sings before it boils. 'Thereupon he made me desist. It 
speedily became evident that the pressure outside was very much less than it 
was within. How much less it was we had no means of telling. 

I sat grasping the stopper with both hands, ready to close it again if, in 
spite of our intense hope, the lunar atmosphere shtmld after all prove too 
rarefied for us, and Cavor sat with a cylinder of compressed oxygen at hand 
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to restore our pressure. We looked at each other in silence, and then at the 
fantastic vegetation that swayed and grew visibly and noislessly without. 
And ever that shrill piping continued. 

'rhe blood-vessels began to throb in my ears, and the sound of (favor’s 
movements diminished. 1 noted how still everything had become because of 
the thinning of the air. 

As our air sizzled out from the screw the moisture of it condensed in little 
puli's. 

Presently I experienced a peculiar shortness of breath—that lasted, 
indeed, during the whole of the time of our exposure to the moon's exterior 
atmosphere, and a rather unpleasant sensation about the ears and fingernails 
and the back of the throat grew on my attention, and presently passed off 
again. 

Hut then came vertigo and nausea that abruptly changed the quality of my 
courage. I gave the lid of the manhole half a turn and made a hasty 
explanation to (^avor, but now he was the more sanguine. He answered me 
in a voice that seemed extraordinarily small and remote because of the 
thinness of the air that carried the sound. He recommended a nip of brandy, 
and set me the example, and presently I felt better. I turned the manhole 
stopper back again. 'The throbbing in my ears grew louder, and then I 
remarked that the piping note of the outrush had ceased, b’or a time I could 
not be sure that it had ceased. 

‘Well?' said ('avor, in the ghost of a voice. 

‘Well?' said 1 . 

‘Shall we go on?' 

I thought. ‘Is this all?' 

‘If you can stand it.' 

By the way of answer I went on unscrewing. I lifted the circular 
operculum from its place and laid it carefully on the bale. A Hake or si^ of 
snow whirled and vanished as that thin and unfamiliar air took possession iH' 
our sphere. I knelt and then seated myself at the edge of the manhole, 
peering over it. Beneath, with a yard i)f my face, lay the untrodden snow of 
the moon. 

There came a little pause. Our eyes met. 

‘It doesn't distress your lungs too much?' said (-avor. 

‘No,' I said. ‘I can stand this.’ 

He stretched out his hand for his blanket, thrust his head through its 
central hole, and wrapped it about him. He sal down on the edge of the 
manhole; he let his feet drop until they were within six inches of the lunar 
snow. He hesitated for a moment, then thrust himself forwards, dropped 
these intervening inches, and stood upon the untrodden soil of the motni. 

As he stepped forwards he was refracted grotesquely by the edge of the 
glass. He stood for a moment looking this way and that. 'Fhen he drew 
himself together and leaped. 

'Fhe glass distorted everything, but it seemed to me even then to be an 
extremely big leap. He had at one bound become remote. He seemed twenty 
or thirty feel off. He was standing high upon a rocky mass and gesticulating 
back to me. Perhaps he was shouting—but the sound did not reach me. But 
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how the deuce had he done this? I fell like a man who has just seen a new 
conjuring trick. 

Still in a puzzled stale of mind, I too dropped through the manhole. 1 
stood up. Just in front of me the snow-drift had fallen away and made a sort 
of ditch. I made a step and jumped. 

I found myself Hying through the air, saw the rock on which he stood 
coming to meet me, elutched it, and clung in a stale of infinite amazement. I 
gasped a painful laugh. I was tremendously confused, flavor bent down and 
shouted in piping times for me to he careful. 1 had forgotten that on the 
moon, with only an eighth part of the earth’s mass and a quarter of its 
diameter, my weight was barely a sixth what it was on earth. Hut now that 
fact insisted on being remembered. 

‘We are out of Mother h’arth's leading-strings now/ he said. 

With a guarded effort I raised myself to the top and, moving as cautiously 
as a rheumatic patient, stood up beside him under the blaze of the sun. 'The 
sphere lay behind us on its dwindling snow-drift thirty feel away. 

As far as the eye could see over the enormous disorder of rocks that 
formed the crater floor the same bristling scrub that surrounded us was 
starting into life, diversified here and there by bulging masses of a cactus 
form, and scarlet and purple lichens that grew so fast they seemed to crawl 
over the rocks. 'I’lie whole area of the crater seemed to me then to be one 
similar wilderness up to the very fool of the surrounding cliff. 

'The cliff was apparently bare of vegetation save at its base, and with 
buttresses and terraces and platforms that did not very greatly attract our 
attention at the time. It was many miles away from us in every direction; we 
seemed to he almost at the centre of the crater, and we saw it through a 
certain haziness that drove before the wind, f or there was even a wind now 
in the thin air—a swift yet weak wind that chilled exceedingly, but e.xerted 
little pressure. It was blowing round the crater, as it seemed, to the hot, 
illuminated side from the foggy darkness under the sunward wall. It was 
difficult to look into this eastward fog; we had to peer with half-closed eyes 
beneath the shade of our hands, because of the licrce intensity of the 
motionless sun. 

‘It seems to be deserted/ said Cavor, ‘absolutely desolate.' 

I looked about me again. I retained even then a clinging hope of some 
quasi-human evidence, some pinnacle of building, some house or engine; 
but everywhere spread the tumbled rocks in peaKs and crests, and the 
darting scrub and those bulging cacti that swelled and swelled, a Hat 
negation as it seemed oi'all such hope. 

'It looks as though these plants had it to themselves,' I said. ‘I sec no trace 
of any other creature.' 

'No insects—no birds—no! Not a trace, not a scrap or particle of animal 
life. If there was—what would they do in the night? .. . No; there's just 
these plants alone.’ 

I shaded my eyes with my hand. 'It’s like the landscape of a dream. '1 hese 
things are less like earthly land plants than the things one imagines among 
the rocks at the bottom of the sea. Look at that, yonder! One might imagine 
it a lizard changed into a plant. And the glare!' 
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‘'I'his is only fresh morning/ said ('avor. 

He sighed and looked about him. ‘This is no world for men,’ he said. 
‘And yet in a way ... it appeals.’ 

He became silent for a time, then commenced his meditative humming. I 
started at a gentle touch, and found a thin sheet of livid lichen lapping over 
my shoe. I kicked at it; it fell to powder, and each speck began to grow. I 
heard C^avor exclaim sharply, and perceived that one of the fixed bayonets of 
the scrub had pricked him. 

1 le hesitated, his eyes sought among the rocks about us. A sudden blaze of 
pink had crept up a ragged pillar of crag. It was a most extraordinary pink, a 
livid magenta. 

‘Look!’ said 1 , turning, and behold Cavor had vanished. 

h’or an instant I sio(xi transfixed, 'fhen 1 made a hasty step io look over 
the verge of the rock. Mut, in my surprise at his disappearance, I forgot once 
more that we were the mexm. 'fhe thrust i^f my foot that 1 made in 
striding would have carried me a yard on earth; on the moixi it carried me 
si.\—a good live yards over the edge, b'or the moment the thing had 
something of the effect of one of those nightmares when one falls and falls, 
for while one falls sixteen feet in the first second of a fall on earth, on the 
moon one falls two, and with only a sixth of one's weight. I fell, or rather I 
jumped down, about ten yards I supposed. It seemed to take a long lime— 
five or six seconds, I should think. 1 floated through the air and fell like a 
feather, knee-deep in a snow-drift in the bottom o\' a gully of blue-grey, 
white-veined rock. 

I looked about me. ‘C^avorl’ I cried, but no C^avor was visible. 

‘Cavorl’ I cried louder, and the rocks echoed me. 

I turned fiercely to the rocks and clambered to the summit of them. 
‘Cavor,’ I cried. My voice sounded like the voice of a lost lamb. 

'The sphere too was not in sight, and for a moment a horrible feeling ol 
desolation pinched my heart. 

'Then I saw him. He was laughing and gesticulating to attract my 
attention. He was on a bare patch of rock twenty i>r thirty yards away. 1 
could not hear his wiice, but ‘Jump!’ said his gestures. 1 hesitated, the 
distance seemed enormous. Yet I reflected that surely I must be able to clear 
a greater distance than Cavor. 

I made a step back, gathered myself tt^gether, and leaped with all my 
might. 1 seemed to shoot up in the air as if 1 should never come down. 

It was horrible and delightful, and as wild as a nightmare to go Hying off 
in this fashion. I realised my leap had been altogether too violent. I Hew 
clean over C^avor's head, and beheld a spiky cimfusion in a gully spreading 
to meet my fall. I gave a yelp of alarm. I put out my hands and straightened 
my legs. 

I hit a huge fungoid bulk that burst all about me, scattering a mass of 
orange spores in every direction, and covering me with orange powder. I 
rolled over spluttering, and came to rest convulsed with breathless laughter. 

I became aware of Cavor’s little round face peering over a bristling hedge. 
He shouted some faded inquiry. ‘Eh?’ I tried to shout, but could not do so 
for want of breath. He made his way towards me, coming gingerly among 
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the bushes. ‘We’ve got to be eareful!’ he said. ‘'I'his moon has no diseipline. 
She’ll let us smash ourselves.’ 

He helped me to my feet. ‘You exerted yourself too much,’ he said, 
dabbing at the yellow stuff with his hand to remove it from my garments. 

I stood passive and panting, allowing him to beat off the jelly from my 
knees and elbows and lecture me upon my misfi^rlunes. ‘We don't quite 
allow for the gravitation. Our muscles are scarcely educated yet. We must 
practice a little. When you have got your breath.' 

I pulled two or three little thorns out of my hand, and sal for a time on a 
boulder of rock. My muscles were quivering, and I had that feeling of 
personal disillusionment that comes to the learner of cycling on earth at his 
lirst fall. 

It suddenly occurred to (]avor that the cold air in the gully after the 
brightness oi' the sun might give me a fever. So we clambered back into the 
sunlight. We found that beyond a few abrasions 1 had received no serious 
injuries from my tumble, and at C"av(n*'s suggestion we were presently 
looking HHind for some safe and easy landing-place for my next leap. We 
chose a rocky slab some ten yards off, separated from us by a little thicket of 
olive-green spikes. 

‘Imagine it there!' said Cavor, who was assuming airs of a trainer, and he 
pointed to a spot about four feet from my toes. 'This leap I managed wiihv)Ul 
difficulty, and I must confess 1 found a certain satisfaction in C'avor’s falling 
slu^rt by a fool or so and tasting the spikes of the scrub. ‘One has to be 
careful, you see,' he said, pulling out his thorns, and with iliat he ceased to 
be my mentor and became my fellow-learner in the art of lunar loci>moiion. 

We chose a still easier jump and did it without dilliculty, and then leaped 
back again and t(^ and fro several times, accustoming i)ur muscles to the new 
standard. I could never have believed, had 1 not experienced it, how rapid 
that adaptatii)!! would be. In a very little time indeed, certainly after fewer 
than thirty leaps, we could judge the effort necessary for a distance with 
almost terrestrial assurance. 

And all this lime the lunar plants were growing around us, higher and 
denser and more entangled, every moment thicker and taller, spiked plants, 
green cactus masses, fungi, fleshy and lichenous things, strange radiate and 
sinuous shapes. Hut we were so intent upon our leaping that for a lime we 
gave no heed ti^ their unfaltering expansion. 

An extraordinary elation had taken possession of us. Partly I think it was 
our sense of release from the confinement (»f the sphere. xMainly, however, 
the thin sweetness of the air, which 1 am certain contained a much larger 
proportion of oxygen than our terrestrial atmosphere. In spite of the strange 
quality of all about us, I fell as adventurous and experimental as a Cockney 
placed for the first time among mountains; and I do not think it occurred to 
either of us, face to face though we were with the Unknown, to be very 
greatly afraid. 

We were bitten by a spirit of enterprise. We selected a lichenous kopje, 
perhaps fifteen yards away, and landed nearly on its summit one alter the 
other. ‘Clood,’ we cried to each other, ‘good'; and Cavor made three steps 
and went off to a templing slope of snow a good twenty yards and more 



The First Men /// the Moon 


300 

beyond. 1 stood for a moment struck by the grotesque ett’ect of his soaring 
figure, his dirty cricket cap and spiky hair, his little round body, his arms 
and his knickerbockered legs tucked up tightly against the weird 
spaciousness of the lunar scene. A gust of laughter seized me, and then I 
stepped olf to follow. Plump! I dropped beside him. 

We made a few Gargantuan strides, leaped three or four times more, and 
sat down at last in a lichenous hollow. Our lungs were painful. We sat 
holding our sides and recovering our breath, looking appreciation at each 
other. Cavor panted something about ‘amazing sensations.' And then came 
a thought into my head. P'or the moment it did not seem a particularly 
appalling thought, simply a natural question arising out of the situation. 

‘By the way,' I said, ‘Where exactly is the sphere?' 

Cavor looked at me. ‘h’h?' 

'The full meaning of what we were saying struck me sharply. 

‘Cavor!' 1 cried, laying a hand on his arm. ‘Where is the sphere?' 
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His face caught something of my dismay. I le stood up and stared about him 
at the scrub that fenced us in and rose about us, straining upwards in a 
passion of growth. He put a dubious hand to his lips. He spoke with a 
sudden lack of assurance. ‘I think,' he said, slowly, ‘we left it. . . somewhere 
.. . about there/ 

He pointed a hesitating finger that wavered in an arc. 

‘I'm not sure.' His look of consternation deepened. ‘Anyhow,' he said, 
with his eyes on me, ‘it can't be far.' 

We both stood up. We made unmeaning ejaculations. 

All about us on the sunlit slopes frothed and swayed the darting shrubs, 
the swelling cactus, the creeping lichens, and wherever the shade remained 
the snow^-drifts lingered. North, south, east and west spread an identical 
monotony of unfamiliar forms. And somewhere, buried already among this 
tangled confusion, was our sphere, our home, our only provision, our only 
hope of escape from this fantastic wilderness of ephemeral growths into 
which we had come. 

‘I think, after all,' he said, pointing suddenly, ‘it might be over there.' 

‘No,’ I said. ‘We have turned in a curve. See! here is the mark of my heels. 
It’s clear the thing must be more to the eastward, much more. No! the 
sphere must be over there.’ 

‘I think/ said Cavor, ‘I kept the sun upon my right all the time.’ 

‘Iwery leap, it seems to me,’ I said, ‘my shadow flew before me.’ 

We stared into each other’s eyes. I'he area of the crater had become 
enormously vast to our imagination, the growing thickets already 
impenetrably dense. 

‘Good heavens! What fools we have been!’ 
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‘It’s evident that we must find it again,’ said Cavor, ‘and that soon. The 
sun grows stronger. We should be fainting with the heat already if it wasn’t 
so dry. And ... I’m hungry.’ 

I stared at him. I had not expected this aspect of the matter before. Hut it 
came to me at once—a positive craving. ‘Yes,’ I said with emphasis, ‘I am 
hungry, too.’ 

He stood up with a look of active resolution. ‘Certainly we must find the 
sphere.’ 

As calmly as possible we surveyed the interminable reefs and thickets that 
formed the floor of the crater, each i^f us weighing in silence the chances of 
our finding the sphere befi^re we were overtaken by heal and hunger. 

‘It can’t be lifty yards from here,' said Cavor, with indecisive gestures. 
‘'The only thing is to beat round about until we come upon it.’ 

‘'rhat is all we can do,' I said, wiiln>ul any alacrity to begin our hunt. ‘I 
wish this confounded spike bush did not grow so fast!' 

‘'That's just it,' said C^avor. ‘Hut it was laying on a bank of snow.' 

I stared abinit me in the vain hope of recognising some knoll or shrub that 
had been near the sphere. Hut everywhere was a confusing sameness, 
everywhere the aspiring bushes, the distending fungi, the dwindling snow¬ 
banks, steadily and inevitably changed. 'The sun sci^rched and stung; the 
faintness of an unaccountable hunger mingled with our infinite perplexity. 
And even as we stotKl there, Ci>nfused and lost amidst unprecedented 
things, we became aware for the first time of a smind upon the moon other 
than the stir of the growing plants, the faint sighing of the w ind, or those 
that we ourselves had made. 

Hcumi . . . Hoorn . . . HiH>m . . . 

It came fnmi beneath our feet, a sound in the ground. W’e seemed to hear 
it with ouv feel as much as w ith our ears. Its dull resonance was muffled by 
distance, thick with the quality i>f intervening substance. No sound that 1 
can imagine ctiuld have astonished us iru^re, nor have changed more 
completely the quality of things about us. T\u' this sound, rich, slow, and 
deliberate, seemed to us like the striking of some gigantic buried clock. 

Hoorn . . . Hoi)m . . . Hoorn . . . 

Sound suggestive of still cloisters, of sleepless nights in crowded cities, of 
vigils and the awaited hour, of all that is orderly and methodical in life, 
booming out pregnant and mysterious in this fantastic desert! 'To the eye 
everything was unchanged; the desolation of bu.-.hes and cacti waving 
silently in the wind, stretched unbroken to the distant dills; the still, dark 
sky was empty overhead, and the hot sun hung and burned. And through it 
all, a w^arning, a threat, throbbed this enigma of sound. 

Boom . . . Hoorn . . . Hoorn . . . 

We questioned each other in faint and faded voices. ‘A clock?' 

‘Like a clock!’ 

‘What is it?’ 

‘What can it be?’ 

‘Count,’ was Cavor’s belated suggestion, and at that word the striking 
ceased. 

'The silence, the rhythmic disappointment of the silence, came as a fresh 
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shock. For a moment ime could doubt whether one had ever heard a sound. 
Or whether it might not still be going on! Had I indeed heard a sound? 

I felt the pressure of (.'avor’s hand upon my arm. He spoke in an 
undertone as if he feared to wake some sleeping thing. ‘Let us keep 
together,' he whispered, 'and look for the sphere. We must gel back to the 
sphere. 'I'his is beyond our understanding.' 

Which way shall we gi^?' 

lie hesitated. An intense persuasion of presences, of unseen things about 
us and near us, dcmiinaled our minds. What could they be? Where ciuild 
they be? Was this arid desolation, alternately frozen and scorched, on\y the 
outer rind and mask of simie subterranean world? And if so, what sort of 
world? What sort of inhabitants might it not presently disgorge upon us? 

And then stabbing the aching stillness, as vivid and sudden as an 
unexpected thunder-clap, came a clang and rattle as though great gates i)f 
metal had suddenly been hung apart. 

It arrested our steps. We stood gaping helplessly. 'Then flavor stole 
towards me. 

‘I do not understand!' he whispered, close t(^ my face. I le waved his hand 
vaguely skywards, the vague suggestions of still vaguer thoughts. 

'A hiditig-place! If anything came-' 

I looked about us. I nodded my head in assent to him. 

We started off, moving stealthily, with the most c.xaggerated precautions 
against noise. We went towards a thicket of scrub. A clangour as ol’ 
hammers tiung about a boiler hastened our steps. 'We must crawl,' 
whispered Cavor. 

'The low’er leaves of the bayonet plants, already overshadowed by the 
newer ones above, were beginning to wilt and shrivel so that we could thrust 
our way among the thickening stems without any serious injury. A stab in 
the face or arm we did not heed. At the heart of the thicket I stopped and 
stared panting into (favor's lace. 

'Subterranean,' he whispered. ‘Below .’ 

''I'hey may come out.’ 

'We must find the sphere!' 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘but how?' 

‘Craw’l till we come to it.' 

‘But if we don’t?’ 

‘Keep hidden. See what they are like.' 

‘We will keep together,’ said I. 

He thought. ‘Which way shall we go?’ 

‘We must take our chance.’ 

We peered this way and that. 'I'hen very circumspectly w'c began to crawl 
through the lower jungle, making so far as we could judge a circuit, hailing 
now at every waving fungus, at every sound, intent only on the sphere from 
which W'C had so foolishly emerged. Ever and again from out of the ground 
beneath us came concussions, beatings, strange, inexplicable, mechanical 
sounds, and once and then again we thought we heard something, a faint 
rattle and tumult, borne to us through the air. But fearful as we were we 
dared attempt no vantage-point to survey the crater, b'or long we saw 
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nothing ol the beings whose sounds were so abundant and insistent. Hut for 
the faintness of our hunger and the drying of our throats that crawling 
would have had the quality of a very vivid dream. Ii w’as so absolutely 
unreal. 'The only element with any touch ol reality was these sounds. 

Picture it to yourself. About us the dreamlike jungle, with the silent 
bayonet leaves darting overhead, and the silent, vivid, sun-splashed lichens 
under t)ur hands and knees, waving with the vigour of their growth as a 
carpel waves when the wind gets beneath it. h:ver and again one of the 
bladder fungi, bulging and distending under the sun, loomed upon us. Hver 
and again in vivid colour some novel shape obtruded. 'The very cells that 
built up these plants were as large as my thumb, like beads of coloured glass. 
And all these things were saturated in the unmitigated glare of the sun, were 
seen against a sky that was bluish-black and spangled still, in spite of the 
sunlight, with a few surviving stars. Strange! the very Ibrms and texture of 
the stones were strange. It was all strange: the feeling of one's body was 
unprecedented, every other movement ended in a surprise. The breath 
sucked thin in one's throat, the blood llowcd through one's ears in a 
throbbing tide, thud, thud, thud, thud . . . 

And ever and again came gusts of turmoil, hammering, the clanging and 
throb ol'machinery, and presently—the bellowing of great beasts! 
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THf: MOONC'.ALP PAS'I URHS 

S(^ we two poor terrestrial castaways, lost in that wild-growing moon jungle, 
crawled in terror before the sounds that had come upon us. \X'e crawled as it 
seemed a U)ng time before we saw either Selenite or mooncalf, though we 
heard the bellowing and gruntulous noises of these latter continually 
drawing nearer to us. We crawled through sU)ny ravines, over snow slopes, 
amidst fungi that ripped like thin bladders at our thrust, emitting a watery 
humour over a perfect pavement of things like pull-balls and beneath 
interminable thickets of scrub. And ever more hopelessly our eyes sought 
for our abandoned sphere. The noise of the mooncalves would at times be a 
vast. Hat, calf-like sound, at times it rose to an amazed and wrathy 
bellowing, and again it would become a clogged, bestial sound as though 
these unseen creatures had sought to eat and bellow at the same lime. 

Our first view was but an inadequate, transitory glimpse, yet none the less 
disturbing because it was incomplete. (>avor was crawling in Iront at the 
lime, and he first was aware of their proximity. He stopped, arresting me 
with a single gesture. 

A crackling and smashing of the scrub appeared to be advancing directly 
upon us, and then, as we squatted close and endeavoured to judge ol the 
nearness and direction of this noise, there came a terrific bellow behind us, 
so close and vehement that the tops of the bayonet scrub bent before it, and 
one felt the breath of it hot and moist, 'rurning about w’e saw indistinctly 
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through a crowd of swaying stems the mooncalf's shining sides and the long 
line of its back looming against the sky. 

Of course it is hard for me now to say how much I saw at that time, 
because my impressions were corrected by subsequent observatiim. h'irst of 
all was its enormous size: the girth of its body was some fourscore feet, its 
length perhaps two hundred. Its sides rose and fell with its laboured 
breathing. I perceived that its gigantic flabby body lay alimg the ground and 
that its skin was of corrugated white, dappling into blackness along the 
backbone. But of its feet we saw nothing. I think also that we saw then the 
profile at least of the almost brainless head, with its fat-encumbered neck, 
its slobbering, omnivorous mouth, its little nostrils, and tight shut eyes. 

( for the mooncalf invariably shuts its eyes in the presence of the sun.) We 
had a glimpse of a vast red pit as it opened its mouth to bleat and belUnv 
again, we had a breath from the pit, and then the monster heeled in er like a 
ship, dragged fi^rward along the ground, creasing all his leathery skin, rolled 
again, and so wallowed past us, smashing a path amidst the scrub, and was 
speedily hidden from our eyes by the dense interlacing beyi>nd. Another 
appeared more distantly, and then another, and then, as though he was 
driving these animated lumps of provender to their pasture, a Selenite came 
momentarily into view. My grip upon Cavor's foot became convulsive at the 
sight of him, and wc remained motionless and peering long after he had 
passed out of our range. 

By contrast with the mooncalves he seemed a trivial being, a mere ant, 
scarcely five feet high. I le was wearing garments of some leathery substance 
so that no portion of his actual body appeared—but of this of course we were 
entirely ignorant. He presented himself, therefore, as a compact bristling 
creature, having much of the quality of a complicated insect, with whip-like 
tentacles, and a clanging arm projecting from his shining cylindrical body- 
case. 'I’he form of his head was hidden by his enormous, many-spiked 
helmet—wc discovered afterwards that he used the spikes for prodding 
refractory mooncalves—and a pair of goggles of darkened glass set very 
much at the side gave a bud-like quality to the metallic apparatus that 
covered his face. Ilis arms did not project beyond his body-case, and he 
carried himself upon short legs that wrapped though they were in warm 
coverings, seemed to our terrestrial eyes inordinately flimsy. 'I’hey had very 
short thighs, very long shanks, and little feet. 

In spite of his heavy-looking clothing he was progressing with what 
would be from the terrestrial point of view very considerable strides, and his 
clanging arm was busy. 'The quality of his motion during the instant of his 
passing suggested haste and a certain anger, and soon after we had lost sight 
of him w'e heard the bellow of a mooncalf change abruptly into a short, 
sharp squeal, followed by the scuffle of its acceleration. And gradually that 
bellowing receded, and then came to an end, as if the pastures sought had 
been reached. 

Wc listened. For a space the moon world was still. But it was some time 
before we resumed our crawling search for the vanished sphere. 

When next we saw mooncalves they were some little distance away from 
us, in a place of tumbled rocks. The sloping surfaces of the rocks were thick 
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with a speckled green plant, gnnving in dense, mossy clumps, upon which 
these creatures were browsing. At the sight of them we stopped on the 
margin of the reeds amidst which we were crawling, peering through at 
them and looking round for a second glimpse of a Selenite. 'I'hey lay against 
their food like stupendous slugs, huge, greasy hulls, eating greedily and 
noisily, with a sort of sobbing avidity, "rhey seemed monsters of mere 
fatness, clumsy and overwhelmed to a degree that would make a Smithlield 
ox seem a model of agility. 'Their busy, writhing, chewing mouths, their 
closed eyes, together with the appetising sound of their munching, made up 
an effect of animal enjoyment that was singularly stimulating to our empty 
frames. 

‘Hogs!' said ('.avor, with unusual passion. ‘Disgusting hogs!' and after 
one glare of angry envy crawled off through the bushes to our right. I stayed 
long enough to see that the speckled plant was quite hopeless for human 
nourishment, then crawled after him, nibbling a quill of it between my 
teeth. 

Presently we were arrested again by the proximity of a Selenite, and this 
time we were able to observe him more exactly. Now we ciujld see that the 
Selenite covering was indeed clothing, and not a sort iff crustacean 
integument. He was similar in costume to the former one we had glimpsed, 
except that ends of something like wadding were protruding from his neck, 
and he stood on a promontory of rock and moved his head this way and that 
as though he was surveying the crater. \X'e lay quite still, fearing to attract 
his attention if we moved, and after a time he turned about and disappeared. 

We came upiMi another drove of mooncalves bellowing up a ravine, and 
then we passed over a place of sounds, sounds of beating machinery, as if 
some huge hall of industry came near the surface there. And while these 
sounds were still about us we came to the edge of a great open space, 
perhaps two hundred yards in diameter, and perfectly level. Save for a few 
lichens that advanced from its margin, this space was bare, and presented a 
powdery surface of a dusty yellow colour. \X'e were afraid to strike out 
across this space, but as it presented less obstruction to our crawling than 
the scrub, we went down upon it and began very circumspectly to skirt its 
edge. 

b'or a little while the noises below ceased, and everything, save tor the 
faint stir of the growing vegetation, was very still. 'Then abruptly there 
began an uproar, loueler, more vehement, and nearer than any we had so far 
heard. Of a certainty it came from below. Instinctively we crouched as Hat as 
we could, ready for a prompt plunge into the thicket beside us. liach knock 
and throb seemed to vibrate through our bodies. Loueler grew this 
throbbing and beating, anel that irregular vibration increased until the 
whole moon world seemed to be jerking and pulsing. 

‘Cewer,’ whispered Cavor, and 1 turned towards the bushes. 

At that instant came a thud like the thud oJ a gun, and then a thing 
happeneei—it still haunts me in my dreams. I had turned my heael to look at 
Cavor’s face, and thrust out my hand in front of me as I did so. \ly hand met 
nothing! I plunged suddenly into a bottomless hole! 

My chest hit something hard, and I found myselt with my chin on the 
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edge of an unfaihomable abyss that had suddenly opened beneath me, my 
hand extended stilily into the void. 'I'he whole i^fthat flat eircular area was 
no more than a gigantie lid, that was now sliding sideways from oil the pit it 
had eovered into a slot prepared for it. 

Had it not been for Cavor I think 1 should have remained rigid, hanging 
over this margin and staring into the enormous gulf below until at last the 
edges of the slot seraped me off and hurled me into its depths. But C^avor 
had not reeeived the shock that had paralysed me. He had been a little 
distance from the edge when the lid had first opened, and, perceiving the 
peril that held me helpless, gripped my legs and pulled me backward. 1 
came into a sitting position, crawled away fnun the edge for a space on all 
fours, then staggered up and ran after him across the thundering, quivering 
sheet of metal. It seemed to be swinging open with a steadily-accelerated 
velocity, and the bushes in front of me shifted sideways as 1 ran. 

I was none too soon. C^avor's back vanished amidst the bristling thicket, 
and as I scrambled up after him the monstrous valve came into its position 
with a clang. For a long time we lay panting, not daring to approach the pit. 

But at last, very cautiously, and bit by bit, we crept into a position from 
which we could peer down. 'The bushes abi^ut us creaked and waved with 
the force of a breeze that was blowing down the shaft. W’e ci>uld see nothing 
at first except smooth, vertical walls descending at last into an impenetrable 
black. And then gradually we became aware of a number of very faint and 
little lights going to and fro. 

F'or a time that stupendous gulf of mystery held us so that we forgot even 
our sphere. In time as we grew more accustomed to the darkness we could 
make out very small dim illusive shapes moving about among those needle¬ 
point illuminations. We peered, amazed and incredulous, understanding so 
little that we could find no words to speak. \X'e ciHild distinguish ntuhing 
that would give us a clue to the meaning of the faint shapes we saw. 

‘What can it be?’ I asked; ‘what can it be?’ 

‘'The engineering! . . . 'They must live in these caverns during the night 
and come out during the day.' 

‘Cavor!’ I said. ‘Can they be— that —it was something like—men?’ 

lliat was not a man. 

‘No.’ 

‘We dare risk nothing!’ 

‘We dare do nothing until we find the sphere,’ he assented with a groan, 
and stirred himself to move. He stared about him for a space, sighed, and 
indicated a direction. We struck out through the jungle. For a time we 
crawled resolutely, then with diminishing vigour. Presently among great 
shapes of flabby purple there came a noise of trampling and of cries about 
us. We lay close, and for a long time the sounds went to and fro and very 
near. But this time we saw nothing. 1 tried to whisper to Cavor that 1 could 
hardly go without food much longer, but my mouth had become too dry for 
whispering. 

‘Cavor,’ I said, ‘I must have food.’ 

He turned a face full of dismay towards me. ‘It’s a case for holding out,’ 
he said. 
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‘Bui I ;////a 7,’ I said; ‘and look at my lips!’ 

‘Tvc been thirsty some time.’ 

‘If only some of the snow had remained!’ 

‘It's clean gone! We’re driving from Arctic to tropical at the rale of a 
degree a minute. . ..’ 

I gnaweti my hand. 

‘'I’he sphere!’ he said. ‘'I’here is nothing for it but the sphere.’ We roused 
ourselves to another spurt of crawling. My mind ran entirely on edible 
things, on the hissing profundity of summer drinks; more particularly I 
craved for beer. I was haunted by the memory of the eighteen-gallon cask 
that had swaggered in my Lympne cellar. I thought of the adjacent larder, 
and especially of steak and kidney pie—tender steak and plenty of kidney, 
and rich, thick gravy between. I^ver and again I was seized with fits of 
hungry yawning. We came to Hat places overgrown with fleshy red things, 
nK>nstrous coralline gnnvlhs; as we pushed against them they snapped and 
broke. I note the quality of the broken surfaces. 'The confounded siutf 
certainly looked of a biieable texture. 

1 picked up a fragment and sniffed at it. 

‘Cavor,’ I said, iti a luntrse undertone. 

He glanced at me with his face screwed up. ‘Don't,’ he said. I put down 
the fragment, and we crawled on through this tempting fleshiness for a 
space. 

‘('avor,' I asked, ‘why not?' 

‘Poison,' I heard him say, but he did not look round. 

We crawled some way before I decided. 

‘I'll chance it,' said I. 

lie made a belated gesture to prevent me. I stuffed my mouth full. He 
crouched, watching my face, his own twisted into the oddest expression. 
‘It's good,’ I said. 

‘Oh, Lord!' he cried. 

He watched me munch, his face wrinkled between desire and 
disaj'»i'»ri>val, then suddenly succumbed to appetite, and began to tear off 
huge mouthfuls, p'or a time we did nothing but eat. 

'The stuff was not unlike a terrestrial mushnnan, only it was much laxer in 
texture, and as iuie swallowed it, it warmed the throat. At first we 
experienced a mere mechanical satisfaction in eating. 'Then our blood began 
to run warmer, and we tingled at the lips and fingers, and then new and 
slightly irrelevant ideas came bubbling up in i>ur minds. 

‘It’s good,’ said I. ‘Infernally good! VC'hat a home fi^r our surplus 
population! Our poor surplus population,’ and I broke oil another large 
portion. 

It filled me with a curiously benevolent satisfaction that there was sueh 
good food on the moon. 'The depression ot my hunger gav.? way to an 
irrational exhilaration. 'Fhe dread and discomfort in which 1 had been living 
vanished entirely. I perceived the moon no longer as a planet from which I 
most earnestly desired the means of escape, but as a possible refuge for 
human destitution. I think I forget the Selenites, the mooncalves, the lid, 
and the noises completely as soon as I had eaten that fungus. 
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Cavor replied to my third repetition of my ‘surplus population’ remark 
with similar words of approval. I felt that my head swam, but I put this 
down to the stimulating ett'eet of food after a long fast. ‘Ess’lent discovery, 
yours, Cavor,’ said I. ‘S’end on’y to the ’tato.’ 

‘Whajer mean?’ asked Cavor. ‘’Seovery of the moon—se’nd on’y to the 
’tato?’ 

I looked at him, shocked at his suddenly hoarse voice and by the badness 
of his articulation. It occurred to me in a flash that he was intoxicated, 
possibly by the fungus. It also occurred to me that he erred in imagining 
that he had discovered the moon—he had not discovered it, he had only 
reached it. I tried to lay my hand on his arm and explain this to him, but the 
issue was too subtle for his brain. It was also unexpectedly diilicult to 
express. After a momentary attempt to understand me—I remember 
wondering if the fungus had made my eyes as fishy as his—he set iflf upon 
some observations on his own account. 

‘We are,’ he announced, with a solemn hiccup, ‘the creashurs o’ what we 
eat and drink.’ 

He repeated this, and as I was now in one of my subtle moods 1 
determined to dispute it. Possibly I wandered a little from the point. Hut 
Cavor certainly did not attend at all properly. He stood up as well as he 
could, putting a hand on my head to steady himself, which was 
disrespectful, and stoi^d staring about him, quite devoid now of any fear of 
the moon beings. 

I tried to point out that this was dangerous, for some reason that was not 
perfectly clear to me; but the word ‘dangerous’ had somehow got mixed 
with ‘indiscreet,’ and came out rather more like ‘injurious’ than either, and 
after an attempt to disentangle them I resumed my argument, addressing 
myself principally to the unfamiliar but attentive coralline growths on 
either side. 1 fell that it was necessary to clear up this confusion between the 
moon and a potato at once—I wandered into a long parenthesis on the 
importance of precision of definition in argument. I did my best to ignore 
the fact that my bodily sensations were no longer agreeable. 

In some w'ay that I have now forgotten my mind was led back to projects 
of colonisation. ‘We must annex this moon,’ I said. ‘There must be no 
shilly-shally. This is part of the While Man’s Burden. Cavor—we are— 
hie —Salap—mean Satraps! Nempire Caesar never dreamt. H’in all the 
newspapers. Cavorecia. Hedfordecia. Hedfordecia. Hie—Limited. Mean— 
unlimited! Practically.’ 

Certainly 1 was intoxicated. I embarked upon an argument to show the 
infinite benefits our arrival would confer upon the moon. I involved myself 
in a rather difficult proof that the arrival of Columbus was, after all, 
beneficial to America. I found I had forgotten the line of argument I had 
intended to pursue, and continued to repeat ‘sim’lar to C’lumbus’ to fill up 
time. 

From that point my memory of the action of that abominable fungus 
becomes confused. I remember vaguely that we declared our intention of 
standing no nonsense from any confounded insects, that we decided it ill 
became men to hide shamefully upon a mere satellite, that we equipped 
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iiursclvTs with huge armfuls of the fungi—whether for missile purposes or 
not I do not know—and, heedless of the stabs of the haytmet shrub, we 
started forth into the sunshine. 

Almi)St immediately we must have come upon Selenites. 'I’here were six 
(^f them, and they were marching in single file over a rocky place, making the 
most remarkable piping and whining sounds. 'I’hcy all seemed to become 
aware of us at once, all instantly became silent and motionless like animals, 
with their faces turned towards us. 

lM)r a moment I was sobered. 

‘Insects,’ murmured Cavor, ‘insects!—and they think I'm going to crawl 
about on my stcmiach—on my veriebrated stimiach! 

‘Stomach,’ he repeated, slowly, as though he chewed the indignity. 

'Then suddenly, with a sort of fury, he made three vast strides and leaped 
towards them. Me leaped badly; he made a series of somersaults in the air, 
whirled right over them, and vanished with an enormous splash amidst the 
cactus bladders. What the Selenites made of this ama/.ing, and to my mind 
undignified, irruption from another planet, I have no means of guessing. I 
seem io remember the sight of their backs as they ran in all directions—but 1 
am not sure. All these last incidents before oblivion came are vague and 
faint in my mind. I know I made a step ti> follow ('avor, and tripped and fell 
headlong among the rocks. I was, I am certain, suddenly and vehemently ill. 
1 seem to remember a violent struggle, and being gripped my metallic 
clasps. . . . 

iWy next clear recollection is that we were prisoners at we knew not what 
depth beneath the moon's surface; we were in darkness and amidst strange, 
distracting noises; our bodies covered with scratches and bruises, and our 
heads racked with pain. 


I I 


riIH.Sl:LHNrnrS hACl* 

I found myself sitting crouched together in a tumultuous darkness. h\>r a 
long time 1 could mot understand where 1 was mor how 1 had come to this 
perplexity. I thought of the cupboard into which 1 I.ad been thrust at times 
when I was a child, and then of a very dark and noisy bedroiom in which 1 
had slept during an illness. Hut these sounds abiout me were not noises I had 
known, and there was a thin llavour in the air like the wind of a stable. 'I hen 
I supposed we must still be at wiork on the sphere, and that somehtow I had 
giot into the cellar tof ('avior's house. I remembered we had linished the 
sphere, and fancied I must still be in it and travelling thnough space, 
‘('.avor,' I said, ‘cannot wc have some lightr'' 

'There came no answer. 

‘Cavor!' I insisted. 

I was answered by a groan. ‘Aly head!’ I heard him say, ‘my head! 

I attempted to press my hands to my brow, which ached, and discovered 
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they were tied together. 'I'his startled me very much. I brought them up to 
my mouth and felt the cold smoothness of metal. 'They were chained 
together. I tried to separate my legs and made out they were similarly 
fastened, and also I was fastened to the ground by a much thicker chain 
about the middle of my body. 

1 was more frightened than 1 had yet been by anything in all our strange 
experiences. For a time I tugged silently at my bonds. ‘C'avor!’ 1 cried out, 
sharply, ‘why am 1 tied?^ \X^hy have you tied me hand and foot?’ 

‘I haven’t tied you,’ he answered. ‘It’s the Selenites.’ 

The Selenites! My mind hung on that for a space. 'I’hen my memories 
came back to me; the snowy desolation, the thawing of the air, the growth of 
the plants, our strange hopping and crawling among the rocks and 
vegetation of the crater. All the distress of our frantic search for the sphere 
returned to me. . . . Finally the opening of the great lid that covered the pit! 

Then as I strained to trace our later movements down \o our present 
plight the pain in my head became intolerable. 1 came to an insurmountable 
barrier, an obstinate blank. 

‘Cavor!’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Where are w’e?’ 

‘How should I know?’ 

‘Are we dead?’ 

‘What nonsense!’ 

‘'I’hey've got us, then!’ 

He made no answer but a grunt. 'The lingering traces of the poison 
seemed to make him oddly irritable. 

‘What do you mean to do?’ 

‘How' should 1 know’ what to do?’ 

‘Oh, very well,’ said I, and became silent. Presently, 1 was roused frimi a 
stupor. ‘Oh, Lord!’ I cried, ‘I wish you’d stop that buz/ing.’ 

We lapsed into silence again, listening to the dull confusion of noises, like 
the muffled sounds of a street or factory, that tilled our ears. I could make 
nothing of it; my mind pursued first one rhythm and then another, and 
questioned it in vain. Hut after a long time I became aware of a new' and 
sharper element, not mingling w'ith the rest, but standing out, as it were, 
against that cloudy background of sound. It was a series of little definite 
sounds, tappings and rubbings like a loose spray of ivy against a window’ or a 
bird moving about upon a box. We listened and peered about us, but the 
darkness was a velvet pall. There follow^ed a noise like the subtle movement 
of the wards of a well-oiled lock. And then there appeared before me, 
hanging as it seemed in an immensity of black, a thin bright line. 

‘Look!’ whispered Cavor, very softly. 

‘What is it?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ 

We stared. 

The thin bright line became a band, broader and paler. It took upon itself 
the quality of a bluish light falling upon a whitewashed wall. It ceased to be 
parallel sided; it developed a deep indentation on one side. I turned 
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to remark this to (.'avor, and was amazed to see his ear in a brilliant 
illumination—all the rest of him in shadow. I twisted my head round as well 
as my bonds would permit. ‘Cavor!’ I said, ‘it’s behind!’ 

I lis ear vanished—gave place to an eye! 

Suddenly the crack that had been admitting the light broadened out and 
revealed itself as the space of an opening door. Heyond was a sapphire vista, 
and in the doorway stood a grotesque outline silhouetted against the glare. 

We both made convulsive efforts to turn, and, failing, sat staring over our 
shoulders at this. My first impression was of some clumsy quadruped with 
lowered head. 'Then I perceived it was the slender, pinched body and short 
and extremely attenuated bandy legs of a Selenite, with his head depressed 
between his shoulders. He was without the helmet and body-covering they 
wear upon the exterior. 

He was a blank black figure to us, but instinctively our imagination 
supplied features xo this very human tmtlinc. 1 at least tiMik it instantly that 
he was somewhat hunchbacked, with a high forehead and long features. 

lie came forward three steps and paused for a time. His movements 
seemed absolutely museless. 'Then he came forward again. He walked like a 
bird—his feel fell one in front of the other. He stepped out of the ray of light 
that came through the doorway and it seemed that he vanished altogether in 
the shadow. 

b'or a mtnnent my eyes sought him in the wrong place, and then I 
perceived him standing facing us both in ihe full light. Only the human 
features I had attributed to him were not there at all! 

Of course I ought io have expected that, only I did not. It came to me as 
an absolute, for a niinnenl an (n erwhelming, shock. It seemed as though it 
wasn’t a face; as though it must needs be a mask, a hi>rror, a deformity that 
Wi)uld presently be disavowed or explained, "fhere was no nose, and the 
thing had bulging eyes at the side—in the silhouette I had supposed they 
were ears ... I have tried to draw i^ne of these heads, but I cannot. 

'riiere was a mouth, downwardly curved, like a human mouth in a face 
that stared ferociously. 

'The neck on which the head was poised was jointed in three places, 
almost like the short jtunts in the leg of a crab. 'The joints of the limbs I 
could not see because of the puttee-like straps in which they were swathed, 
and which formed the only clothing this being wore. 

At the time my mind was taken up by the mad impossibility of the 
creature. I suppose he also was amazed—and with more reason, perhaps, for 
amazement than we. Only, confound him, he did not show it. We did at least 
know what had brought about this meeting of incompatible creatures. Hut 
conceive how it winild seem to decent Txmdoners, tor example, to come 
upon a couple of living things, as big as men and absolutely unlike any other 
earthly animals, careering about among the sheep in Hyde Park! 

It must have taken him like that. 

Imagine us! We were bound hand and foot, fagged and filthy, our beards 
two inches long, our faces scratched and bkH)dy. Cavor you must imagine in 
his knickerbockers (torn in several places by the bayonet scrub), his Jaeger 
shirt and old cricket cap, his wiry hair wildly disordered, a tail to every 
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quarter of the heavens. In that blue light his faee did not look red, but very 
dark; his lips anel the drying blood upon his hands seemed black. If possible 
I was in a worse plight than he, on account of the yellow fungus into which I 
had jumped. Our jackets were unbuttoned, and our shoes had been taken olf 
and lay at our feet. We were sitting with our backs to the queer, bluish light 
peering at such a monster as Hurer might have invented. 

Cavor broke the silence, started to speak, went hi^arse, and cleared his 
throat. Outside began a terrific bellowing, as of a mooncalf in trouble. It 
ended in a shriek, and everything was still again. 

Presently the Selenite turned about, flickered into the shadow, stood for a 
moment retrospective at the doi>r, and then closed it on us, and once more 
we were in that murmurous mystery of darkness into which we had 
awakened. 


12 

MR c:avor marhs somh su(;(;f:s rioNs 

h'or a time neither of us spoke. 'I'o focus all the things we had brought upon 
ourselves seemed beyond my mental powers. 

'"fhey've got us,’ I said at last. 

‘It was that fungus.’ 

‘Well, if I hadn’t taken it we should have fainted and starved.' 

‘V('e might have found the sphere.’ 

I lost my temper at his persistence and swore to myself, h'or a lime we 
hated each other in silence. I drummed with my finger on the floor between 
my knees and ground the links of my fetters together. Presently 1 was f orced 
to talk again. 

‘What do you make of it, anyhow?' 1 asked humbly. 

‘'I'hey are reasonable creatures—they can make things and do things. 
'I'hose lights we saw. . . .’ 

He stopped. It was clear he could make nothing of it. 

When he spoke again it was to confess. ‘After all, they are more human 
than we had a right to expect. I suppose-' 

He stopped irritatinglv. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘I suppose anyhow—on any planet, where there is an intelligent animal, it 
will carry its brain case upward, and have hands and walk erect.. ..’ 

Presently he broke away in another direction. 

‘We are some way in,’ he said. ‘I mean—perhaps a eouple of thousand fee! 
or more.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘It’s cooler. And our voices are so much louder. That faded quality—it 
has altogether gone. And the feeling in one’s ears and throat.’ 

I had not noted that, but I did now. 

‘The air is denser. We must be some depth—a mile even we may 
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be—inside ihe moon.' 

‘We never thought of a world inside the moon.' 

‘No.' 

‘How eould we?' 

‘We might have done. Only—ime gets into habits of mind.' 

lie thought for a lime. 

‘Now,' he said, ‘it seems such an obvious thing. Of course! 'I he moon 
must be enormously cavernous with an atmosphere within, and at the 
centre i)f its caverns a sea. One knew that the moon had a lower specific 
gravity than the earth; one knew that it had little air or water outside; one 
knew, too, that it was sister planet to the earth and that it was unaccountable 
that it should be dilfereni in composition. 'The inference that it was 
hollowed out was clear as day. And yet t)ne never saw it as a fact. Kepler, of 
course—' His voice had the interest now of a man who has disci)vered a 
pretty sequence of reasoning. 

‘Yes,' he said, ‘Kepler, with his snhvolvuni, was right after all.' 

‘I wish you had taken the trouble to find that i^ut before we came,' I said. 

He answered nothing, bu/zing to himsell softly as he pursued his 
thoughts. My temper was going. ‘>X'hat do yi»u think has become of the 
sphere, anyhow?' 1 asked. 

‘Lost,' he said, like a man who answers an uninteresting question. 

‘Among those plants?' 

‘Unless they find it.' 

‘And then?' 

‘How can I tell?' 

‘Uavor,' 1 said, with a sort of hysterical bitterness, ‘things look bright for 
my ('ompany.' 

He made no answer. 

‘(jood Lord!' I e.xclaimed. ‘Just think of all the trouble we toi>k to get into 
this pickle! W’hat did we come for? W'hat arc we alter? What was the moon 
to us, or we to the moon? \W* wanted loo much, we tried toi> much. We 
ought to have started the little things first. It was you pn)posed the moon! 
I’hose C^avm ite spring blinds! I am certain we could have worked them for 
terrestrial purposes. (Certain! Did you really understand what I proposed.'' A 
steel cylinder-' 

‘Rubbish!' said Cavor. 

We ceased Xo converse. 

h\)r a time ('avor kept up a broken monologue without much help to me. 

‘If they find it,' he began; ‘if they find it . . . what will they do with it.-' 
Well, that's the question! It may be that's the question. 'They won l 
understand it, anyhow. If they understand that sort ol thing they would 
have come long since to the earth. Would they.*' Why shouldn't they.'' Rut 

they would have sent something-'I’hey couldn't keep their hands oil 

such a possibility. No! Rut they will examine it. C'learly they are intelligent 
and inquisitive. 'They will examine it—^get inside it—trifle with the studs. 
Olil . . . 'I'hat would mean the moon for us for all the rest i^f our lives. 
Strange creatures, strange knowledge.. ..' 

‘As for strange knowledge-!' said I, and language tailed me. 
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‘Look here, Hedt'ord,’ said Cavor. ‘You came on this expedition of your 
own free will.' 

‘You said to me—“call it prospecting." ’ 

‘'rhere are always risks in prospecting.’ 

‘Kspecially when you do it unarmed and without thinking out every 
possibility.’ 

‘1 was taken up with the sphere. The thing rushed on us and carried us 
away.’ 

‘Rushed on me, you mean.’ 

‘Rushed on me just as much. How was I to know when I set to work on 
molecular physics that the business would bring me here—of all places?’ 

‘It’s this accursed Science,’ I cried. ‘It’s the very Devil. 'The medieval 
priests and persecutors were right, and the moderns are all wrong, ^'ou 
tamper with it and it offers you gifts. And directly you take them it knocks 
you to pieces in some unexpected way. Old passions and new weapons— 
now it upsets your religion, now it upsets your social ideas, now it whirls 
you off to desolation and misery!’ 

‘Anyhow, it’s no use you quarrelling with me now. 'These creatures—the 
Selenitcs—or whatever we choose to call them, have got us tied hand and 
foot. Whatever temper you choose to go through with it in, you will have to 
go through with it. . . . We have experiences before us that will need all our 
coolness.’ 

He paused as if he required my assent. Hut 1 sat sulking. ‘(Confound your 
science!’ I said. 

‘'The problem is communication. Cicstures, I fear, will be dilfercnt. 
Pointing, for example. No creatures but men and monkeys pi^int.' 

'That was too obviously wrong for me. ‘Pretty nearly every animal,’ I 
cried, ‘points with its eyes or nose.’ 

C>avor meditated over that. ‘Yes,’ he said at last, ‘and we don’t. 'There are- 
such differences! Such differences! 

‘One might. . . . But how can I tell? 'I'here is speech. 'The sounds they 
make, a sort of tiuting and piping. I don’t sec how we are to imitate that. Is it 
their speech, that sort of thing? 'They may have different senses, different 
means of communicatiim. Of course they are minds and we are minds— 
there must be something in common. Who knows how far we may get to an 
understanding?’ 

‘'The things arc outside us,’ I said. ‘'They’re more different from us than 
the strangest animals on earth. 'They are different clay. What is the good of 
talking like this?’ 

Cavor thought. ‘I don’t see that. Where there are minds, they will have 
something similar—even though they have been evolved on different 
planets. Of course, if it was a question of instinct—if wc or they were no 
more than animals-’ 

‘Well, are they? 'They’re much more like ants on their hind legs than 
human beings, and who ever got to any sort of understanding with ants?’ 

‘But these machines and clothing! No, I don’t hold with you, Bedford. 
The difference is wide-’ 


‘It’s unsurmountable.’ 
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1 he resemblance must bridge it. I remember reading once a paper bv the 
late Professor Cialton on the possibility of communication between the 
planets. Unhappily at that time it did not seem probable that it would be of 
any material benefit to me, and 1 fear I did not give it the attention I should 
have done, in view of this state of alfairs. Yet. . . . Now, let, me see! 

ilis idea was to begin with those broad truths that must underlie all 
ccmceivable mental existences and establish a basis on those. 'I'he great 
principles of geometry, ti^ begin with. He proposed ic take some leading 
proposition of Huclid's, and show by construction that its truth was known 
to us; lo demonstrate, for example, that the angles at the base of an isosceles 
triangle are equal, and that if the equal sides be produced the angles on the 
(nher side of the base are equal also; or that that square on the hypotenuse of 
a right-triangle is equal to the sum of the squares on the two other sides. Hy 
demonstrating our knowledge of these things we should demonstrate our 
possession of a reasonable intelligence.. . . Now, suppose 1 ... I might draw 
the geometrical figure with a wet finger or even trace it in the air. . . .' 

He fell silent. 1 sat meditating his words, b'or a time his wild hope of 
communication, of interpretation with these weird beings, held me. 'I’hen 
that angry despair that was a part of my exhaustion and physical misery 
resumed its sway. I perceived with a sudden novel vividness the 
extrai)rdinary folly of everything 1 had ever done. "Ass!' 1 said, "oh, ass, 
unutterable ass ... 1 seem to exist only to go about doing preposterous 
things. . . . Why did we ever leave the sphere? .. . Hopping about looking 
for patents and concessiims in the craters of the moon! ... If only we had 
had the sense to fasten a handkerchief to a stick to show where we had the 
the sphere!' 

1 subsided fuming. 

‘It is clear,' meditated Cavi)r, "they are intelligent. One can hypothecate 
certain things. As they have not killed us at once they must have ideas of 
mercy. Mercy! At any rate of restraint. Possibly of intercourse. 'They may 
meet us. And this apartment and the glimpses we had of its guardian! These 
fetters! A high degree of intelligence. . . .' 

"I wish tt> I leaven,' cried I, "I'd thought even twice. Plunge after plunge, 
b’irst one fluky start and then another. It was my confidence in you. Why 
didn't I stick to my play? 'I'hai was what I was equal to. That was my world 
and the life 1 was made for. I could have finished that play. I'm certain ... it 
was a good play. 1 had the scenario as good as done I'hen. . . . (Conceive it! 
Leaping to the moon! Practically—I've thnnvn my life away! i hat old 
woman in the inn near Canterbury had better sense.' 

1 looked up, and stopped in mid-sentence. 'The darkness had given place 
to that bluish light again. 'I'he door was opening, and several noiseless 
Selenites were coming intt) the chamber. I became quite still staring at their 
grotesque faces. 

I'hen suddenly my sense of disagreeable strangeness changed to interest. 
1 perceived that the foremost and second carried bowls. One elemental need 
at least our minds could understand in common. I hey were bowls of some 
metal that, like our fetters, looked dark in that bluish light; and each 
contained a number of whitish fragments. All the cloudy pain and misery 
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that oppressed me rushed together and took the shape of hunger. I eyed 
these bowls wollishly. It seemed that at the end of the arms that lowered one 
towards me were not hands, but a sort of flap and thumb, like the end of an 
elephant's trunk. 

'I'he slulf in the bowl was loose in texture and whitish-brown in colour— 
rather like lumps of some cold souflle, and it smelt faintly like mushrooms. 
From a partly-divided carcass of a moon-calf that we presently saw I am 
inclined to believe it must have been mooncalf liesh. 

My hands were so tightly chained that I could barely contrive to reach the 
bowl, but when they saw the effort I made two of them dexterously released 
one of the turns about my wrist. Their tentacle hands were soft and cold to 
my skin. I immediately seized a mouthful of the food. It had the same 
laxness in texture that all organic structures seem to have upon the miH)n; it 
tasted rather like a i^atiffre, or a damp meringue, but in no way was it 
disagreeable. I took two other mouthfuls. M wanted—food!' said I, tearing 
off a still larger piece.. .. 

hor a time we ate with an utter absence of self-consciousness. We ate and 
presently drank like tramps in a soup kitchen. Never before, nor since, have 
I been hungry to the ravenous pitch, and save that 1 have had this very 
experience I could never have believed that a quarter of a million of miles 
out of our proper world, in utter perplexity of soul, surrounded, watched, 
touched by beings more grotesque and inhuman than the worst creatures of 
a nightmare, it would be possible for me to eat in utter forgetfulness of all 
these things. 'Fhey stood about us, watching us, and ever and again making 
a slight elusive twittering that stood them, I suppose, in the stead of'speech. 
I did not even shiver at their touch. And when the first zeal of my feeding 
was over I could note that C^avor too had been eating with the same 
shameless abandon. 


13 

HXFFKIMHN'rS IN IN rFRC'.OURSH 

When at last we had made an end of eating, the Selenites linked our hands 
closely together again, and then untwisted the chains about our feet and 
rebound them, so as to give us a limited freedom of movement. Then they 
unfastened the chains about our waists. 'I'o do all this they had to handle us 
freely, and ever and again one of their queer heads came denvn close to my 
face, or a soft tentacle-hand touched my head or neck. I do not remember 
that I was afraid then or repelled by their proximity. I think that our 
incurable anthropomorphism made us imagine there were human heads 
inside their masks. The skin, like everything else, looked bluish, but that 
was on account of the light, and it was hard and shiny quite in the beetle¬ 
wing fashion, not soft or moist or hairy as a vertebrated animal's w^ould be. 
Along the crest of the head was a low ridge of whitish spines running from 
baek to front, and a much larger ridge curved on each side over the eyes. 
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'File Selenite who untied me used his mouth to help his hands. 

‘'Fhey seem to be releasing us,’ said Cavor. ‘Remember, we are on the 
moon! Make no sudden movements!’ 

‘Are you going to try that geometry?’ 

‘If I get a chanee. Hut, of course, they may make an advance first.’ 

We remained passive, and the Seicnites, having finished their arrange¬ 
ments stotKi back from us, and seemed to be looking at us. I say seemed to be 
because as their eyes were at the sides and not in front one had the same 
difficulty in determining the direction in which they were looking as one has 
in the case of a hen or a fish. 'I’hey conversed with one another in their reedy 
lones, that seemed to me impossible to imitate or define. The door behind 
us opened wider, and glancing over my shoulder I saw a vague large space 
beyond in which a little crowd i>f Selenites were standing. 'They seemed a 
curiously miscellaneous rabble. 

they want us to imitate those sounds?' 1 asked Cavor. 

‘I don’t think so,’ he said. 

‘It seems to me that they are trying to make us understand something.’ 

‘I can’t make anything of their gestures. \\)u notice this one, who is 
worrying with his head like a man with an uncomfortable ei>llar?’ 

‘Let us shake our heads at him.’ 

We did that, and finding it ineffectual, attempted an imitation of the 
Selenite’s mvnements. 'fhat seemed to interest them. At any rate, they all 
set up the same movement. Hut as that seemed to lead to nothing we 
desisted at last, and s(^ did they, and fell into a piping argument among 
themselves. 'Then one of them, shi^rter and very much thicker than the 
other, and with a particularly wide mouth, squatted down suddenly beside 
C^avor, and put his hands and feet in the same pi^sture as Cavor’s were 
bound, and then by a dexterous movement sii>od up. 

‘CavtM,’ 1 shouted, ‘they want us ti^ get up!' 

He stared open-mouthed, ‘'fhat’s it!’ he said. 

And with much heaving and grunting, because our hands were lied 
together, we ctuitrived to struggle to our feel. 'The Selenites made way lor 
our elephantine heavings, and seemed to twitter more volubly. As soon as 
we were on our feet the thick-set Selenite came and patted each of our laces 
with his tentacles, and walked towards the open doorway. That also was 
plain enough and we followed him. We saw that four of the Selenites stand¬ 
ing in the doorway were much taller than the others, and clothed in the same 
manner as those we had seen in the crater, namely, with spiked, round 
helmets and cylindrical body-cases, and that each ot the lour carried a goad, 
with spike and guard made of that same dull-looking metal as the bowls. 
These four closed about us, one on either side of each of us, as we emerged 
from our chamber into the cavern from which the light had come. 

We did not get our impression of that cavern all at once. Our attention 
w'as taken up by the movements and altitudes of the Seicnites immediately 
about us, and by the necessity of controlling our motion, lest we should 
startle and alarm them and ourselves by some excessive stride. In front of 
us W'as the short, thick-set being who had solved the problem of asking us 
to gel up, moving with gestures that seemed, almost all of them, intelligible 
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to us, inviting us to follow him. His spout-like face turned from one of us 
to the other with a quiekness that was clearly interrogative, hor a time, I 
say, we were taken up with these things. 

But at last the great place that formed a background to our movements 
asserted itself. It became apparent that the source of much at least of the 
tumult of sounds which had tilled our ears ever since we had recovered fn)m 
the stupefaction of the fungus was a vast mass of machinery in active 
movement, whose hying and whirling parts were visible indistinctly over 
the heads and between the bodies of the Selenites who walked abiHit us. 
And not only did the web of sounds that filled the air proceed from this 
mechanism, but also the peculiar blue light that irradiated the whole place. 
We had taken it as a natural thing that a subterranean cavern should be 
artificially lit, and even now, though the fact was patent to my eyes, I did not 
really grasp its import until presently the darkness came. The meaning and 
structure of this huge apparatus I cannot explain, because we neither of us 
learnt what it was for or how it worked. One after another, big shafts ol' 
metal flung out and up from its centre, their heads travelling in what seemed 
to me to be a parabolic path; each dropped a sort of dangling arm as it n>se 
towards the apex of its flight and plunged down into a vertical cyclinder, 
forcing this down before it. About it moved the shapes of tenders, little 
figures that seemed vaguely different from the beings about us. As each oi‘ 
the three dangling arms of the machine plunged down there was a clank and 
then a roaring, and out of the top of the vertical cylinder came pouring this 
incandescent substance, that lit the place and ran over as milk runs over a 
boiling pot and dripped luminously into a tank of light below. It was a cold 
blue light, a sort of phosphorescent glow, but infinitely brighter, and from 
the tanks into which it fell it ran in conduits athwart the cavern. 

Thud, thud, thud, thud, came the sweeping arms of this unintelligible 
apparatus, and the light substance hissed and poured. At lirst the thing 
seemed only reasonably large and near to us; and then I saw hmv 
exceedingly little the Selenites upt>n it seemed, and I realised the full 
immensity of cavern and machine. I looked from this tremendous affair to 
the faces of the Selenites with a new respect. I stopped, and (flavor stopped, 
and stared at this thunderous engine. 

‘But this is stupendous!’ I said. ‘What can it be for?’ 

Cavor’s blue-lit face was full of an intelligent respect. ‘I can’t dream! 

Surely these beings-Men could not make a thing like that! Look at those 

arms: are they on connecting rods?’ 

'rhe thick-set Selenite had gone some paces unheeded. He came back and 
stood between us and the great machine. I avoided seeing him, because I 
guessed somehow that his idea was to beckon us onward. He walked away in 
the direction he wished us to go, and turned and came back, and flicked our 
faces to attract our attention. 

Cavor and I looked at each other. 

‘Cannot we show him we arc interested in the machine?’ I said. 

‘Yes,’ said Cavor. ‘We’ll try that.’ He turned to our guide, and smiled, 
and pointed to the machine, and pointed again, and then to his head, and 
then to the machine. By some defect of reasoning he seemed to imagine that 
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bn^kcn b:nglish might help these gestures. ‘Me look ’im,’ he said; ‘me think 
Mm very much. Yes.’ 

His behaviour seemed to check the Seleniles in their desire for our 
progress for a moment, 'fhey faced one another, their queer heads moved, 
the twittering voices came quick and liquid. 'Fhen one of them, a lean, tall 
creature, with a sort of mantle added to the pullee in which the others were 
dressed, twisted his elephant trunk of a hand about Cavor’s waist, and 
pulled him gently to follow our guide, who again went on ahead. 

Cavor resisted. ‘We may just as well begin explaining ourselves now! 
They may think we are new animals, a new sort of mooncalf, perhaps! It is 
most important that we should show an intelligent interest fn^m the outset.’ 

He began to shake his head violently. ‘No, no,' he said; ‘me not come on 
one minute. Me look at ’im.’ 

‘Isn’t there s(mie geometrical point you might bring in apropos of that 
affair?’ I suggested, as the Selenites cimferred again. 

‘Possibly a parabtdic-’ he began. 

1 le yelled loudly and leaped six feet or more! 

One of the four armed moon-men had pricked him with a goad! 

I turned on the goad-bearer behind me with a swift, threatening gesture 
and he started back. 'This and C’avor’s sudden shout and leap clearly 
astimished all the Selenites. 'I'hey receded hastily, facing us. lH)r one of 
\hosc iiKnemetUs that seem ti) last for ever we stood in angry protest, with a 
scattered semicircle of these inhuman beings about us. 

‘He pricked me!’ said C^avor, with a catching of the voice. 

‘I saw him,’ I answered. 

‘C’onfound it!’ I said to the Selenites; ‘we’re not going to stand that! VC'hai 
on earth iio you take us for?’ 

1 glanced quickly right and left. P'ar away across the blue wilderness of 
cavern I saw a number of other Selenites running towards us; broad and 
slender they were and one with a larger head than the others. 'The cavern 
sj^read wide and low, and receded in every direcliim into darkness. Its roof, 
1 remember, seemed to bulge down as if with the weight ol the vast 
thickness of riK'ks that prisoned us. 'There was no way mit ol it—no way out 
of it. Above, below, in every direction, was the unknmvn, and these 
inhuman creatures with goads and gestures confronting us, and we two 
unsupported men! 


T4 _ 

'mHc}innY hkidc.h 

Just for a moment that hostile pause endured. I suppose that both we and 
the Selenites did some very rapid thinking. My clearest impression was that 
there w-’as nothing to put my back against and that wv were bound to be 
surrounded and killed. The t)verwhelming folly of our presence there 
loomed over me in black, enormous reproach. Why had I ever launched 
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myself on this mad, inhuman expedition? 

Cavor came to my side and laid his hand on my arm. 11 is pale and terrified 
face was ghastly in the blue light. 

‘We can’t do anything,’ he said. ‘It’s a mistake. 'They don’t understand. 
We must go —as they want us xo go.' 

I looked down at him, and then at the fresh Selenitcs who were coming to 
help their fellows. ‘If I had my hands free-’ 

‘It’s no use,' he panted. 

‘No.’ 

‘We’ll go.’ 

And he turned about and led the way in the direction that had been 
indicated for us. 

I followed, trying to look as subdued as possible, and feeling at the chains 
about my wrists. My blood was boiling. 1 noted nothing more of that 
cavern, though it seemed to take a long time before we had marched across 
it, or if I niUed anything I forgot it as I saw it. My thoughts were 
concentrated, I think, upon my chains and the Selenitcs, and particularly 
upon the helmeted ones with the goads. At first they marched parallel with 
us, and at a respectful distance, but presently they were overtaken by three 
others, and then they drew nearer until they were within arms’ length again. 
I winced like a spurred horse as they came near to us. The shorter, thicker 
Selenite marched at first on our right flank, but presently came in front of us 
again. 

I low well the picture of that grouping has bitten into my brain: the back 
of Cavor’s downcast head just in front of me, and the dejected dri>op of his 
shoulders, and our guide’s gaping visage, perpetually jerking about him, 
and the goad-bearers on each side, watchful yet open-mouthed—a blue 
monochrome. And after all, I do remember one other thing besides the 
purely personal affair, which is that a sort of gutter came presently across 
the floor of the cavern and then ran along by the side of the path of rock we 
followed. It was full of that same bright blue luminous stulf that flowed tuit 
of the great machine. I walked close beside it, and 1 can testify it radiated 
not a particle of heat. It was brightly shining, and yet it was neither warmer 
nor colder than anything else in the cavern. 

(’lang, clang, clang, we passed under the thumping levers of another vast 
machine, and so came at last to a wide tunnel, in which we could even hear 
the pad, pad of our shoeless feet, and which, save for the trickling thread of 
blue to the right of us, was quite unlit. M'he shadows made gigantic 
travesties of our shapes and those of the Selenites on the irregular wall and 
roof of the tunnel. Kver and again crystals in the walls scintillated like gems, 
ever and again the passage expanded into a stalactitie cavern, or gave off 
branches that vanished into darkness. 

We seemed to be marching down that tunnel for a long time. 

‘Trickle, trickle,’ went the flowing light very softly, and our footfalls, and 
their echoes made an irregular paddle, paddle. My mind settled down to the 
question of my chains. If I were to slip off one turn, so, and then to twist 
it 50 ... 

If I tried to do it very gradually, would they see I was slipping my wrist 
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out of the looser turn? If they did, what would they do? 

‘Bedford,’ said Cavor, ‘it goes down. It keeps going down.’ 

His remark roused me from my sullen preoccupation. ‘If they wanted to 
kill us,’ he said, dropping back to come level with me, ‘there is no reason 
why they should not have done it.’ 

‘No,’ I admitted; ‘that’s true.’ 

‘'I’hey don’t understand us,’ he said; ‘they think wc arc merely strange 
animals, some wild sort of mooncalf birth, perhaps. It will be only when 
they observe us better that they will begin to think vve have minds-^—’ 

‘When you trace those geometrical problems?’ said I. 

‘It may be that.’ 

We tramped on ft>r a space. 

‘You see,’ said C^avor, ‘these may be Selenites of a lower class.’ 

‘'rhe infernal fools,’ said I, viciously, glancing at their exasperating faces. 

‘If we endure what they do to us-’ 

‘We’ve got to endure it,’ said I. 

‘'I'here may be others less stupid. 'I'his the mere outer fringe of their 
world. It must go down and down, cavern, passage, tunnel, down at last to 
the sea, hundreds of miles below.' 

His words made me think of the mile or so of rock and tunnel that might 
be iwcr our heads already. It was like a weight dropping on my shoulders. 
‘Away from the sun and air,’ I said. ‘Hven a mine half a mile deep is stuHV.' 

‘'This is not—anyhow. It’s probable—Ventilation! 'The air would blow 
from the dark side of the menm to the sunlit, and all the carbonic acid would 
well out there and feed those plants. Up this tunnel, for example—there is 
quite a breeze. And what a world it must be! d'he earnest we have in that 
shaft, and those machines-’ 

‘And the goad,’ I said. ‘Pon't forget the goad!’ 

He walked a little in front i)f me for a time. 

‘liven that goad-' he said. 

‘Well?’ 

‘I was angry at the time. But—it was perhaps necessary we should get on. 
'They have dillerent skins and probably different nerves. 'I'hey may not 
understand our objection—just as a being from Alars might not like our 
earthly habit of nudging.’ 

‘'I'hey’d better be careful how they nudge me.' 

‘And about that geometry. After all, their way is a way of understanding 
too. 'I'hey begin with the elements of life and not of thought, hood. 
C’ompulsion. Pain. 'They strike at fundamentals.' 

‘'I'here’s no doubt about that,’ I said. 

He went on to talk of the enormous and wonderful world into which we 
were being taken. I realised slowly from his tone that even now he was not 
absolutely in despair at the prospect of going ever deeper into this inhuman 
planet burrow. His mind ran on machines and invention to the exclusion ot 
a thousand dark things that beset me. It wasn’t that he intended to make any 
use of these things: he simply wanted to know them. 

‘After all,’ he said, ‘this is a tremendous occasiem. It is the meeting ot two 
worlds. What are we going to see? 'Think ot wiiat is below us here. 
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‘We shan’t sec much if the light isn’t better,’ I remarked. 

‘'rhis is only the outer crust. Down below-On this scale-I'here 

will be everything. Do you notice how dilFcrent they seem one from 
another? 'I'he story we shall take back!’ 

‘Some rare sort of animal,’ I said, ‘might comfort himself in that way 
while they were bringing him to the /oo. ... It doesn't follow that we are 
going to be shown all these things.' 

‘When they find we have reasonable minds,’ said Cavor, ‘they will want to 
learn about the earth, liven if they have no generous emotions they will 
teach in order to learn. . . . And the things they must know! 'I'hc 
unanticipated things!’ 

He went on to speculate on the possibility of their knowing things he had 
never hoped to learn on earth, speculating in that way, with a raw wound 
from that goad already in his skin! Much that he said 1 forgot, for my 
attention was drawn to the fact that the tunnel along which wc had been 
marching was opening out wider and wider. We seemed from the feeling of 
the air to be going out into a huge space. Hut hi>w big the space might really 
be we could not tell, because it was unlit. Our little stream of light fan in a 
dwindling thread and vanished far ahead. Presently the rocky walls had 
disappeared altogether on cither hand. 'Fherc was ni)ihing to be seen but the 
path in front of us and the trickling, hurrying rivulet of blue phosphi^rcs- 
cence. The figures of C^avor and the guiding Selenite marched before me; 
the sides of their legs and heads that were towards the rivulet were clear and 
bright blue; their darkened sides, now that the reliection of the tunnel wall 
no longer lit them, merged indistinguishably in the darkness beyond. 

And soon I perceived that wc were approaching a declivity of some sort, 
because the little blue stream dipped suddenly out of sight. 

In another moment, as it seemed, we had reached the edge. 'The shining 
stream gave one meander of hesitation and then rushed over. It fell to a 
depth at which the sound of its descent was absolutely lost to us. bar beknv 
was a bluish glow, a sort of blue mist. And the darkness the stream dropped 
out of became utterly void and black, save that a thing like a plank projected 
from the edge of the clilf and stretched out and faded and vanished 
altogether. 'There was a warm air blowing up out of the gulf. 

Por a moment (.avor and I stood as near the edge as we dared peering into 
a blue tinged profundity. And then our guide was pulling at my arm. 

He left me and walked to the end of that plank and stepped upon it, 
looking back. When he perceived we watched him, he turned about and 
went on over it, walking as surely as though he w^as on firm earth, for a 
moment his form was distinct, then he became a blue blur, and vanished 
into the obscurity. I was aware of some vague shape looming darkly out of 
the black. 

'There was a pause. ‘Surely—!’ said Cavor. 

One of the other Selenites walked a few paces out upon the plank and 
turned and looked back at us unconcernedly. "The others stood ready to 
follow us. Our guide’s expectant figure reappeared. He was returning to see 
why we had not advanced. 

‘What is that beyond there?’ I asked. 
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‘I can’t see.’ 

‘We can’t cross this at any price,’ said I. 

‘I could not go three steps on it,’ said Cavor, ‘even with my hands free.’ 

We loi^ked at each other’s drawn faces in blank consternation. 

‘I hey can’t know what it is to be giddy,’ said Cavor. 

‘It’s quite impossible for us to walk that plank.’ 

‘I don’t believe they see as we do. I’ve been watching them. I wonder if 
they know this is simply blackness for us. How can we make them 
understand?’ 

‘Anyhow, we must make them understand.’ 

I think we said these things with a vague half hope the Selenites might 
somehow understand. I knew quite clearly that all that was needed was an 
explanation. 'I'hen, as I saw their faces, 1 realised that an e.xplanation was 
impossible. Just here it was that our resemblances were not ginng to bridge 
our dilferences. Well, I wasn’t going to walk the plank anyhow. 1 slipped 
one wrist very quickly out of the coil of chain that was loose, and then began 
to twist both in opposite directions. I was standing nearest to the bridge, 
and as 1 did this two of the Selenites laid hold of me and pulled me gently 
unvards it. 

I shoi^k my head violently. ‘No go,' I said, ‘no use. You don't 
understand.' 

Another Selenite added his compulsion. I was forced to step forward. 

‘I've got an idea,' said (^avor, but I knew his ideas. 

‘Loi)k here!' 1 exclaimed to the Selenites. ‘Steady on! It's all very well for 
you-' 

I swung round upon my heel; 1 burst out into curses, b'or one of the 
armed Selenites had stabbed me behind with his goad. 

I wrenched my wrist free from the little tentacles that held them. 1 turned 
on the goad-bearer. ‘CAmfound you!' I cried. ‘I've warned you of that. What 
on earth do you think I'm made I’jf, to stick that into me? If you touch me 
again-!' 

Hy way of answer he pricked me forthwith. 

1 heard Cavor’s voice in alarm and entreaty, liven then I think he wanted 
to compromise with these creatures. ‘I say, Hedforel,' he cried, ‘I kmnv a 
way!’ Hut the sting of that second stab seemed lo set free some pent-up 
reserve c^f energy in my being. Instantly a link of the wrist-chain snapped, 
and with it snapped all considerations that had held us unresisting in the 
hands of these moon-creatures, b'or that second, at least, I was mad with 
fear and anger. I took no thought of consequences. I hit straight out at the 
face of the thing w ith the goad. 'The chain was tw isted round my fist.. . . 

'I'here came another of those beastly surprises ol which the moon w’i'jrld is 
full. 

My mailed hand seemed to go clean through him. He smashed like some 
sort of sw^eetmeat with liquid in it. He broke right in. He squelched and 
splashed. It w’as like hitting a damp tt)adsUH)l. 'The llimsy body went 
spinning a dozen yards and fell w'ith a flabby impact. 1 was astonished. 1 w'as 
incredulous that any living thing could be so flimsy, bor an instant I could 
have believed the whole thing a dream. 
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'rhcn it had become real and imminent again. Neither Cavor nor the 
other Sclcnites seemed to have done anything from the time when I had 
turned about to the time when the dead Selenite hit the ground, livcryone 
stood back from us two, everyone alert. That arrest seemed to last at least a 
second after the Selenite was dowm. Iweryone must have been taking the 
thing in. I seem to remember myself standing with my arm half retracted, 
trying also to take it in. "What next?’ clamoured my brain; ‘what next?' 
'rhen in a moment everyone was moving! 

I perceived we must get our chains loose, and that before we could do this 
these Selcnites had to be beaten off. I faced towards the group of the three 
goad-bearers. Instantly one threw his goad at me. It swished over my head, 
and I suppose went Hying into the abyss behind. 

I leaped right at him with all my might as the goad Hew over me. He 
turned to run as I jumped, and I bore him to the ground, came down right 
upon him, and slipped upon his smashed body and fell. He seemed to 
wriggle under my feet. 

I came into a sitting position, and on every hand the blue backs of the 
Selenites were receding into the darkness. 1 bent a link by main force and 
untwisted the chain that had hampered me about the ankles, and sprang to 
my feet, with the chain in my hand. Another goad. Hung javelin-wise, 
whistled by me, and I made a rush towards the darkness out of which it had 
come. 'Fhen I turned back towards Cavor, who was still standing in the light 
of the rivulet near the gulf, convulsively busy with his wrists, and at the 
same time jabbering nonsense about his idea. 

‘(xme on!’ 1 cried. 

‘My hands!’ he answered. 

'I'hen, realising that I dared not run back to him because my ill-calculated 
steps might carry me over the edge, he came shulHing towards me, with his 
hands held out before him. 

I gripped his chains at once to unfasten them. 

‘Where are they?’ he panted. 

‘Run aw^ay. They’ll come back. They’re throwing things! Which way 
shall we go?’ 

‘By the light. 'I'o that tunnel, lih?’ 

‘Yes,’ said I, and his hands w'erc free. 

I dropped on my knees and fell to work on his ankle bonds. Whack came 
something—I know' not w'hat—^and splashed the livid streamlet into drops 
about us. Far away on our right a piping and whistling began. 

I w'hipped the chain off his feet, and put it in his hand. ‘Hit with that!’ I 
said, and without waiting for an answer set off in big bounds along the path 
by which w'c had come. I had a nasty feeling that these things could jump 
out of the darkness on to my back. I heard the impact of Cavor’s leaps come 
following after me. 

We ran in vast strides. But that running, you must understand, was an 
altogether different thing from any running on earth. On earth one leaps and 
almost instantly hits the ground again; but on the moon, because of its 
w'caker pull, one shot through the air for several seconds before one came to 
earth. In spite of our violent hurry this gave an eff ect of long pauses, pauses 
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in which one might have counted seven or eight. Step, and one soared oft*. 
All sorts of questions ran through my mind: ‘Where are the Selenites? What 
will they do? Shall we ever get to that tunnel? Is Cavor far behind? Are 
they likely to cut him oft?' 'I’hcn, whack, stride, and oft' again for another 
step. 

I saw a Selenite running in front of me, his legs going exactly as a man’s 
would go on earth, saw him glance over his shoulder, and heard him shriek 
as he ran aside out of my way into the darkness. He was, I think, our guide, 
but I am not sure. 'Then in another vast stride the walls of rock had come 
into view on either hand, and in two more strides I was in the tunnel, and 
tempering my pace to its low roof. I went on to a bend, then stopped and 
turned back, and plug, plug, plug, Cavor came into view, splashing into the 
stream of blue light at every stride, and grew larger and blundered into me. 
We stood clutching each other, h'or a moment, at least, we had shaken oft’ 
our captors and were alone. 

We were both very much out ift’ breath. We spoke in panting, broken 
sentences. 

‘You spoiled it all!' panted ('avor. 

‘Nonsense,' I cried. Mt was that or death.' 

‘What are we to do?' 

‘Hide.' 

‘How can we?' 

‘It’s dark enough.' 

‘Mut where?' 

‘Up one of these side caverns.' 

‘And then?' 

‘'Think.' 

‘Right—come on.’ 

We strode on, and presently came to a radiating, dark cavern. C'.avor was 
in front. 1 le hesitated, and chose a black mouth that seemed to promise good 
hiding. He went towards it and turned. 

‘It's dark,' he said. 

‘Your legs and feet will light us. You're wet with that luminous siuil.' 

‘Hut-' 

A tumult of sounds, and in particular a sound like a clanging gong became 
audible advancing up the main tunnel. It was hi^rribly suggestive ol a 
tumultuous pursuit. We made a bolt for the unlit cavern lorthwith. As we 
ran our way was lit by the irradiation of ('avor's legs. ‘It’s lucky, I panted, 
‘they took oft' our bools, or we should fill this place with clatter. On we 
rushed, taking the smallest steps we could 10 avoid striking the root ot the 
cavern. After a time we seemed to be gaining on the uproar. It became 
muflled, it dwindled, it died away. 

I slopped and looked back and I heard the pad, pad ol (.avor s feel 
receding. 'Then he stopped also. ‘Bedford,’ he uhispered, ‘there s a sort of 
light in front of us.’ 

I looked, and at first could see nothing. 'Then I perceived his head and 
shoulders dimly outlined against a fainter darkness. I saw also that this 
mitigation of the darkness was not blue as all the other light w'ithin the moon 
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had been, but a pallid grey, a very vague faint white, the daylight colour, 
flavor noted this different as soon or sooner than I did, and I think, too, that 
it filled him with much the same wild hope. 

‘Bedford,’ he whispered, and his voice trembled, ‘that light—it is 
possible-’ 

He did not dare to say the thing he hoped. 'Fhere came a pause. Suddenly 
I knew by the sound of his feet that he was striding towards that pallor. I 
followed him with a beating heart. 


_ J 5_ 

POIN TS Ol* VII*W 

'The light grew stronger as we advanced. In a little time it was nearly as 
strong as the phosphorescence on Cavor's legs. Our tunnel was expanding 
into a cavern and this new light was at the farther end of it. 1 perceived 
something that set my hopes leaping and bounding. 

‘Cavor,’ I said, ‘it comes from above! I am certain it comes from above!' 

He made no answer, but hurried on. 

Indisputably it was a grey light, a silvery light. 

In another moment we were beneath it. It filtered dinvn through a chink 
in the walls of the cavern, and as I stared up, drip, came a huge drop of water 
upon my face. I started, and stood aside; drip, fell another drop quite 
audibly on the rocky floor. 

‘flavor,' I said, ‘if one of us lifts the other, he can reach that crack!' 

‘I’ll lift you,’ he said, and incontinently hoisted me as though I were a 
baby. 

I thrust an arm into the crack, and just at my finger-tips found a little 
ledge by which I could hold. 'The white light was very much brighter now. I 
pulled myself up by two fingers with scarcely an elfort, though on earth 1 
weigh twelve stone, reached Xo a still higher corner of rock, and so got my 
feet on the narrow ledge. I stood up and searched up the rocks with my 
fingers; the cleft broadened out upwardly. ‘It's climbable,' I said to C^avor. 
‘Can you jump up to my hand if I hi)ld it down to you?' 

I wedged myself between the sides of the cleft, rested knee and foot on the 
ledge, and extended a hand. I could not sec Cavor, but I could hear the 
rustle of his movements as he crouched to spring. 'Then whack, and he was 
hanging to my arm—and no heavier than a kitten! 1 lugged him up until he 
had a hand on my ledge and could release me. 

‘Confound it!’ I said, ‘anyone could be a mountaineer on the moon,’ and 
so set myself in earnest to climbing. For a few minutes I clambered steadily, 
and then I looked up again. 'The cleft opened out gradually, and the light 
was brighter. Only- 

It was not daylight after all! 

In another moment I could see what it was, and at the sight I could have 
beaten my head against the rocks with disappointment. F'or I beheld simply 
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an irregularly sloping open space, and all over its slanting floor stood a 
forest of little club-shaped fungi, each shining gloriously with that pinkish, 
silvery light. For a moment I stared at their soft radiance, then sprang 
forward and upward among them. I plucked up half a dozen and flung them 
against the rocks, and then sat down, laughing bitterly, as Cavor’s ruddy 
face came into view. 

‘It’s phosphorescence again,’ I said. ‘No need to hurry. Sit down and 
make yourself at home.’ And as he spluttered over our disappointment 1 
began to fling more of these growths into the cleft. 

‘I thought it was daylight,’ he said. 

‘Daylight!’ cried 1. ‘Daybreak, sunset, clouds, and windy skies! Shall we 
ever see such things again?’ 

As I spoke a little picture of our world seemed to rise before me, bright 
and dainty and clear, like the background of some old Italian picture. ‘'The 
sky that changes, and the sea that changes, and the hills and the green trees, 
and the towns and cities shining in the sun. 'I'hink of a wet roof at sunset, 
flavor! 'Think of the windows of a westward house!’ 

He made no answer. 

‘Here we are burrowing in this beastly world that isn’t a world, with its 
inky ocean hidden in some abominable blackness below*, and outside that 
torrid day and that death stillness of night. And all those things that are 
chasing us now', beastly men of leather—insect men, that come out of a 
nightmare! After all, they’re right! What business have we here, smashing 
them and disturbing their world? For all w e know the whole planet is up and 
after us already. I n a minute we may hear them whimpering and their gongs 
going. What are we to do? Where are we go to? Here we are as comfortable 
as snakes from Jamrach’s loose in a Surbiton villai' 

‘It was your fault,' said Cavor. 

‘My fault!’ I shouted. ‘Good Lord!' 

‘I had an idea.’ 

‘Curse your ideas!’ 

‘If w’c had refused to budge-’ 

‘Under those goads?' 

‘Yes. They would have carried us.’ 

‘Over that bridge?’ 

‘Yes. 'They must have carried us from outside.’ 

‘I’d rather be carried by a lly across a ceiling. Ciood Heavens!’ 

I resumed my destruction of the fungi. 'Then suddenly I saw something 
that struck me even then. 

‘flavor,’ I said, ‘these chains are of gold!’ 

He was thinking intently, with his hands gripping his cheeks. He turned 
his head slowly and stared at me and, w’hen I had repeated my words, at the 
twisted chain about his right hand. ‘So they are,’ he said, ‘so they are. His 
face lost its transitory interest even as he looked. I le hesitated tor a moment, 
then w'ent on w'ith his interrupted meditation. I sat tor a space puzzling over 
the fact that I had only just observed this, until 1 considered the blue light in 
which wc had been and which had taken all the colour out ol the metal. And 
from that discovery I started upon a train ot thought that carried me wide 
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and far. I forgnt that I had just been asking what business we had in the 
moon. Gold... . 

It was Cavor who spoke lirst. ‘It seems to me that there are two eourses 
open to us.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘Hither we can attempt to make our way—light iHir way if necessary—out 
to the exterior and then hunt for our sphere until either we find it or the cold 
of the night comes to kill us, or else-' 

He paused. ‘Yes,’ I said, though I knew what was coming. 

‘We might attempt once more to establish some sort of understanding 
with the minds of the people in the moon.’ 

‘So far as I’m concerned—it’s the first.' 

‘I doubt.’ 

‘I don’t.’ 

‘You see,' said Cavor, ‘I do not think we can judge the Selenites by what 
we have seen of them. 'Their central world, their civilised world, will be far 
below in the protbunder caverns about their sea. This regitm i>f the crust in 
which we are is an outlying district, a pastoral region. At least, that is my 
interpretation. 'These Selenites we have seen may be imly the equivalent of 
cowboys and engine-lenders. 'Their use of goads—in all pn>babiliiy 
moonealf goads—the lack of imagination they show in expecting us to be 
able to do just what they can do, their indisputable brutality, all seem to 
point to something of that sort. Hut if we endured-' 

‘Neither of us could endure a six-inch plank across the bottomless pit for 
very long.’ 

‘No,’ said (]avor, ‘but then-' 

‘1 I said. 

lie discovered a new line of possibilities. ‘Well, suppose we got ourselves 
into some corner, where we could defend ourselves against these hinds and 
labourers. If, for example, we could hold out for a week or so, it is probable 
that the news of our appearance would tiller down to the more intelligent 
and populous parts-’ 

‘If they exist.’ 

‘'They must exist, or whence come those tremendous machines?' 

‘"That’s possible, but it’s the worst of the two chances.' 

‘We might write up inscriptions on walls-' 

‘How do we know their eyes could see the marks we made?’ 

‘If we cut them-’ 

‘That’s possible of course.’ 

I took up a new thread of thought. ‘After all,’ I said, ‘I suppose you don’t 
think these Selenites so infinitely w'iser than men?’ 

‘'They must know a lot more —or at least a lot of different things.’ 

‘Yes, but—’ I hesitated. ‘I think you’ll admit, Cavor, that you’re rather an 
exceptional man.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Well, you—you’re a rather lonely man; have been, that is. You haven’t 
married.’ 

‘Never wanted to. But why?’ 
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‘And you never grew richer than you happened to be?’ 

‘Never wanted that either.’ 

‘You’ve just rooted after knowledge.’ 

‘Well, a certain curiosity is natural-’ 

‘You think so. 'Fhat’s just it. You think every other mind wants to know. I 
remember once, when 1 asked you why you conducted all these rek'arches, 
you said you wanted your h'.K.vS., and to have the stuff called C^avorite, and 
things like that. You know perfectly well you didn’t do it for that; but at the 
lime my qucstiim look you by surprise, and you felt you ought to have 
something to look like a motive. Really, you conducted researches beeause 
you had to. It's your twist.' 

‘IV'rhaps it is-' 

‘It isn’t tme man in a million has that twist. Most men want—well, 
various things, but very few want knowledge for its own sake. I don’t. I 
know perfectly well. Now these Selenites seem ti^ be a driving, busy sort of 
people, but how do you know that even the most intelligent will take an 
interest in us or our world? I don’t believe they’ll even know we have a 
world. 'I'hey never come out at night—they’d free/e if they did. 'They’ve 
probably never seen any heavenly body at all except blazing sun. I low are 
they ti> know there is another world? VC'hat does it matter to them if they do? 
W’ell, even if they have had a glimpse of a few stars or even of the earth 
crescent, what of that? W'hy slu>uld people li\ing insieie a planet trouble to 
observe that sort t)f thing? Men wouldn’t have done it except for the seasons 
and sailing; why slunild the moon people? . . . 

‘Well, suppose there are a few philosophers like yourself. 'I'hey arc just 
the very Selenites who’ll never hear of our existence. Suppose a Selenite 
had droj^ped on the earth when you were at Lympne; you'd have beeti the 
last man in the world to hear he had come. You never read a newspaper. You 
see the chances against you. Well, it’s for these chances we’re sitting here 
di)ing nothing while precious time is flying. I tell you we’ve got into a fix. 
We’ve come unarmed, we’ve lost our sphere, we’ve got no food, we’ve 
shown ourselves to the Selenites and made them think we’re strange, 
stnmg, dangerous animals, and unless these Selenites are perfect fools 
they’ll set about now and hunt us till they find us, and when they find us 
they’ll take us if they can and kill us if they can’t, and that’s the end of the 
matter. After they lake us they’ll probably kill us through some 
misunderstanding. After we’re done for they may discuss us, perhaps, but 
we sha’n’t gel much fun out of that.' 

‘(jo on.’ 

‘On the other hand, here's gold knocking about like cast-iron at home. It 
only we can get some of it back, if only we can find our sphere again before 
they do and get back, then-’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘We might put the thing on a sounder tooting, (xane back in a bigger 
sphere with guns.’ 

‘Good Lord!’ cried flavor, as though the idea was horrible. 

I shied another luminous fungus down the cleft. 

‘Look here, Cavor,’ I said, ‘I’ve half the voting power anyhow in this 
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aflair, and this is a case for a practical man. I’m a practical man, and you arc 
not. I’m not going to trust to Sclenites and geometrical diagrams again if I 
can help it. .. . That’s all. Gel back. Drop all this secrecy—or most of it. 
And come again.’ 

He rcfiectcd. ‘When I came to the moon,’ he said, ‘I ought to have come 
alone.’ 

‘I'hc question before the meeting,’ I said, ‘is how to get back to the 
sphere.’ 

bbr a time we nursed our knees in silence. 'I'hcn he seemed to decide to 
accept my reasons. 

‘I think,’ he said, ‘one can get data. It is clear that, while the sun is on this 
side of the moon, the air will be blowing through this planet sponge from 
the dark side hither. On this side, at any rate, the air will be expanding and 
flowing out of the moon caverns into the crater. .. . Very well, there's a 
draught here.’ 

‘So there is.’ 

‘And that means that this is not a dead end, somewhere behind us this 
cleft goes on and up. I'he draught is blowing up, and that is the way we have 
to go. If we try to get up any sort of chimney or gully there is, we shall not 
only get out of these passages w'here they arc hunting for us-’ 

‘But suppose the gully is too narrow.’ 

‘We’ll come down again.’ 

‘Ssh!’ I said, suddenly; ‘what’s that?’ 

We listened. At first it was an indistinct murmur, and then one picked out 
the clang of a gong. ‘"I’hey must think we are mooncalves,’ said I, ‘to be 
frightened at that.’ 

‘'I’hcy’re coming along the passage,’ said Cavor. ‘'I'hcy must be.’ 

‘'They’11 not think of the cleft. They’ll go past.’ 

I listened again for a space. ‘This time,’ I whispered, ‘they’re likely to 
have some sort of weapon.’ 

'I’hen suddenly I sprang to my feel. ‘Good heavens, Cavor!’ 1 cried. ‘But 
they zvil/. They’ll sec the fungi I have been pitching down. "I'hey’ll-’ 

I didn’t finish my sentence. I turned about and made a leap over the 
fungus-tops towards the upper end of the cavity. I saw that the space turned 
upwards and became a draughty cleft again, ascending to impenetrable 
darkness. I was about to clamber up into this, and then w'ilh a happy 
inspiration turned back. 

‘What arc you doing?’ asked Cavor. 

‘Go on!’ said I, and went back and got two of the shining fungi, and 
putting one into the breast pocket of my flannel jacket so that it stuck out to 
light our climbing, went back with the other for Cavor. 'I'he noise of the 
Selenites was now so loud that it seemed they must be already beneath the 
cleft. But it might be they would have difficulty in clambering into it, or 
might hesitate to ascend it against our possible resistance. At any rate we 
had now the comforting knowledge of the enormous muscular superiority 
that was the gift of our birth on another planet. The next moment I was 
clambering with gigantic vigour after Cavor’s blue-lit heels. 
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1 do not know how far wc clambered before we came to the grating. It mav 
be wc ascended only a few hundred feel, but at the time it seemed to me we 
might have hauled and jammed and hopped and wedged ourselves through 
a mile or more i^f vertical ascent. Whenever I recall that time there comes 
into my head the heavy clank of our g()lden chains that followed every 
movement. Very soon my knuckles and knees were raw, and I had a bruise 
on one cheek. After a time the first violence of our efforts diminished, and 
our movements became more deliberate and less painful. 

'I'he noise of the pursuing Selenites had died away altogether. It seemed 
almost as if they had not traced us up the crack after all, in spite of the tell¬ 
tale heap of broken fungi that must have lain beneath it. At times the cleft 
narrowed so much that we ctnild scarce squeeze into it, at others it expanded 
into great drusy cavities studded with prickly crystals, or thickly beset with 
dull, shilling fungoid pimples. Sometimes it twisted spirally and at other 
times slanted down nearly to the horizontal direction, liver and again there 
was the intermittent drip and trickle of water by us. Once or twice it seemed 
to us that small living things had rustled out of our reach, but what they 
were we never saw. They may have been venomous beasts for all I know, 
but they did us no harm, and we were now tuned to a pilch when a weird 
creeping thing nn)re or less mattered little. And at last, far above came the 
familiar bluish light again, and then we saw that it filtered through a grating 
that barred our way. 

We whispered as we pointed this out to each inher and became more and 
more cautious in our ascent. Presently we were close under the grating, and 
by pressing my face against its bars I could see a limited portion of the 
cavern beyond. It was clearly a large space, and lit no doubt by some rivulet 
of the same blue light that we had seen flow from the beating machinery. An 
intermittent trickle of water dropped ever and again between the bars near 
my face. 

My first endeavour was naturally to see what might be upon the floor of 
the cavern, but our grating lay in a depression whose rim hid all this from 
our eyes. Our foiled attention then fell back upon the suggestion ol the 
various sounds we heard, and presently my eye caught a number of faint 
shadows that played across the dim roof, far overhead. 

Indisputably there were several Selenites., perhaps a considerable 
number in this space, for w'e could hear the noises of their intercourse and 
faint sounds that I identified as their footfalls. 'Phere was also a succession 
of regularly repeated sounds, chid, chid, chid, which began and ceased, 
suggestive of a knife or spade hacking at some soft substance. Then came a 
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clank as of chains, a whistle and a rumble as of a truck running over a 
hollowed place, and then again that chid, chid, chid, resumed. The shadows 
told of shapes that moved quickly and rhythmically in agreement with that 
regular sound, and rested when it ceased. 

We put our heads close together and began to discuss these things in 
noiseless whispers. 

‘'Fhcy are occupied,' I said; ‘thev are occupied in some wav.' 

‘Yes.' 

‘'I'hey’re not seeking us or thinking of us.' 

‘Perhaps they have not heard of us.' 

‘Those others are hunting about below. If suddenly we appeared 
here-' 

We looked at each other. 

‘There might be a chance to parley,' said Cavor. 

‘No,' I said, ‘not as we are.' 

For a space we remained, each occupied with his own thoughts. 

Chid, chid, chid went the chipping, and the shadows moved to and fro. 

I looked at the grating. ‘It's flimsy,' I said. ‘We might bend two of the 
bars and crawl through.' 

We wasted a little time in vague discussion. Then I toi^k one of the bars in 
both hands, and got my feet up against the rock until they were almost on a 
level with my head, and so thrust against the bar. It bent so suddenly that I 
almost slipped. I clambered about and bent the adjacent bar in the opposite 
direction, and then took the luminous fungus from my pocket and dropped 
it down the fissure. 

‘Don't do anything hastily,' whispered Cavor, as 1 twisted myself up 
through the opening 1 had enlarged. I had a glimpse of busy figures as I 
came through the grating, and immediately bent down, so that the rim of 
the depression in which the grating lay hid me from their eyes, and so lay 
flat, signalling advice to C^avor as he also prepared to come through. 
Presently we were side by side in the depression, peering over the ridge at 
the cavern and its occupants. 

It was a much larger cavern than we had suppe^sed from our first glimpse 
of it, and we looked up from the lowest portion of its sloping floor. It 
widened out as it receded from us, and its roof came down and hid the 
remoter portion altogether. I-ying in a line along its length, vanishing at last 
far away in that tremendous perspective, were a number of huge shapes, 
huge pallid hulls, upon which the Selenites were busy. At first they seemed 
big white cylinders of vague import. Then I noted the heads upon them 
lying towards us, eyeless and skinless like the heads of sheep at a butcher's, 
and perceived they w'crc the carcasses of mooncalves being cut up, much as 
the crew of a whaler might cut up a moored whale. They were cutting off the 
flesh in strips, and on some of the farther trunks the white ribs were 
showing. It was the sound of their hatchets that made that chid, chid, chid. 
Some distance away a thing like a trolley, cable-drawn and loaded with 
chunks of lax meat, was running up the slope of the cavern door. That 
enormous busy avenue of hulls that were destined to be food gave us a sense 
of the vast populousness of the moon world second only to the effect of our 
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first glimpse down the shall. 

It seemed to me at first that the Selenite must be standing on trestle- 
supported planks,* and then I saw that the planks and supports and the 
hatchets were really of the same leaden hue as my fetters had seemed before 
white light came u» bear on them. A number of very thick-looking crowbars 
lay about the floor and had apparently assisted to turn the dead mooncalf 
over on its side. 'I'hey were perhaps six feel long, with shaped handles; very 
tempting looking weapons. 'I'he whole place was hi by three transverse 
i Streams of the blue fluid. 

We lay for a long time noting all these things in silenee. ‘Well?' said Cavor 
at last. 

I crouched lower and turned to him. I had come upon a brilliant idea. 
‘Unless they lowered those bodies by a crane,' 1 said, ‘we must be nearer the 
surface than I thought.' 

‘Why?' 

‘'I'he mooncalf doesn't hop and it hasn't got wings.' 

I le peered over the edge ol the hi)llow again. ‘I wonder, now—' he began. 
‘After all we have never gone far from the surface.' 

I slopped him by a grip on his arm. I liad heard a noise from the cleft 
below us! 

We twisted ourselves about and lay as still as death, with every sense 
alert. In a little while 1 did not doubt that something was quietly ascending 
the cleft. Very slowly and quite noiselessly 1 assured myself of a good grip 
on my chain, and waited for that something U) appear. 

‘Just look at those chaps with the hatchets again,' 1 said. 

‘'They're all right,' said flavor. 

1 took a quick provisional aim at the gap in the grating. I could hear now 
quite distinctly the soft twittering of the ascending Selenites, the dab of 
their hands against the rock, and the falling of dust from their grips as they 
clambered. 

Then I could see that there was something moving dimly in the blackness 
below the grating, but what it might be I could not distinguish. 'The whole 
thing seemed to hang lire just for a moment; then, smash! 1 had sprung to 
my feet, struck savagely at something that had Hashed out at me. It was the 
keen point of a spear. 1 have thought since that its length in the narrowness 
of the cleft must have prevented its being sloped to reach me. Anyhmv, it 
shot out from the grating like the tongue of a snake and missed, and Hew 
baek and Hashed again. Hut the second time 1 snatched and caught it, and 
wrenched it away, but not before another had darted inelleclually at me. 

I shouted with triumph as 1 felt the hold of the Selenite resist my pull lor 
a moment and give, and then I was jabbing down through the bars, amidst 
squeals from the darkness, and C^avor had snapped i>il the other spear, and 
was leaping and nourishing it beside me and making inellicieni jabs, ‘(dang, 

* I do not remember seeing any wooden things i>n tlie moon; doors, tables, 
everything corresponding to our terresliial joinery was made ol metal, and 1 believe 
lor the most part of gold, which as a metal would. i>l course, naturally rec(mimend 
itsell—other things being equal—on account ol the ease in working it and its 
toughness and durability. 
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clang,’ came up through the grating, and then an axe hurtled through the air 
and whacked against the rocks beyond to remind me of the llcshers at the 
carcasses up the cavern. 

I turned, and they were all coming towards us in open order, waving their 
axes. 'I’hcy were short thick little beggars with long arms, strikingly 
different from the ones we had seen before. If they had nor heard of us 
before they must have realised the situation with incredible swiftness. I 
stared at them for a miment, spear in hand. ‘Guard the grating C'avi^r,' I 
cried, and howling to intimidate them, I rushed to meet them. 'I'wo of them 
missed with their hatchets, and the rest Med incontinently. 'I'hen the two 
also were sprinting away up the cavern, with hands clenched and heads 
down. I never saw men run like them. 

I knew the spear I had was useless for me. It was thin and llimsy, only 
effectual for a thrust, and loo long for a quick recovery. I only chased the 
Selenites as far as the first carcass, aiui stopped there and picked up one of 
the crowbars that were lying about. It felt comfortably heavy and equal to 
smashing any number of Selenites. I threw away my spear, and picked up a 
second crowbar for the other hand. 1 felt five times better than 1 liad with 
the spear. I shook the two threateningly at the Selenites, who had come ti> a 
halt in a little crowd far away up the cavern, and then turned about to look at 
Cavor. 

He was leaping from side to side of the grating making threatening jabs 
with his broken spear. 'I'hat was all right. It would keep the Selenites 
down—for a time at least. I Uniked up the cavern again. What on earth were 
we going to do now? 

We were cornered already. Hut these butchers up the cavern had been 
surprised; they were probably scared, and they had no special weapons, 
only those little hatchets of theirs. And that way lay escape. 'Their sturdy 
little forms—ever so much shorter and thicker than the moimcalf herders— 
were scattered up the slope in a way that was eloquent of indecision. 1 had 
the moral advantage of a mad bull in a street. Hut for all that there seemed a 
tremendous crowd of them. Very probably there was. 'Those Selenites 
down the cleft had certainly some infernally long spears. It might be they 
had other surprises for us.. .. Hut, confound it! if we charged up the cave we 
should let them up behind us; and if we didn't, those little brutes up the 
cave would probably be reinforced. Heaven alone knew what tremendous 
engines of warfare—guns, bombs, terrestrial torpedoes—this unkmmn 
world below our feet, this vaster world of which we had only picked the 
outer cuticle, might not presently send up to our destruction. It became 
clear the only thing to do was to charge! It became clearer as the legs of a 
number of fresh Selenites appeared running down the cavern towards us. 

‘Bedford!' cried Cavor, and behold! he was halfway between me and the 
grating. 

‘Go back!' I cried. ‘What arc you doing-’ 

‘They’ve got—it’s like a gun!’ 

And struggling in the grating between those defensive spears appeared 
the head and shoulders of a singularly lean and angular Selenite bearing 
some complicated apparatus. 
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I realised Cavor’s utter incapacity for the fight we had in hand, hor a 
moment 1 hesitated. I hen I rushed past him whirling my crowbars, and 
shouting to confound the aim ot the Selenite. He was aiming in the queerest 
way with the thing against his stomach. ^ChuzzV 'fhe thing wasn’t a gun; it 
went ott' more like a crossbow, and dropped me in the middle of a leap. 

I didn’t fall down—I simply came down a little shorter than 1 should have 
d(me if I hadn’t been hit, and from the feel of my shoulder the thing might 
have tapped me and glanced off. 'fhen my left hand hit against the shaft, and 
I perceived there was a sort of spear sticking half through my shoulder, 'fhe 
moment after, I got home with the crowbar in my right hand, and hit the 
Selenite fair and square. He collapsed—crushed and crumpled—his head 
smashed like an egg. 

I dropped a crowbar, pulled the spear out of my shoulder, and began to 
jab it down the grating into the darkness. At each jab came a shriek and 
twitter, h'inally I hurled the spear down upon them with all my strength, 
leaped up, picked up the crowbar again, and started for the multitude up the 
cavern. 

'Bedford!’ cried flavor, 'Bedford!’ as I Hew past him. 

1 seem to remember his footsteps coming on behind me. 

Step, leap . . . whack, step, leap. .. . Hach leap seemed to last ages. With 
each, the cave opened out and the number of visible Selenites increased. At 
lirst they seemed all running about like ants in a disturbed ant-hill, one or 
two waving hatchets and coming to meet me, more running away, some 
boiling sidewise into the avenue of carcasses; ilien presently others came in 
sight carrying spears, and then others. 1 saw a most extraordinary thing, all 
hands and feel, bolting for cover. 'The cavern grew darker farther up. IHick! 
si^meihing Hew over my head. Mick! As 1 soared in mid-stride I saw a spear 
hit and quiver in one of the carcasses to my left. 'Then as I came down one 
hit the ground before me and 1 heard the remote chu//.! with which their 
things were Hred. IHick! Mick! for a moment it was a shower. 'They were 
volleying! 

I stopped dead. 

1 don't think 1 thought clearly then. 1 seem to remember a steroiyped 
phrase running through my mind: ‘/one of lire, seek cover!' I know I made 
a dash for the space between two of the carcasses, and stood there, panting 
and feeling very wicked. 

I K)okcd round for C^avor, and for a moment it seemed as ii he had 
vanished from the world. 'I'hen he came out ot the darkness between the 
row of the carcasses and the rocky wall ot the cavern. I saw his little lace, 
dark and blue, and shining with perspiration and emotion. 

He was saying something, but what it was 1 did not heed. I had realised 
that we might work from mooncalf to mooncalt up the cave until we were 
near enough to charge home. It was charge or nothing. 'C.ome on! 1 said, 
and led the way. 

‘Bedford!’ he cried, unavailingly. 

My mind was busy as we went up that narrow alley between the dead 
bodies and the wall of the cavern. 'I'hc rocks curved about they could not 
enfilade us. Though in that narrow space we could not leap, yet with our 
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earth-born strength we were still able to go very much faster than the 
Selenites. I reckoned we should presently come among them. Once we were 
on them they would be hardly as formidable as black-beetles. Only there 
would first of all be a volley. I thought of a stratagem. I whipped off my 
flannel jacket as I ran. 

‘Bedford!’ panted Cavor, behind me. 

I glanced back. ‘What?’ said I. 

He was pointing upward over the carcasses. ‘White light!’ he said. ‘White 
light again!' 

I looked, and it was even so; a faint white ghost of twilight in the remoter 
cavern roof. 'Fhat seemed to give me double strength. 

‘Keep close,’ I said. A flat long Selenite dashed out of the darkness and 
squealed and fled. I halted and stopped Cavor with my hand. I hung my 
jacket over my crowbar, ducked round the next carcass, dropped jacket and 
crowbar, showed myself, and darted back. 

‘Chuzz—flick,' just one arrow came. We were close on the Selenites, and 
they were standing in a crowd, broad, short and tall together, with a little 
battery of their shooting implements pointing down the cave. 'I'hree or four 
other arrows followed the first, and then their fire ceased. 

I stuck out my head, and escaped by a hair’s breath. This time I drew a 
dozen shots or more, and heard the Selenites shouting and twittering as if 
with excitement as they shot. I picked up jacket and crowbar again. 

‘Now!’ said I, and thrust out the jacket. 

‘Chuzz-zz-zz-zz! Chuzz!’ In an instant my jacket had grown a thick beard 
of arrows, and they were quivering all over the carcass behind us. Instantly 
I slipped the crowbar out of the jacket, dropped the jacket—for all I know to 
the contrary it is lying up there in the moon now—and rushed out upon 
them. 

For a minute perhaps it was massacre. I was too fierce to discriminate, 
and the Selenites were probably too scared to fight. At any rate they made 
no sort of fight against me. I was scarlet, as the saying is. I remember I 
seemed to be wading among these leathery thin things as a man wades 
through tall grass, mowing and hitting, first right then left—smash, smash! 
Idttle drops of moisture flew about. I trod on things that crushed and piped 
and went slippery. The crowd seemed to open and close and flow like water. 
They seemed to have no combined plan whatever. 'I'here were spears flying 
about me; I was grazed over the car by one. I was slabbed once in the arm 
and once in the check, but I only found that out afterwards when the blood 
had had time to run and cool and feel wet. 

What Cavor did I do not know. Vor a space it seemed that this fighting 
had lasted for an age and must needs go on for ever. Then suddenly it was all 
over, and there was nothing to be seen but the backs of heads bobbing up 
and down as their owners ran in all directions. ... 1 seemed altogether 
unhurt. I ran forward some paces, shouting, then turned about. I was 
amazed. 

I had come through them in vast flying strides. They were all behind me, 
and running hither and thither to hide. 

I felt an enormous astonishment at the evaporation of the great fight into 
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which I had hurled myself, and not a little exultation. It did not seem to me 
that the Selcnitcs were unexpectedly flimsy, hut that I was une.xpeelcdly 
strong. I laughed stupidly. I'his fantastic moon! 

I glanced for a moment at the smashed and writhing bodies that were 
scattered over the cavern floor with a vague idea of further violence, and 
hurried on after Cavor. 


17 

IN rUHSUNLICiHT 

Presently we saw that the cavern before us opened on a hazy void. In 
another moment we had emerged upon a slanting gallery that projected into 
a vast circular space, a huge cylindrical pit running vertically up and down. 
Round this pit the slanting gallery ran without any parapet or protection for 
a turn and a half, and then plunged high above into the roek again. 
Simiehow it reminded me then of one of these spiral turns of the raihvay 
through the Saint Ciothard. It was all tremendously huge. 1 can scarcely 
hope to convey to you the 'Titanic proportion of all that place—the 'Titanic 
elfect of it. Our eyes followed up the vast declivity of the pit wall, and 
overhead and far about we beheld a round opening set with faint stars, and 
half of the lip above it well-nigh blinding with the white light of the sun. At 
that we cried simultaneously. 

‘O^rne on!’ I said, leading the way. 

‘Rut there?’ said C^avor, and very carefully stepped nearer the edge of the 
gallery. I followed his example, craned forward and looked down, but 1 was 
dazzled by that gleam of light above, and I could see imly a bottomless 
darkness with spectral patches of crimson and purple floating therein. Yet if 
I could not see 1 could hear. Out i>f this darkness came a sound—a sinmd 
like the angry hum one can hear outside a hive of bees, a sound out ol that 
enormiuis h(dK)W’, it may be, ft>r miles beneath our feet. . . . 

Vor a moment 1 listened, then tightened my grip on my crow'bar and led 
the way up the gallery. 

‘ This must be the shaft we looked down upon,' said Cavor. ‘Under that 
lid.’ 

‘And below there is where we saw the lights.' 

‘ The lights!’ said he. ‘Yes—the lights ol the w’orld that now’ w’c shall never 
sec.’ 

‘We’ll come back,’ I said, for now we had escaped so much I was rashly 
sanguine that we should recover the sphere. 

flis answ^er I did not catch. 

‘Hh?’ I asked. 

‘It doesn’t matter,’ he answered, and we hurried on in silence. 

I suppose that slanting lateral way w’as lour or five miles long, allowing 
lor its curvature, and it ascended at a slope that w’ould have made it almost 
impossibly steep on earth, but which w’c strode up easily. We saw only two 
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Selenitcs during all that portion of our flight, and as soon as they became 
aware of us they ran headlong. It was clear that the knowledge of our 
strength and violence had reached them. Our way to the exterior was 
unexpectedly plain. I'he spiral gallery straightened into a steeply ascendent 
tunnel, its floor bearing abundant traces of the mooncalves, and so straight 
and short in proportion to its vast arch that no part of it was absolutely dark. 
Almost immediately it began to lighten, and then far oil' and high up, and 
quite blindly brilliant, appeared its opening on the exterior, a slope of 
Alpine steepness surmounted by a crest of bayonet shrub, tall but broken 
down now and dry and dead, in spiky silhouette against the sun. 

And it is strange, that we men, to whom this very vegetation had seemed 
so weird and horrible a little time ago, should now behold it with the 
emotion a home-coming exile might feel at sight of his native land. We 
welcomed even the rareness of the air that made us pant as we ran and which 
rendered speaking no longer the easy thing it had been. Larger grew the 
sunlit circle above us and larger, and all the nearer tunnel sank into a rim of 
indistinguishable black. We saw the dead bayonet shrub no longer with any 
touch of green in it, but brown and dry and thick, and the shadow of its 
upper branches high out of sight made a densely interlaced pattern upon the 
tumbled rocks. And at the immediate mouth i^f the tunnel was a wide 
trampled space where the mooncalves had come and gone. 

W'e came out upon this space at last into a light and heat that hit and 
pressed upon us. We traversed the exposed area painfully, and clambered 
up a slope among the scrub-stems, and sat down at last panting in a high 
place beneath the shadow of a mass of twisted lava. Iwen in the shade the 
rock felt hot. 

The air was intensely hot, and we were in great physical discomfort, but 
for all that wc were no longer in a nightmare. We seemed to have come to 
our ow'n province again, beneath the stars. All the fear and stress of our 
flight through the dim passages and fissures below had fallen from us. 'I'hat 
last fight had filled us with an enormous confidence in ourselves so far as the 
Selenitcs were concerned. We liH>kcd back almost incredulously at the black 
opening from which wc had just emerged. Down there, in a blue glow that 
now in our memories seemed the next thing to absolute darkness, we had 
met things like mad mockeries of men, helmet-headed creatures, and had 
walked in fear before them, and had submitted to them until wc could 
submit no longer. And behold, they had smashed like wax and scattered like 
chaff, and fled and vanished like the creatures of a dream! 

I rubbed my eyes, doubting whether we had not slept and dreamt these 
things by reason of the fungus we had eaten, and suddenly discovered the 
blood upon my face, and then that my shirt was sticking painfully to my 
shoulder and arm. 

‘Confound it!’ I said, gauging my injuries with an investigatory hand, and 
suddenly that distant tunnel-mouth became, as it were, a watchful eye. 

‘Cavor!’ I said, ‘what are they going to do now? And what arc wc going to 
do?’ 

He shook his head, with his eyes fixed upon the tunnel. ‘How can one tell 
what they will do?’ 
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It depends on whui they think of us, and I don’t see how we can begin to 
guess that. And it depends upon what they have in reserve. It’s as you say, 
Cavor: we have touched the merest outside of this world. 'I'hcy may have all 
sorts of things inside here, liven with those shooting things they might 
make it bad for us. . . . 

Yet, alter all, I said, even if we don t find the sphere at once, there is a 
chance for us. We might hold out. Kven through the night. We might go 
down there again and make a fight for it.' 

I stared about me with speculative eyes, 'fhe character of the scenery had 
altered alti^gether by rcasim ol the enormi^us growth and subsequent drying 
of the scrub, 'fhe crest on which we sat was high and commanded a wide 
prospK'ct of the crater and landscape and we saw it now all sere and dry in the 
late autumn of the lunar afternoon. Rising one behind the other were long 
slopes and fields of trampled brown where the mmmcalves had pastured, 
and far away in the full bla/e of the sun a drove of them basked 
slumberously, scattered shapes, each with a blot of shadow against it like 
sheep on the side t)f a down. But mn a sign of Selenite was to be seen. 
Whether they had tied on our emergence fnmi the interior passages or 
whether they were accustomed to retire after driving out the mooncalves I 
canmu guess. At the time I believed the former was the case. 

Mf we were to set fire to all this stuff,’ I said, ‘we might find the sphere 
among the ashes.’ 

C^avor did not seem to hear me. He was pK‘cring under his hand at the 
stars, that still, in spite of the intense sunlight, were abundantly visible in 
the sky. ‘How long do you think we have been here?' he asked at last. 

‘Been where?' 

‘On the moon.' 

‘'Two earthly days, perhaps.’ 

‘More nearly ten. Do you know, the sun is past its zenith, and sinking in 
the west? In fiuir days’ time or less it will be night.’ 

‘But—we’ve only eaten once!’ 

‘I know that. And—but there are the stars!’ 

‘But why should time seem different because we are on a smaller planet? 

‘I don’t know, i’here it is!’ 

‘How does one tell time?’ 

‘Hunger—fatigue—all those things are dilferent. Hverything is ditlerenl. 
livery thing. To me it seems that since first w'e cariic out (T the sphere it has 
been only a question of hours—long lunirs. At most. 

‘i en days,’ I said; ‘that leaves—’ I looked up at the sun for a moment and 
then saw* that it was halfway from the zenith to the western edge, hour 
days! . . . Cavor, we mustn’t sit here and dream. How' do you think w’c can 
begin?’ 

1 stood up. ‘We must get a fixed point wiiich we can reci^gnise. We might 
hoist a flag, or a handkerchief or something—and quarter the ground and 
work round that.’ 

He stood up beside me. 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘there is nothing for it but to hunt for the sp^here. Nothing. 
We may find it—certainly w’e may find it. And if not 
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‘We must keep on looking.’ 

He looked this way and that, glanced up at the sky and down at the tunnel 
and astonished me by a sudden gesture of impatience. ‘Oh! but we have 
done foolishly! To have come to this pass! Think how it might have been 
and the things we might have done!’ 

‘We may do something yet.’ 

‘Never the thing we might have done. Here below our feet is a world. 
Think of what that world must be! Think of that machine wt saw and the lid 
and the shaft! 'Fhey were just remote outlying suggestions, and those 
creatures we have seen and fought with, no more than ignorant peasants, 
dwellers in the outskirts, yokels and labourers half akin to brutes. Down 
below! Caverns beneath caverns, tunnels, structures, ways.... It must open 
out and be greater and wider and more populous as one descends. 
Assuredly. Right down at last to the central sea that washes round the core 
of the moon. 'Fhink of its inky w’aters under the spare lights! If indeed their 
eyes need lights. Think of the cascading tributaries pouring down their 
channels to feed it. 'Fhink of the tides upon its surface and the rush and swirl 
of its ebb and flow. Perhaps they have ships that go upon it, perhaps down 
there arc mighty cities and swarming ways and wisdom and order passing 
the wit of man. And we may die here upon it and never sec the masters who 
must be—ruling over these things! We may freeze and die here and the air 
will freeze and thaw upon us, and then—! 'Fhey will come upon us, come on 
our stifl'and silent bodies and find the sphere we cannot find and they will 
understand at last, too late, all the thought and effort that ended here in 
vain!’ His voice through all that speech sounded like the voice of someone 
heard in a telephone, weak and far away. 

‘But the darkness,’ I said. 

‘One might get over that.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘I don’t know. How' am I to know? One might carry a torch, one might 
have a lamp— 'Fhe others—might understand.’ 

He stood for a moment with his hands held down and a rueful face, 
staring out over the waste that defied him. Then with a gesture of 
renunciation he turned towards me with proposals for the systematic 
hunting of the sphere. 

‘We can return,’ I said. 

He looked about him. ‘First of all we shall have to get to earth.’ 

‘We could bring back lamps to carry and climbing irons and a hundred 
necessary things.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said. 

‘We can take back an earnest of success in this gold.’ 

He looked at my golden crowbars and said nothing for a space. He stood 
with his hands clasped behind his back staring across the crater. At last he 
sighed and spoke. ‘It was I found the way here, but to find a way isn’t always 
to be master of a way. If I take my secret back to earth what will happen? I 
do not see how I can keep my secret for a year, for even a part of a year. 
Sooner or later it must come out, even if other men rediscover it. And 
then .. . Governments and powers will struggle to get hither, they will fight 
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against one another and against these moon people. It will only spread 
warfare and multiply the occasions of war. In a little while, in a very little 
while if I tell my secret, this planet to its deepest galleries will be strewn 

with human dead. Other things are doubtful, but that is certain_It is not 

as though man had any use lor the moon. What good W'ould the moon be to 
men? Iwen of their own planet what have they made but a battle ground and 
theatre of infinite folly? Small as his world is, and short as his time, he has 
still in his little life down there far more than he can do. No! Science has 
toiled too long forging weapons for tools to use. It is time she held her hand. 
Let him find it out for himself again—in a thousand years' time.' 

''Inhere are methods of secrecy,’ I said. 

1 le loi^ked up at me and smiled. ‘After all,’ he said, ‘why should one 
worry? 'Inhere is little chance of our finding the sphere and down below 
trouble is brewing for us. It’s simply the human habit of hoping till we die, 
that makes us think of return. Our troubles are only beginning. Wc have 
shown these minmlblk violence, we have given them a taste of our quality 
and our chances arc about as good as a tiger's that has got loi>se and killed a 
man in Hyde Park. 'The news of us must be running down from gallery to 
gallery, down towards the central parts. . . . No sane beings will ever let us 
take that sphere back to earth, after so much as they have seen of us.’ 

‘We aren't improving our chances,' said I, ‘by sitting here.' 

We stood up side by side. 

‘After all,’ he said, ‘we must separate. We must fasten up a handkerchief 
on these tall spikes here and stick it firmly and from this as a centre we must 
work over the crater. You must go westward, moving out in semicircles to 
and from the setting sun. You must move first with your shadow on your 
right until it is at right angles with the direction of your handkerchief and 
then with your shadow on your left. And I will do the same to the east. We 
will kH)k into every gully, examine every skerry of rocks, we will do all we 
can to find my sphere. If we sec Selenites we will hide from them as well as 
we can. 1^'or drink we must take snow, and if we feel the need ol food we 
must kill a mooncalf, if we can, and eat such flesh as it has—raw, and so each 
will g(^ his own way.’ 

‘And if one of us Ciunes upon the sphere.''' 

‘I le must come back to the white handkerchief and stand by it and signal 
to the other.’ 

‘And if neither-’ 

Cavor glanced up at the sun. ‘We go on seeking until the night and cold 
overtake us.’ 

‘Suppose the Selenites have found the sphere and hidden it.** 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

‘Or if presently they come hunting us?' 

He made no answer. 

‘You had better take a club,’ 1 said. 

He shook his head and stared away from me across the waste. But for a 
moment he did not start. He looked round at me shyly, hesitated. An 
revoir^" he said. 

I felt an odd stab of emotion. A sense of how wc had galled each other and 
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particularly how I must have galled him came to me. ‘('ont’ound it!’ thought 
1, ‘we might have done better!’ I was on the point of asking him to shake 
hands—for that was how I felt just then—when he pul his feet ti>gcther and 
leaped away from me towards the north. He drifted through the air as a dead 
leaf w\)uld do, fell lightly and leaped again. I stood for a moment w^alching 
him, then faced wesuvard reluctantly, pulled myself together, and, w'ith 
something of the feeling of a man who leaps into icy w ater, selected a point 
and plunged forward to explore my solitary half of the moon world. I 
dropped rather clumsily among rocks, stood up and looked about me, 
clambered to a rocky slab and leaped again.. .. When presently 1 looked for 
Cavor he was hidden from my eyes, but the handkerchief showed out 
bravely on its headland, white in the blaze of the sun. 

I determined not to lose sight of that handkerchief wiialever might 
betide. 


28 _ 

MR HI'DFORl) ALONH 

In a little while it seemed to me as if I had always been alone on the moon. I 
hunted for a time with a certain intentness, but the heal was still very great 
and the thinness of the air fell like a hoop about one's chest. I came 
presently into a hollow basin bristling with tall bn>wn dry fronds about its 
edge and I sat dow n under these to rest and cool. I intended to slay for only 
a little while. I put dowm my club beside me and sal resting my chin on my 
hands. I saw with a colourless interest that the rocks of the basin, w here here 
and there the crackling dry lichens had shrunk away to show^ them, were all 
veined and splattered with gold, that here and there bosses of rounded and 
WTinklcd gold projected from among the litter. What did that matter now ? A 
sort of languor had possession of my limbs and mind, I did not believe for a 
moment that we should ever find the sphere in that vast desiccated 
wilderness. I seemed to lack a motive for eftort until the Selenites should 
come. 'I'hen I supposed I should exert myself, obeying that unreasonable 
imperative that urges a man before all things to preserve and defend his life, 
albeit he may preserve it only to die more painfully in a little while. 

Why had we come to the moon? 

The thing presented itself to me as a perplexing problem. What is this 
spirit in man that urges him for ever to depart from happiness and security, 
to toil, to place himself in danger, even to risk a reasonable certainty of 
death? It dawned upon me up there in the moon as a thing I ought always to 
have known, that man is not made simply to go about being safe and 
comfortable and well fed and amused. Against his interest, against his 
happiness he is constantly being driven to do unreasonable things. Some 
force not himself impels him and go he must. Hut why? Why? Sitting there 
in the midst of that useless moon gold, amidst the things of another w^orld, I 
look count of all my life. Assuming I was to die a castaway upon the moon, I 
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failed altogether to sec what purpose I had served; I got no light on that 
point, but it was clearer to me than it had ever been in my life before that I 
was not serving my own purpose; that all my life I had in truth never served 
the purposes of my private life. Whose purpose was I serving? ... I ceased 
to speculate on why we had come to the moon and took a wider sweep. Why 
had I come to the earth? Why had I a private life at all? ... I lost myself at 
last in bottomless speculation. 

My tht^ughts became vague and cloudy, no longer leading in definite 
directions. I had not felt heavy or weary—I cannot imagine one doing so 
upon the moon—but I suppose I was greatly fatigued. At any rate I slept. 

Slumbering there rested me greatly, and the sun was setting and the 
violence of the heat abating through all the time I slumbered. When at last 1 
was roused from my slumbers by a remote clamour, 1 felt active and capable 
again. 1 rubbed my eyes and stretched my arms. I rose to my feet—I was a 
little Stitt'—and at once prepared to resume my search. I shouldered my 
golden clubs one on each shoulder and went on out of the ravine of the gold- 
veined rocks. 

'The sun was certainly lower, much lower than it had been, the air was 
very much cooler. I perceived 1 must have slept some time. It seemed to me 
that a faint touch of misty blueness hung about the western clilf. I leaped to 
a little boss of rock, and surveyed the crater. I could see no signs of 
mooncalves or Selenites, nor could 1 see c;)avor, but I could see my 
handkerchief afar off spread out on its thicket of thorns. I looked about me, 
and then sprang forward to the next convenient viewpoint. 

I beat my way round in a semicircle and back again in a still remoter 
crescent. It was very fatiguing and hopeless. The air was really much cooler 
and it seemed to me that the shadow under the westward cliff was growing 
broad, liver and again I stopped and reconnoitred, but there was no sign of 
flavor, no sign of Selenites, and it seemed to me the mooncalves must have 
been driven in to the interior again—I could see none of them. I became 
more and more desirous of seeing Cavor. 'Fhe winged outline ot the sun had 
sunk now until it was scarcely the distance of its diameter from the rim ot 
the sky. I w'as oppressed by the idea that the Selenites would presently close 
their lids and valves and shut us out under the inexorable onrush ot the 
lunar night. It seemed to me high lime that he abandoned his search and 
that we look counsel together. 1 fell how^ urgent it was that we should decide 
soon as to our course. We had failed to find the sphere, we no longer had 
time to seek it. Once these valves were closed, with us outside, we were lost 
men. 'I'he great night of space would descend upon us, that blackness of the 
void which is the only absolute death. All my being shrank from that 
approach. We must get into the moon again, though we were slain in doing 
it. I was haunted by a vision of our freezing to death, ot our hammering with 
our last strength on the valve of the great pit. 

I took no thought any more of the sphere. 1 thought only of finding (^avor 
again. I was half inclined to go back into the moon without him rather than 
seek him until it was too late. I was already halfway back towards our 
handkerchief, when suddenly- 

I saw the sphere! 
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I did not find it so much as it found me. It was lying much farther to ihe 
westward than I had gone and the sloping rays of the sinking sun reflected 
from its glass had suddenly proclaimed its presence in a dazzling beam, h'or 
an instant I thought this was some new device of the Selenites against us, 
and then I understood. 

I threw up my arms, shouted a ghostly shout and set olf in vast leaps 
towards it. 1 missed one of my leaps and dri>ppcd into a deep ravine and 
twisted my ankle and after that I stumbled at almost every leap. I was in a 
stale of hysterical agitation, trembling violently and quite breathless long 
before I got to it. I'liree times at least I had to stop with my hands resting on 
my sides, and in st')ite of the thin dryness of the air the perspiration was wet 
upon my face. 

I thought of nothing but the sphere until I reached it, I forgot even my 
trouble of C^avor's whereabouts. Aly last leap Hung me with my hands hard 
against its glass; then I lay against it panting and trying vainly to shout, 
'Cavor! Here is the sphere!' When 1 had recovered a little 1 peered through 
the thick glass and the things inside seemed tumbled. 1 sti^oped to peer 
closer. 'Then I attempted to gel in. 1 had to hoist it over a little to get my 
head through the manhiHe. The screw sti>ppcr was inside and I cinild see 
now that nothing had been touched, nothing had sutfered. It lay there as we 
had left it when we had dropped out amidst the snow, b'or a time I was 
wholly occupied in making and remaking this inventory. I found I was 
trembling violently. It was good to sec that familiar dark interior again! 1 
cannot tell you how good. Presently I crept inside and sal down anumg the 
things. I kH)kcd through the glass at the moon world and shivered. I placed 
up my gold clubs upon the bale and sought out and took a little food, not so 
much because I wanted it but because it was there. Then it occurred to me 
that it was time to go out and signal for ('avor. Hut I did not go out and 
signal for Cavor forthwith. Something held me to the sphere. 

After all, everything was coming right. There would still be time for us to 
gel more of the magic stone that gives one mastery over men. 'There was 
gold for the picking up, and the sphere would travel as well half full of gold 
as though it were empty. We could go back now masters i>f ourselves and 
our world, and then- 

I roused myself at last and with an effort got myself out of the sphere. I 
shivered as I emerged, for the evening air was growing very cold. I stood in 
the hollow, staring about me. I scrutinised the bushes round me very 
carefully before I leaped to the rocky shelf hard by and look once more what 
had been my first leap in the moon. But this lime I made it with no effort 
whatever. 

The growth and decay of the vegetation had gone on apace and the whole 
aspect of the rocks had changed, but still it was possible to make out the 
slope on which the seeds had germinated and the rocky mass from which we 
had taken our first view of the crater. Hut the spiky shrub on the slope stood 
brown and sere now and thirty feet high, and cast long shadows that 
stretched out of sight; and the little seeds that clustered in its upper 
branches were brown and ripe. Its work w^as done, it was brittle and ready to 
fall and crumple under the freezing air,-so soon as the nightfall came. And 
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the huge cacti that had swollen as we watched them had long since burst and 
scattered their spores to the four quarters of the moon. Amazing little 
corner in the universe—the landing place of men! 

Some day, thought I, I will have an inscription standing there right in the 
midst of the hollow. It came to me if only this teeming world within could 
know of the full import of that moment how curious its tumult would 
become! 

But as yet it could scarcely be dreaming of the significance of our coming, 
bor if it did the crater would surely be an uproar of pursuit. I looked 
about for some place from which I might signal ti^ Cavor, and saw that 
same patch of rock to which he had leaped from my present standpoint 
still bare and barren in the sun. For a moment I hesitated at going so 
far from the sphere. 'Fhen with a pang of shame at that hesitation 1 
leaped. . . . 

b'rom this vantage point I surveyed the crater again. Far away at the top 
of the eni)rmous shadow I cast was the little white handkerchief fluttering 
km the bushes. It was very little and very far. Cavor was not in sight. It 
seemed to me that by this time he ought io be looking for me. Thai was the 
agreement. But he was nowhere to be seen. 

I stood wailing and watching, hands shading my eyes, expecting every 
moment to distinguish him. Very probably I stood there for a long time. I 
tried to shout and was reminded of the thinness of the air. I made an 
undecided step back towards the sphere. But a lurking dread of the 
Selenites made me hesitate to signal my whereabouts by hoisting one of our 
sleeping blankets on to the adjacent scrub. My eyes searched the crater 
again. 

It had an eftect of emptiness that chilled me. All si'a.md of the Selenites in 
the world beneath had died away. It was as still as death. Save for the faint 
stir of the shrub about me in the little breeze that was rising, there was no 
sound, no shadmv of a stumd. And the breeze blew dull. 

(^)nfound ('.avor! 

I took a deep breath. I pul my hands to the sides of my mouth, '(.avorl' T 
bawled and the si)und was like some mannikin shouting tar away. 

I looked at the handkerchief, I looked behind me at the broadening 
shadow of the westward clilf, I looked under my hand at the sun. It seemed 
to me that almost visibly it was creeping down the sky. 

1 felt 1 must act instantly if I was to save (^avi^r. 1 whipped oil my vest and 
flung it as a mark on the sere bayonets of the shrubs behind me, and then set 
oft' in a straight line towards the handkerchief. Perhaps it was a couple of 
miles away—a matter of a few hundred leaps and strides. I have already told 
how one seemed to hang through those lunar leaps. In each suspense I 
sought Cavor and marvelled wiiy he should be hidden. In each leap I could 
feel the sun setting behind me. Fach time I touched the ground I was 
tempted to go back. 

A last leap and I was in the depression below our handkerchief, a stride 
and I stood on our former vantage point within arm s reach of it. I stood up 
straight and scanned the w'orld about me, between its lengthening bars o 
shadow. Far away, down a long declivity, was the opening of the tunnel up 
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which we had fled, and my shadow reached towards it, reached towards it 
and touched it like a finger of the night. 

Not a sign of Cavor, not a sound in all the stillness, only that the stir and 
waving of the scrub and of the shadows increased. And suddenly and 
violently I shivered. ‘Cav’—’ I began and realised once more the uselessness 
of the human voice in that thin air. 

Silence. 'I'he silence of death. 

I'hen it was my eye caught something—a little thing, lying perhaps fifty 
yards away down the slope, amidst a litter of bent and broken branches. 
What was it? I knew, and yet for some reason I would not know. 

I went nearer to it. It was the little cricket cap Cavor had worn. I did not 
touch it. I stood looking at it. 

I saw then that the scattered branches about it had been forcibly smashed 
and trampled. I hesitated, stepped forward and picked it up. 

I stood with Cavor’s cap in my hand, staring at the trampled reeds and 
thorns about me. On some of them were little smears of something 
dark, something that I dared not touch. A dozen yards away, perhaps, the 
rising breeze dragged something into view, something small and vividly 
white. 

It was a little piece of paper crumpled as though it had been clutched 
tightly. I picked it up, and on it were smears of red. My eye caught faint 
pencil marks. I smoothed it out and saw uneven and broken writing ending 
at last in a crooked streak upon the paper. 

I set myself to decipher this. 

‘I have been injured about the knee, 1 think my kneecap is hurt, and 1 
cannot run or crawl,’ it began—pretty distinctly written. 

Then less legibly: ‘'Fhey have been chasing me for some time and it is 
only a question of—the word ‘time’ seemed to have been written here and 
erased in favour of something illegible—‘before they get me. I'hey are 
beating all about me.’ 

'Fhen the writing became convulsive. ‘1 can hear them,’ I guessed the 
tracing meant; and then it was quite unreadable for a space. 'Fhen came a 
little string of words that were quite distinct, ‘a different sort of Selenite 
altogether, who appear to be directing the—’ The writing became a mere 
hasty confusion again. 

‘'I'hey have larger brain cases—^much larger, and slender bodies and very 
short legs. They make gentle noises and move with organised de¬ 
liberation. . . . 

‘And though I am wounded and helpless here, their appearance still gives 
me hope.’ That was like Cavor. ‘They have not shot at me or attempted— 
injury. I intend-’ 

Then came the sudden streak of the pencil across the paper, and on the 
back and edges—blood! 

And as I stood there, stupid and perplexed, with this dumbfounding relic 
in my hand, something very, very soft and light and chill touched my hand 
for a moment and ceased to be, and then a thing, a little white speck drifted 
athwart a shadow. It was a tiny snowflake, the first snowflake, the herald of 
the night. 
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I looked up with a start and the sky had darkened now almost to blackness 
and was thick with a gathering multitude ol* coldly watchful stars. I looked 
eastward, and the light of that shrivelled world was touched with a sombre 
bronze, westward, and the sun—robbed now by a thickening while mist of 
half its heat and splendour—was touching the crater rim, was sinking out of 
sight and all the shrubs and jagged and tumbled rocks stood out against it in 
a bristling disorder of black shapes. Into the great lake of darkness 
westward, a vast wreath of mist was sinking. A cold wind set all the crater 
shivering. Suddenly for a moment I was in a puff of falling snow and all the 
world about me grey and dim. 

And then it was I heard, not loud and penetrating as at first, but faint and 
dim like a dying voice, that tolling, that same tolling that had welcomed the 
coming of the day: Hoorn. . .. Boom. ... Boom.... 

It went about the crater; it seemed to throb with the throbbing of the 
greater stars: the blood-red crescent of the sun’s disc sank as it tolled out: 
Boom. . . . Boom. . . . Boom. . . . 

What had happened to (’avor? All through that tolling 1 stood there 
stupidly, and at last the lolling ceased. And suddenly the open mouth of the 
tunnel down below there shut like an eye and vanished out of sight. 

'I'hen indeed was I alone. 

Over me, about me, closing in on me, embracing me ever nearer, was the 
Internal, that which was before the beginning and that which triumphs over 
the end; that enormous void in which all light and life and being is but the 
thin and vanishing splendour of a falling star, the cold, the stillness, the 
silence—the infinite and final Night of space. 

'The sense of solitude and desolation became the sense of an over¬ 
whelming Presence, that stooped towards me, that almost touched me. 

‘No/ 1 cried, ‘no! Not yet! not yet! VC'aii. \X ait! Oh wait!’ My voice went 
up to a faint shriek. I flung the crumpled paper fnmi me, scrambled back to 
the crest to lake my bearings, and then, with all the will that was in me, 
leaped out towards the mark I had left, dim and distant now in the very 
margin of the shadow. 

Leap, leap, leap, and each leap was seven ages. 

Before me the pale serpent-girdled sector i>f the sun sank and sank and 
the advancing shadow swept to seize the sphere before I could reach it. I 
was two miles away—a hundred leaps or more—and the air about me was 
thinning out as it thins under an air pump, and the cold was gripping at my 
joints. But had I died, I should have died leaping. Once, and then again my 
fool slipped on the gathering snow and shortened my leap; once 1 fell short 
into bushes that crashed and smashed into dusty chips and nothingness, and 
imce 1 stumbled as 1 dropped and rolled head over heels into a gully and 
rose bruised and bleeding and confused as to my direction. 

But such incidents were as nothing to the intervals, thi^se awful pauses 
when one drifted through the air towards that pouring tide i^f night. M> 
breathing made a piping noise, and it was as though knives were whirling in 
my lungs. My heart seemed to beat against the top of my brain. Shall I 
reach it? Oh Heaven! shall I reach it?’ 

My whole being became anguish. 
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‘Lie down,’ screamed my pain and despair, ‘lie down.’ 

The nearer I struggled, the more impossibly remote it seemed. I W'as 
numb, I stumbled, I bruised and cut myself and did not bleed. 

It was in sight. 

I fell on all fours and my lungs whooped. 

I crawled. 'I’hc frost gathered on my lips, icicles hung from my 
moustache and beard, I was white with the freezing atmosphere. 

I was a dozen yards from it. My eyes had become dim. ‘Lie down,’ 
screamed despair, ‘lie down!’ 

I touched it and halted. ‘'I’oo late!’ screamed despair, ‘lie down!’ 

I fought stiflly with it. I was on the manhole lip, a stupefied, half dead 
being. The snow was all about me. I pulled myself in. 'fhere lurked within a 
little warmer air. 'I’he snowfiakes—the airtiakes—danced in about me, as I 
tried with chilling hands to thrust the valve in and spin it tight and hard. I 
sobbed, ‘I ti’///.’ I chattered on my teeth, and then with fingers that quivered 
and felt brittle I turned to the shutter studs. 

As I fumbled with the switches—for 1 had never controlled them 
before—1 could see dimly through the steaming glass, the blazing red 
streamers of the sinking sun, dancing and llickcring through the snowstorm 
and the black forms of the scrub thickening and bending and breaking 
beneath the accumulating snow. 'I'hicker whirled the snow and thicker, 
black against the light. What if even now the switches overcame me? 

Then something clicked under my hands and in an instant that last vision 
of the moon world was hidden from my eyes. I was in the silence and 
darkness of the inter-planetary sphere. 
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MR BHDh'ORO IN INFlNi rii SPACH 

It was almost as though I had been killed. Indeed I could imagine a man 
suddenly and violently killed would feel very much as I did. One moment, a 
passion of agonising existence and fear; the next, darkness and stillness, 
neither light nor life nor sun, moon nor stars, the black Infinite. Although 
the thing was done by my own act, although I had already tasted this very 
eft'ect in Cavor’s company, I felt astonished, dumbfounded and over¬ 
whelmed. I seemed to be borne upwards into an enormous darkness. My 
fingers floated off the studs, I hung as if 1 were annihilated, and at last very 
softy and gently I came against the bale and the golden chain and the 
crowbars that had drifted to the middle of the sphere. 

I do not know how long that drifting took. In the sphere, of course, even 
more than on the moon one’s earthly time-sense was incfteetual. At the 
touch of the bale it was as if I had awakened from a dreamless sleep. I 
immediately perceived that if I wanted to keep awake and alive I must get a 
light or open a window so as to get a grip of something with my eyes. And 
besides I was cold. I kicked off from the bale therefore, clawed on to the thin 
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cords within the glass, crawled along until I got to the manhole rim, and so 
got my bearings tor the light and blind studs, took a shove off, and flying 
once round the bale and getting a scare from something big and flimsy that 
was drifting loose, I got my hand on the cord quite close to the studs and 
reached them. 1 lit the little lamp first of all to see what it was I had collided 
with, and discovered that old copy of Lloyd^s Nezvs had slipped its 
moorings, and was adrift in the void. That brought me out of the Infinite to 
my own proper dimensions again. It made me laugh and pant for a time and 
suggested the idea of a little oxygen from one of the cylinders. After that I lit 
the heater until I felt warm and then I took food, lunally I set to work in a 
very gingerly fashion on the C:avoritc blinds to see if I could guess by any 
means how the sphere was travelling. 

'rhe first blind I opened I shut at once, and hung for a time flattened and 
blinded by the sunlight that had hit me. After thinking a little I started upon 
the windows at right angles to this one, and got the huge crescent moon and 
the second time the little crescent earth behind it. I was amazed to find how 
far I was fri^m the minin. I had reckoned that not only should I have little or 
none of the ‘kick-ofl” that the earth’s atmosphere had given us at our start, 
but that the tangential ‘fly-oir of the moon's spin would be at least twenty- 
eight times less than the earth's. I had expected ti> discover myself hanging 
over our crater and on the edge of the night, but all that was now only a part 
of the outline of the white crescent that filled the sky. And Cavor-? 

He was already infinitesimal. 

I tried to imagine what could have happened to him. But at that time I 
could think of nothing but death. I seemed to see him bent and smashed at 
the foot of some interminably high cascade of blue. And all about him the 
stupid insects stared. . . . 

Under the inspiring touch of the drifting newspaper I became very 
practical again for a while. It was quite clear to me that what I had to do was 
to get back to earth, but as far as 1 could see I was drifting away Irom it. 
Whatever had happened to (^avor, even if he was still alive, which seemed to 
me incredible after that blood-stained scrap, I was powerless to help him. 
riiere he was, living or dead behind the mantle ol that rayless night, and 
there he must remain at least until I could summon our iellow-men to his 
assistance. Should I do (hat? Something of the sort I had in my mind; to 
come back to earth, if it were possible, and then as maturer consideration 
might determine, either to show and explain the sphere to a tew discreet 
persons and act with them, or else to keep my secret, sell my gold, obtain 
weapons, provisions and an assistant, and return with these advantages to 
deal on equal terms with the flimsy people ot the moon; to rescue (^avor it 
that were still possible, and at any rate to procure a sutficient supply ot gold 
to place my subsequent proceedings on a firmer basis. 

But that was hoping far; I had first to get back. I set mysell to decide just 
exactly how the return to earth could be contrived. As I struggled with that 
problem I ceased to worry about what I shoukl do when I got there. M\ 
only care was to get back. 

I puzzled out at last that my best chance would be to drop back towards 
the moon as near as I dared in order to gather velocity, then to shut my 
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windows and lly behind it, and when I was past to open my earthward 
windows and so get ott*at a good pace homeward. But whether I should ever 
reach the earth by that device or whether I might simply Hnd myself 
spinning about it in some hyperbolic or parabolic curve or other, I could not 
tell. Later I had a happy inspiration, and by opening certain windows to the 
moon, which had appeared in the sky in front of the earth, 1 turned my 
course aside so as to head oil' the earth, behind which without some such 
expedient it had become evident to me 1 must pass. I did a very great deal of 
complicated thinking over these problems—for I am no mathematician— 
and in the end I am certain it was much mi>re my good luck than my 
reasoning that enabled me to hit the earth. Had I known then, as I know 
now, the mathematical chances that were against me, I doubt if I should 
have troubled even to touch the studs io make any attempt. And having 
puzzled out what I considered the thing to do, I opened all my moonward 
windows, and squatted down—the elfort lifted me for a lime some fool or so 
into the air and I hung there in the oddest way—and waited tor the crescent 
to gel bigger and bigger until I felt I was near enough for safely. 'I'hen I 
would shut the windows, lly past the moon with the veliKity I had got from 
it—if I did not smash upon it—and so go on towards the earth. 

And that is what I did. 

At last I felt my moonward start was sutiicienl. I shut out the sight of the 
moon from my eyes, and in a state i^f mind that was, I now recall, incredibly 
free from anxiety or any distressful quality, 1 sal down to begin a vigil in 
that little speck of matter in infinite space that would last until I should 
strike the earth. 'I'he heater had made the sphere tolerably warm, the air had 
been refreshed by the oxygen, and except for that faint congestion of the 
head that was always with me while 1 was away from earth, I felt entire 
physical comfort. I had extinguished the light again lest it should fail me in 
the end; I was in darkness save for the earihshine and the glitter i^f the stars 
below me. Kverything was so absolutely silent and still that I might indeed 
have been the only being in the universe, and yet, strangely enough, I had 
no more feeling of loneliness or fear than if I had been lying in bed on earth. 
Now this seems all the stranger to me since during my last hours in the 
crater of the moon the sense of my utter loneliness had been an agony. . . . 

Incredible as it will seem, this interval of time that 1 spent in space has no 
sort of proportion to any other interval of time in my life. Sometimes it 
seemed as though I sat through immeasurable eternities like some god upon 
a lotus leaf, and again as though there was a momentary pause as I 
journeyed from moon to earth. In truth, it was altogether some weeks of 
earthly time. But I had done with care and anxiety, hunger or fear, for that 
space. I floated, thinking with a strange breadth and freedom of all that we 
had undergone and of all my life and motives and the secret issues of my 
being. I seemed to myself to have grown greater and greater, to have lost all 
sense of movement, to be floating amidst the stars; and always the sense of 
earth’s littleness and the infinite littineess of my life upon it, was in my 
thoughts. 

I can’t profess to explain what happened in my mind. No doubt it could 
all be traced directly or indirectly to the curious physical conditions under 
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which I was living. I set it down here just for what it is worth and without 
any comment . The most prominent quality of it was a pervading doubt of 
my own identity. I became, if I may so express it, dissociate from Bedford, I 
looked down on liedford as a trivial incidental thing with which 1 chanced 
to be connected, I saw Bedford in many relations—as an ass or as a poor 
beast where I had hitherto been inclined to regard him with a quiet pride as 
a very spirited and rather forcible person. I saw him not only as an ass, but 
as the son of many generations of asses. 1 reviewed his schooldays and his 
early manhood and his first encounter with love very much as one might 

review the priKeedings of an ant in the sand_1 regret that something of 

that period oi' lucidity still hangs about me, and I doubt if I shall ever 
recover the full-blooded self-satisfaction of my early days. But at the time, 
the thing was niU in the least painful, because 1 had that extraordinary 
persuasion that as a matter of fact I was no more Bedford than 1 was anyone 
else, but only a mind floating in the still serenity of space. Why should I be 
disturbed abiml this Bedford’s shortcomings? I was not responsible for him 
or them. 

h'or a lime I struggled against this really very grotesque delusion. I tried 
to summon the memory of vivid mimenis, of lender or intense emotions to 
my assistance; I felt that if I could recall one genuine twinge of feeling the 
growing rupture would be slopped. But I eouk\ not do it. 1 saw Bedford 
rushing down ("hancery Lane, hat on the back of his head, coat tails flying 
out, cti route l\)r his public e.xainination. I saw him dodging and bumping 
against and even saluting other similar little creatures in that swarming 
gutter of people. Ale? I saw Bedford that same evening in the sitting-room 
of a certain lady, and his hat was on the table beside him and it badly wanted 
brushing and he was in tears. Ale? I saw him with that lady in various 
attitudes and emotions—I never felt so detached before. ... I saw him 
hurrying off to I .ympne to write a play, and accosting flavor, and in his shirt 
sleeves working at the sphere, and walking out to Canterbury because he 
was afraid to come. Ale? 1 did not believe it. 

I still reasi)ned that all this was hallucination due to my solitude and the 
fact that 1 had U>st all weight and sense of resistance. I had endeavoured to 
recover that sense by hanging myself about the sphere, by pinchii^.g my 
hands and clasping them together. Among other things I lit the light, 
captured that lorn copy t)f IJoyd's and read those convincingly realist 
advertisements again, about the Cutaway bicycle, and the gentleman of 
private means and the lady in distress who was selling those forks and 
spoons.' rhere was no doubt titty existed surely enough, and, said I: 1 his 
is your world, and you are Bedford and you are going back to live among 
things like that for all the rest of your life.’ But the doubts within me could 
still argue: 'It is not you that is reading, it is Bedford—but n?// ore Ptcdjotd^ 
you know, 'fhal’s just where the mistake comes in.’ 

‘Confound it!’ I cried, 'and if I am not Bedford, what out I.*' 

But in that direction no light was forthcoming, though the strangest 
fancies came drifting into my brain, queer remote suspicions like shadows 
seen from far away. ... Do you know I had an idea that really 1 was 
something quite outside not only the world, but all worlds, and out of space 
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and lime, and that this poor Bedford was just a peephole through which I 
looked at life.... 

Bedford! However I disavowed him, there I was most certainly bound up 
with him, and I knew that wherever and whatever I might be I must needs 
feel the stress of his desires and sympathise with all his joys and sorrows 
until his life should end. And with the dying of Bedford—what then?^. . . 

Imough of this remarkable phase of my experiences. 1 tell it here simply 
to show how one’s isolation and departure from this planet touched not only 
the functions and feeling of every organ of the body but indeed also the very 
fabric of the mind with strange and unanticipated disturbances. All through 
the major portion of that vast space-ji>urney I hung thinking of such 
immaterial things, hung dissociated and apathetic, a cloudy megalomaniac 
as it were, amidst the stars and planets in the void of space, and not only the 
world to which I was returning, but the blue-lit caverns of the Selenites, 
their helmet faces, their gigantic and wonderful machines, and the fate of 
Cavor, dragged helpless into that world, were facts inlinitcly minute and 
altogether trivial. 

Until at last I began to feel the pull of the earth upon my being, drawing 
me back again to the life that is real for men. And then indeed it grew clearer 
and clearer to me that I was quite certainly Bedford after all, and returning 
after amazing adventures to this world of i>urs, and with a life that 1 was very 
likely to lose in this return. I set myself to puzzle out the conditiims under 
which I must fall to earth. 
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MR Iih:DhORD A'f I J'lTLHS fONH 

My line of flight was about parallel with the surface as 1 came into the upper 
air. The temperature of the sphere began to rise forthwith. I knew it 
behoved me to drop at once. Far below me in a darkling twilight stretched a 
great expanse of sea. I t)pened every window I could and fell—out oi* 
sunshine into evening and out of evening into night. Vaster grew the earth 
and vaster, swallowing up the stars, and the silvery translucent starlit veil of 
cloud it wore spread out to catch me. At last the world seemed no longer a 
sphere, but flat, and then concave. It was no longer a planet in the sky, but 
the world of Man. I shut all but an inch or so of earthward window and 
dropped with a slackening velocity. 'I'hc broadening water, now so near that 
I could see the dark glitter of the waves, rushed up to meet me. 1 snapped 
the last strip of window and sat scowling and biting my knuckles waiting for 
the impact.... 

The sphere hit the water with a huge splash: it must have sent it fathoms 
high. At the splash I flung the Cavoritc shutters open. Down I went, but 
slower and slower, and then I felt the sphere pressing against my feet and so 
drove up again as a bubble drives. And at the last I was floating and rocking 
upon the surface of the sea and my journey in space was at an end. 
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1 he night was dark and overcast. 1 wo yellow pin-points far away showed 
the passing of a ship, and nearer was a red glare that came and went. Mad not 
the electricity of my glow lamp exhausted itself, I could have got picked up 
that night. In spite ol the inordinate fatigue 1 was beginning to feel, 1 was 
excited now and lor a time hopeful in a feverish, impatient way that so my 
travelling might end. 

Hut at last I ceased to mi^ve about, and sat, wrists on knees, staring at a 
distant red light. It swayed up and down, rocking, rocking. My excitement 
passed. I realised I had yet to spend at least another night in the sphere. I 
perceived myself infinitely heavy and fatigued. And so 1 fell asleep. 

A change in my rhythmic motietn awakened me. 1 peered through the 
refracting glass and saw that I had come aground upon a huge shallow of 
sand, bar away I saw houses and trees, and seaward a curveil vague 
disti>rlion i^f a ship hung between sea and sky. 

I stood up and staggered. My one desire was to emerge. 'The manhole was 
upward and I wrestled with the screw. Slowly I opened the manhole. At last 
the air was singing in again as once it had sung out. Hut this time 1 did not 
wait until the pressure was adjusted. In another nu>ment I had the weight of 
the window lui my hands and it was open, wide open, to the old familiar sky 
of earth. 

'The air hit me vm the chest so that I gasped. I dropped the glass screw. I 
cried out, put my hands to my chest and sat down, b'or a time I was in pain. 
'Then 1 took deep breaths. At last I could rise and move about again. 

I tried to thrust my head through the manhole, and the sphere rolled 
over. It was as though something had lugged my head down as it emerged. I 
ducked back sharply or 1 sluuild have been pinned face under water. After 
some wriggling and shoving I managed to crawl out upon sand, over which 
the retreating waves still came and went. 

1 did not attempt to stand up. It seemed to me that my body must be 
suddenly changed to lead. Mother b:arth had her grip on me now—no 
('avtirite intervening. I sat down heedless ol the water that came over m> 
feet. 

It was dawn, a grey dawn, rather overcast but shmving here and there a 
long patch of greenish grey. Some way out a ship was lying at anchor, a pale 
silhouette of a ship with one yellow light. 'The water came rippling in in long 
shallow waves. Away to the right curved the land, a shingle bank with little 
hovels, and at last a lighthouse, a sailing mark and a point. Inland stretched 
a space of level sand, broken here and there by pools oi water and ending a 
mile away perhaps in low shore of scrub. To the north-east some isolated 
watering-place was visible; a row of gaunt lodging houses, the tallest objects 
that I could see on earth, dull dabs against the brightening sky. What 
strange men can have reared these vertical piles in such an amplitude 
of space 1 do not know, 'bhere they are like pieces i>l Hrighlon lost in the 
waste. 

bor a long time I sat there, yawning and rubbing my face. At last I 
struggled to rise. It made me feel that I was lilting a weight. I stood up. 

1 stared at the distant houses, b'or the first time since our starvation in the 
crater I thought of earthly food. ‘Bacon,’ I whispered, ‘eggs. C}ood toast and 
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good coffee.... And how the devil am I going to get all this stuff to Lympe?’ 
I wondered where I was. It was an east shore, anyhow, and I had seen 
Europe before I dropped. 

I heard footsteps crunching in the sand and a little round-faced friendly 
looking man in flannels, with a bathing towel wrapped about his shoulders 
and his bathing dress over his arm, appeared up the beach. I knew instantly 
that I must be in Imgland. He was staring most intently at the sphere and 
me. He advanced, staring. I dare say I looked a ferocious savage enough— 
dirty, unkempt to an indescribable degree, but it did not occur to me at the 
time. He stopped at a distance of twenty yards. ‘Hul-lo, my man!’ he said 
doubtfully. 

‘Hullo yourself!’ said I. 

He advanced reassured by that. ‘What on earth is that thing?’ he asked. 

‘Can you tell me where I am?’ I asked. 

‘That’s Littlcstone,’ he said, pointing to the houses; ‘and that’s 
Dungcncss! Have you just landed? What’s that thing you’ve got? Some sort 
of machine?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Have you floated ashore? Have you been wrecked or something? What is 
it?’ 

I meditated swiftly. I made an estimate of the little man's appearance as 
he drew nearer. ‘By jovc!’ he said, ‘you’ve had a time of it! I thought you— 
Well— Where were vou east away? Is that a sort of floating thing for saving 
life?’ 

1 decided to take that line for the present. 1 made a few vague affirmatives. 
‘1 want help,’ I said hoarsely. ‘I want to get some stuff’up the beach—stuff I 
can’t very well leave about.’ I became aware of three other pleasant looking 
young men with towels, blazers and straw hats coming down the sand 
towards me. Evidently the early bathing section of this I jttlcstone. 

‘Help!’ said the young man; ‘rather!’ He became vaguely active. ‘What 
particularly do you want done?’ He turned round and gesticulated. 'The 
three ytmng men accelerated their pace. In a minute they were about me 
plying me with questions I was disinclined to answer. ‘I’ll tell all that later,’ 
I said. ‘I’m dead beat. I’m a rag.’ 

‘C^omc up to the hotel,’ said the foremost little man. ‘We’ll look after that 
thing there.’ 

I hesitated. ‘I can’t,’ I said. ‘In that sphere there’s tw^o big bars of 
gold.’ 

'I'hey looked incredulously at one another, then at me with a new^ inquiry. 
I went to the sphere, stooped, crept in and presently they had the Sclenitcs’ 
crowbars and the broken chain before them. If I had not been so horribly 
fagged I could have laughed at them. It was like kittens round a beetle. 
They didn’t know what to do with the stuff. The fat little man stooped and 
lifted the end of one of the bars and then drooped it with a grunt. Then they 
all did. 

‘It’s lead or gold!’ said one. 

‘Oh, it’s gold!’ said another. 

‘Gold right enough,’ said the third. 
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'fhcn they all stared at me and then they all stared at the ship lying at 
anchor. 

‘I say!’ cried the little man. ‘But where did you get that?’ 

I was too tired to keep up a lie. ‘I got it in the moon.’ 

I saw them stare at one another. 

‘Look here!’ said I, ‘I’m not going to argue now. Help me carry these 
lumps of gold to the hotel—I guess with rests two of you can manage one 
and I’ll trail this chain thing—and I’ll tell you more when I’ve had some 
food.’ 

‘And how about that thing?' 

‘It won’t hurt there,’ 1 said. ‘Anyhow—confound it!—it must stop there 
now. If the tide comes up, it will float all right.' 

And in a state i^f enormi^us wonderment these young men most 
obediently hoisted my treasures on their shoulders, and with limbs that felt 
like lead I headed a processiim towards that distant fragment of‘sea-front.' 
Halfway there we were reinforced by two awe-stricken little girls with 
spades, and later appeared a lean little bijy with a penetrating snilf. I le was, 
1 remember, wheeling a bicycle and he accompanied us at a distance of 
about a hundred yards on our right flank and then 1 suppose gave us up as 
uninteresting, mounted his bicycle and rode olfover the level sands in the 
direction of the sphere. 

1 glanced back at him. 

‘He won't touch it,' said the stout young man reassuringly, and 1 was only 
too willing to be reassured. 

At first something of the grey of the morning was in my mind, but 
presently the sun disengaged itself from the level clotids of the hi>rizon and 
lit the world and turned the leaden sea to glittering waters. My spirits rose. 
A sense of the vast importance of the things 1 had done and had yet to do 
came with the sunlight into my mind. I laughed aloud as the foremost man 
staggered under my gold. \X'hen indeed 1 took my place in the world, how 
amazed the world would be! 

If it had not been for my inordinate fatigue the landlord of the Litllestone 
hotel would have been amusing as he hesitated between my gold and my 
respectable company on one hand and my filthy appearance on the other. 
But at last I found myself in a terrestrial bathroom once more; had warm 
water to wash myself with and a change of raiment, preposteri>usly small 
indeed, but clean, that the genial little man had lent me. I le lent me a razor, 
too, but I could nt)t screw up the resolution to attack even the outposts of 
the bristling beard that covered my face. 

I sat down to an Imglish breakfast and ate with a sort of languid appetite, 
my appetite many weeks old and very decrepit, and stirred myself to answer 
the questions of the four young men. And I told them the truth. 

‘Well,’ said I, ‘as you press me—I got it in the moon.' 

‘'I'hc moon?’ 

‘Yes, the moon in the sky.’ 

‘But how do you mean?’ 

‘What I say, confound it!’ 

‘'I'hat you have just come from the moon?’ 



The First Men in the Moon 


35 ^ 

‘Exactly! through space—in that ball.’ And I took a delicious mouthful of 
egg. I made a private note that when I went back to the moon I would take a 
box of eggs. 

I could see clearly that they did not believe one word of what I told them, 
but evidently they considered me the most respectable liar they had ever 
met. 'rhey glanced at one another and then concentrated the fire of their 
eyes on me. I fancy they expected a clue to me in the way I helped myself to 
salt. They seemed to find something significant in my peppering my egg. 
Those strangely shaped masses of gold they had staggered under held their 
minds. There the lumps lay in front of me, each worth thousands of pounds 
and as impossible for anyone to steal as a house or a piece of land. As I 
looked at their curious faces over my coffee cup I realised something of the 
enormous wilderness of explanations into which 1 should have to wander to 
render myself comprehensible again. 

‘You don’t really mean,’ began the youngest young man in the tone of one 
who speaks to an obstinate child. 

‘Just pass me that toast rack,’ 1 said, and shut him up completely. 

‘Hut look here, I say,’ began one of the others. ‘We’re not going to believe 
that, you know.’ 

‘Ah, well,’ said I, and shrugged my shoulders. 

‘He doesn’t want to tell us,’ said the youngest young man in a stage voice 
aside, and then with an appearance of great safii^-/roiJ: ‘You don’t mind if I 
have a cigarette?’ 

I waved him a cordial assent, and proceeded with my breakfast. 'I'wo of 
the others went and looked out of the farther window and talked inaudibly. 
I was struck by a thought. ‘'I’hc tide,’ I said, ‘is running out?’ 

There was a pause as to who should answer me. ‘It’s near the ebb,’ said 
the fat little man. 

‘Well, anyhow,’ I said, ‘it won’t float far.’ 

I decapitated my third egg and began a little speech. ‘Look here,’ I said. 
‘Please don’t imagine I’m surly or telling you uncivil lies or anything of that 
sort. I’m forced almost to be a little short and mysterious. I can quite 
understand this is as queer as it can be and that your imaginations must be 
going it. I can assure you, you’re in at a memorable time. But I can’t make it 
clear to you now'—it’s impossible. I give you my word of honour I’ve come 
from the moon, and that’s all I can tell you. . . . All the same I’m 
tremendously obliged to you, you know, tremendously. I hope that my 
manner hasn’t in any way given you offence.’ 

‘Oh no, not in the least!’ said the youngest young man affably. ‘We can 
quite understand,’ and staring hard at me all the time he heeled his chair 
back until it very nearly upset, and recovered with some exertion. ‘Not a bit 
of it,’ said the fat young man. ‘Don’t you imagine that!’ and they all got up 
and dispersed and walked about and lit cigarettes and generally tried to 
show' they were perfectly amiable and disengaged and entirely free from the 
slightest curiosity about me and the sphere. ‘I’m going to keep an eye on 
that ship out there all the same,’ I heard one of them remarking in an 
undertone. If only they could have forced themselves to it they would, I 
believe, even have gone out and left me. I went on with my third egg. 
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‘The weather,’ the fat little man remarked presently, ‘has been immense, 
has it not? I don’t know when we have had such a summer... 

Phoo-whizz! Like a tremendous rocket! 

And somewhere a window was broken.. .. 

‘What’s that?’ said I. 

‘It isn’t-?’ cried the little man and rushed to the corner window. 

All the others rushed to the window likewise. I sat staring at them. 

Suddenly I leaped up, knocked over my third egg, and rushed for the 
window also. 1 had just thought of something. ‘Nothing to be seen there,' 
cried the little man, rushing for the door. 

‘It’s that boy!’ I cried, bawling in hoarse fury; it’s that accursed boy!’ and 
turning about I pushed the waiter aside—he was just bringing me some 
more ti^ast—and rushed violently out of the room and down and out upon 
the queer little esplanade in front of the hotel. 

'I’he sea, which had been smooth, was rough now with hurrying cats’ 
paws, and all about where the sphere had been was tumbled water like the 
w^ake of a ship. Above, a little puff of cloud w hirled like dispersing smoke, 
and the three or four people on the beach were staring up w ith interrogative 
faces towards the point of that unexpected report. And that was all! Hoots 
and waiter and the four young men in blazers came rushing out behind me. 
Shouts came from windmvs and doors and all sorts of worrying people came 
into sight—agape. 

P’or a time 1 stood there too overwhelmed by this new development to 
think of the people. At first 1 was too stunned to see the thing as any definite 
disaster—I was just stunned as a man is by some accidental violent blow. It 
is only afterw'ards he begins to appreciate his speciltc injury. 

‘Good Lord!’ 

I felt as though somebody was pouring funk out of a can dow n the back of 
my neck. My legs became feeble. 1 had got the first intimation of w hat the 
disaster meant for me. 'fherc was that confounded boy—sky high! I was 
utterly ‘left.’ There was the gold in the coffee room, my only possession on 
earth. How' would it all work out? 'I’he general effect w-as of a gigantic 
unmanageable confusion. 

‘I say,’ said the voice of the little man behind, ‘I say, you know .' 

I wheeled about and there were twenty or thirty people all bombarding 
me with dumb interrogation, with infinite doubt and suspicion. I felt the 
compulsion of their eyes intolerably. I groaned aloud. 

‘I cu//’/,’ I shouted. ‘I tell you I can’t! I’m not equal to it! You must puzzle 
and—and be damned to you!’ 

I gesticulated convulsively. He receded a step as though 1 had threatened 
him. I made a bolt through them into the hotel. 1 charged back into the 
coffee room, rang the bell furiously. I gripped the waiter as he entered. ‘D’y 
hear?’ I shouted. ‘Get help and carry these bars up to my room right away.’ 

He failed to understand me and I shouted and raved at him. A scared 
looking little old man in a green apron appeared and two of the young men 
in flannels. I made a dash at them and commandeered their services. As 
soon as the gold was in my room 1 felt free to quarrel. ‘Now get out,’ 1 
shouted; ‘all o’ you get out if you don’t want to see a man go mad before 
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your eyes!’ And I helped the waiter by the shoulder as he hesitated in the 
doorway. And then as soon as I had the door locked on them all I tore off the 
little man’s clothes again, shied them right and left, and got into bed 
forthwith. And there I lay swearing and panting and cooling for a long time. 

At last I was calm enough to gel out of bed and ring up the round-eyed 
waiter for a flannel nightshirt, a soda and whisky and some good cigars. And 
these things being procured after an exasperating delay that drove me 
several limes to the bell, I locked the door again and proceeded very 
deliberately to look the entire situation in the face. 

The net result of the great experiment presented itself as an absolute 
failure. It was a rout and I was the sole survivor. It was an absolute collapse 
and this was the final disaster. 'I'here was nothing for it but to save myself, 
and as much as I could in the way of prospects from our debacle. At one fatal 
crowning blow all my vague resolutions of return and recovery had 
vanished. My intention of going back to the moon, of getting a sphereful of 
gold and afterwards (ff having a fragment of C'avorite analysed and so 
recovering the great secret, perhaps finally even of recovering (’avor’s body, 
all these ideas vanished altogether. 

I was the sole survivor, and that was all. 

I think that going to bed was one of the luckiest ideas I have ever had in an 
emergency, I really believe I should either have got looseheaded or done 
some fatal, indiscreet thing. Hut there, locked in and secure from all 
interruption I could think out the position in all its bearings and make my 
arrangements at leisure. 

Of course what had happened to the boy was quite clear to me. He had 
crawled into the sphere, meddled with the studs, shut the Cavorite windows 
and gone up. It was highly improbable he had screwed in the manhole 
stopper, and even if he had the chances were a thousand to one against his 
gelling back. It was fairly evident that he would gravitate with my bales to 
somewhere near the middle of the sphere and remain there and so cease to 
be a legitimate terrestrial interest, however remarkable he might seem to the 
inhabitants of some remoter quarter of space. I very speedily convinced 
myself on that point. And as for any responsibility I might have in the 
matter, the more I reflected the dearer it became that if only I kept quiet, I 
need not trouble myself about that. If I was faced by sorrowing parents 
demanding their lost boy, I had merely to demand my lost sphere—or ask 
them what they meant. At first I had had a vision of weeping parents and 
guardians and all sorts of complications, but now I saw that I simply had to 
keep my mouth shut and nothing in that way could arise. And indeed the 
more I lay and smoked and thought the more evident became the wisdom of 
impenetrability. 

It is within the right of every British citizen, provided he does not commit 
damage nor indecorum, to appear suddenly wherever he pleases and as 
ragged and filthy as he pleases, and with whatever amount of virgin gold he 
sees fit to encumber himself, and no one has any right at all to hinder and 
detain him in this procedure. I formulated that at last to myself and 
repeated it over as a sort of private Magna Charta of my liberty. 
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Once I had put that issue on one side I could take up and consider in an 
equable manner certain considerations I had scarcely dared think of before, 
namely, those arising out of the circumstances of my bankruptcy. But now 
looking at this matter calmly and at leisure, could see that if only I 
suppressed my identity by a temporary assumption of some less well-known 
name, and retained my two months' beard, the risks of any annoyance from 
the spiteful creditors to whom 1 have already alluded became very small 
indeed. h>om that to a definite course of rational worldly action was plain 
sailing. It was all amazingly petty, no doubt, but what was there remaining 
for me to do? Whatever I did I was resolved that 1 would keep myself level 
and right side up. 

I ordered up writing materials and addressed a letter to the new Romney 
bank—the nearest, the waiter informed me—telling the manager I wished 
to open an account with him and requesting him to send two trustworthy 
persims properly authenticated in a cab w'ith a good horse to fetch some 
hundredweight of gold with which I happened to be encumbered. I signed 
the letter ‘Wells,’ which seemed to me to be a thoroughly respectable sort of 
name. 'This done, I got a Folkestone blue bi>ok, chose an outfitter, and asked 
him to send a cutter to measure me for a drab tweed suit, ordering at the 
same time a valise, dressing bag, brown boots, shirts, hat (to fit), and so 
forth, and from a watchmaker I also ordered a watch. And these letters 
being despatched, I had up as good a lunch as the hinel could give, and then 
lay smoking a cigar, as calm as possible until in accordance with my 
instructions two duly authenticated clerks came from the bank and weighed 
and took away my gold. After that I pulled the clothes over my ears in order 
to drinvn any knocking and went very comfortably to sleep. 

I went to sleep. No doubt it was a prosaic thing for the first man back 
from the moon to do, and 1 can imagine that the young and imaginative 
reader wall find my behavit)ur disappointing. But 1 was horribly fatigued and 
blithered, and, confound it! what else w’as there to do? 'There certainly was 
not the remotest chance of my being believed, if I had told my story then, 
and it would certainly have subjected me to intolerable annoyances. I went 
to sleep. When at last I aw'oke I w-as ready to face the w'orld, as I have always 
been accustomed to face it since I came to years of discretion. And so I got 
aw ay to Italy and there it is 1 am writing this story. If the w orld will not have 
it as a fact, then the world may take it as fiction. It is no concern of mine. 

And now that the account is finished, 1 am amazed to think how 
completely this adventure is gone and done w'ith. liverybody believes that 
C^avor was a not very brilliant scientific experimenter wiio blew up his house 
and himself at Lympne, and they explain the bang that followed my arrival 
at Littlestone by a reference to the experiments with explosives that are 
going on continually at the government establishment of Lydd, tw'o miles 
away. 1 must confess that hitherto 1 have not acknowledged my share in the 
disappearance of Master 'Tommy Simmons, which was that little boy’s 
name. That perhaps may prove a difficult bit of corroboration Xo explain 
away. 'They account for my appearance in rags with tw'o bars of indisputable 
gold upon the Littlestone beach in various ingenious ways—it doesn’t 
worry me what they think of me. 'I'hey say I have strung all these things 
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together to avoid being questioned too closely as to the source of my wealth. 
I would like to see the man who could invent a story that would hold 
together like this one. Well, they must take it as fiction—there it is. 

I have told my story—and now' I suppose I have to take up the worries of 
this terrestrial life again. Kven if one has been to the moon, one has still to 
earn a living. So I am w'orking here at Amalfi on the scenario of that play I 
sketched before Cavor came walking into my world, and I am trying to piece 
my life together as it were before ever I saw him. I must confess that I find it 
hard to keep my mind on the play when the moonshine comes into my room. 
It is full moon here, and last night I w'as out on the pergola for hours staring 
away at that shining blankness that hides so much. Imagine it! tables and 
chairs and trestles and bars of gold! Confound it!—if only one could hit on 
that Cavorile again! Hut such a thing as that doesn’t come twice in a life. 
Here I am, a little better off than I was at 1 .ympne, and that is all. And (’avor 
has sought death in a more elaborate way than any human being ever did 
before. So the story closes as finally and completely as a dream. It fits in so 
little w'ilh all the other things of life, so much of it is so utterly remote from all 
human experience, the leaping, the queer eating, the hard breathing of those 
weightless times, that indeed there are moments when, in spite of my moon 
gold, I do more than half believe myself that the w hole thing was a dream. 
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W'hen I had finished the account of my return to the earth at Littlestone 1 
wrote ‘'I'hc Hnd,’ made a flourish and threw my pen aside, fully believing 
that the whole story of the h'irst Men in the Moon was told. Not only had T 
done this, but I had placed my manuscript in the hands of a literary agent, 
had permitted it to be stdd, had seen the greater portiim of it appear in The 
Strand Maj^azitn\ and was setting to work again upon the scenario of the 
play 1 had commenced at Lympne before I realised that the end w'as not yet. 
hollowing me from Amalfi to Algiers, there reached me (it is now about six 
weeks ago) one of' the most astounding communications I have ever been 
fated to receive. Briefly, it informed me that Mr Julius Wendigee, a Dutch 
electrician, who has been experimenting with certain apparatus akin to the 
apparatus used by Mr 'Tesla in America, in the hope of discovering some 
method of communication with Mars, was receiving day by a day a 
curiously fragmentary message in Hnglish which was indisputably 
emanating from Mr Cavor in the moon. 

At first I thought the thing was an elaborate practical joke by someone 
who had seen the manuscript of my narrative. 1 answered Mr Wendigee 
jestingly, but he replied in a manner that put such suspicion altogether 
aside, and in a state of inconceivable excitement I hurried from Algiers to 
the little observatory upon the Monte Rosa in which he was working. In the 
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presence ol his record and his appliances—and above all of the messages 
from Mr Cavor that were coming to hand—my lingering doubts vanished. I 
decided at once to accept his proposal to remain with him, assisting him to 
take down the record from day to day, and endeavouring with him to send a 
message back to the moon. Cavor, we learnt, was not only alive but free in 
the midst of an almost inconceivable community of these ant-like beings, 
these ant-men, in the blue darkness of the lunar eaves. He was lamed, it 
seemed, but otherwise in quite good health—in better health, he distinctly 
said, than he usually enjoyed on earth. He had had a fever, but it had left no 
bad effects. And naturally em^ugh he seemed to be labouring under a 
conviction that 1 was either dead in the moon crater or lost in the deep of 
space. 

Mr Wendigee was engaged in quite a dilfercni investigation when he 
received the first message from the moon. 'The reader will no doubt recall 
the little excitement that began the century, arising out of an announcement 
by Mr Nikola 'Tesla, the American electrical celebrity, that he had received 
a message from Mars. His announcement recalled attention to a fact that 
had long been familiar to scientific people, namely: that from some 
unknown source in space, waves of electro-magnetic disturbance, entirely 
similar to tlnisc used by Signor iWarconi for his wireless telegraphy, are 
constantly reaching the earth. Resides Mr 'Tesla several other observers 
have been engaged in perfecting apparatus for receiving and recin*ding these 
vibratiiMis, though few would go si> far as to consider them actual messages 
from some extra-terrestrial sender. Among thi)sc few however we must 
certainly count Mr Wendigee. Iwer since 1 S 9 S he had devoted himself 
almost entirely to this subject, and being a man of ample means he had 
erected an observatory on the Hanks of Monte Rosa, in a position adapted in 
every way for such observations. 

My scientific attainments, I must admit, are not great, but so far as they 
enable me to judge, Mr Wcndigec’s contrivances for detecting and 
recording any disturbances in the electro-magnetic conditions of space arc 
eminently original and ingenious. And by a happy combination ot 
circumstances, they were set up and in operation about two months before 
C^avor made his first attempt to call up the earth. Consequently we have 
fragments of his communications even fn>m the beginning. Unhappily, 
they are only fragments, and the most momentous of all the things that he 
had to tell humanity, the instructions, that is, for the making of ('.avorite, il 
indeed he ever transmitted them, have thn^bbed themselves away, 
unrecorded into space. We never succeeded in getting a response back to 
C^avor. He did not know therefore what we had reeeived or what we had 
missed; not indeed did he certainly know that anyone on earth was really 
aware of his efforts to reach us. And the persistence he displayed in sending 
eighteen long descriptions of lunar affairs—as they would be it we had them 
complete— shows how much his mind must have turned back towards his 
native planet since he left it two years ago. 

You can imagine how amazed Mr Wendigee must have been when he 
diseovered his record of electro-magnetic disturbances interlaced by 
Cavor’s straight-forward Hnglish. Mr Wendigee knew nothing of our wild 
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journey moonward, and suddenly—this English out of the void! 

It is well the reader should understand the conditions under which these 
messages were sent. Somewhere within the moon Cavor certainly had 
access for a time to a considerable amount of electrical apparatus, and it 
would seem he rigged up—perhaps furtively—a transmitting arrangement 
of the Marconi type. This he was able to operate at irregular intervals: 
sometimes for only half an hour or so, sometimes for three or four hours at a 
stretch. At these times he transmitted his earthward message, regardless of 
the fact that the relative position of the moon and points upon the earth’s 
surface is constantly altering. As a consequence of this and of the necessary 
imperfections of our recording instruments his communication comes and 
goes in our records in an extremely fitful manner; it becomes blurred; it 
‘fades out’ in a mysterious and altogether exasperating way. And added to 
this is the fact that he was not an expert operator; he had partly forgotten, or 
never completely mastered, the code in general use, and as he became 
fatigued he dropped w*ords and misspelt in a curious manner. 

Altogether we have probably missed quite half of the communications he 
made, and much we have is damaged, broken, and partly effaced. In the 
abstract that follows the reader must be prepared therefore for a 
considerable amount of break, hiatus, and change of topic. Mr Wendigee 
and I are collaborating in a complete and annoted edition of the Cavor 
record, which we hope to publish, together with a detailed account of the 
instruments employed, beginning with the first volume in January next. 
That will be the full and scientific report, of which this is only the popular 
first transcript. But here we give at least sufficient to complete the story I 
have told, and to give the broad outlines of the state of that kindred world so 
near, and yet so dissimilar to our own. 
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AN ABS fRACT OF fUK SIX MESSAGES EIRS f RECEIVE:D FROM 

MR CAVOR 

The two earlier messages of Mr Cavor may very well be reserved for that 
larger volume. They simply tell with greater brevity and with a difference in 
several details that is interesting, but not of any vital importance, the bare 
facts of the making of the sphere and our departure from the world. 
Throughout, Cavor speaks of me as a man who is dead, but with a curious 
change of temper as he approaches our landing on the moon. ‘Poor 
Bedford,’ he says of me, and ‘this poor young man,’ and he blames himself 
for inducing a young man, ‘by no means well equipped for such 
adventures,’ to leave a planet ‘on which he was indisputably fitted to 
succeed’ on so precarious a mission. I think he underrates the part my 
energy and practical capacity played in bringing about the realisation of his 
theoretical sphere. ‘We arrived,’ he says, with no more account of our 
passage through space than if we had made a journey in a railway train. 
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And then he becomes increasingly unfair to me. Unfair, indeed, to 
an extent 1 should not have expected in a man trained in the search for 
truth. Looking back over my previously written account of these things 
1 must insist that I have been altogether juster to Cavor than he has been 
to me. I have extenuated little and suppressed nothing. But his account 
is: 

‘It speedily became apparent that the entire strangeness of our 
circumstances and surroundings—^great loss of weight, attenuated but 
highly oxygenated air, consequent exaggeration of the results of muscular 
effort, rapid development of weird plants from obscure spores, lurid sky— 
was exciting my companion unduly. On the moon his character seemed to 
deteriorate. He became impulsive, rash, and quarrelsome. In a little while 
his folly in devouring some gigantic vesicles and his consequent 
intoxication led to our capture by the Selenites—before we had had the 
slightest opportunity of properly observing their ways. . ..’ 

(He says, you observe, nothing of his own concession to these same 
‘vesicles.’) 

And he goes on from that point to say: ‘We came to a difficult passage with 
them, and Bedford, mistaking certain gestures of theirs’—pretty gestures 
they were! —gave way to a panic violence. He ran amuck, killed three, and 
perforce I had to flee with him after the outrage. Subsequently we fought 
with a number who endeavoured to bar our way, and slew seven or eight 
more. It says much for the tolerance of these beings that on my recapture I 
was not instantly slain. We made our way to the exterior and to increase our 
chances of recovering our sphere separated in the crater of our arrival. But 
presently I came upon a body of Selenites led by two who were curiously 
different, even in form, from any of those we had seen hitherto, with larger 
heads and smaller bodies and much more elaborately wrapped about. After 
evading them for simie lime I fell into a crevasse, cut my head rather badly 
and displaced my patella, and, finding crawling very painful, decided to 
surrender—if they would still permit me to do so. This they did, and 
perceiving my helpless condition carried me with them again into the moon. 
And of Bedford I have heard or seen nothing more nor, so far as I can 
gather, has any Selenite, l^ither the night overtook him in the crater, or else, 
which is more probable, he found the sphere, and desiring to steal a march 
upon me made off' with it—only, 1 fear, to find it uncontrollable, and to a 
more lingering fate in outer space.’ 

And with that Cavor dismisses me and goes on to more interesting topics. 
1 dislike the idea of seeming to use my position as his editor to deflect his 
story in my own interest, but I am obliged to protest here against the turn he 
gives these occurrences. He says nothing about the gasping message on the 
blood-stained paper in which he told, or attempted to tell, a very different 
story, 'fhe dignified self-surrender is an altogether new view of the affair 
that has come to him, I must insist, since he began to feel secure among the 
lunar people; and as for the ‘stealing a march’ conception, I am quite willing 
to let the reader decide between us on what he has before him. I km>w I am 
not a model man—1 have made no pretence to be. But am 1 that} 

However, that is the sum of my wrongs. From this point I can edit Cavor 
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with an untroubled mind, for he mentions me no more. 

It would seem that the Sclenilcs who came upon him carried him to some 
point in the interior down ‘a great shaft’ by means of what he describes as ‘a 
sort of balloon.’ We gather from the rather confused passage in which he 
describes this, and from a number of chance allusions and hints in other and 
subsequent messages, that this ‘great shaft’ is one of an enormous system of 
artificial shafts that run, each from what is called a lunar ‘crater’ downwards 
for very nearly a hundred miles towards the central portion of our satellite. 
I'hese shafts communicate by transverse tunnels, they throw out abysmal 
caverns and expand into great globular places; the whole of the moon’s 
substance for a hundred miles inward, indeed, is a mere sponge of rock. 
‘Partly,’ says Cavor, ‘this sponginess is natural, but very largely it is due to 
the enormous industry of the Selenites in the past. The great circular 
mounds of the excavated rock and earth that form these great circles about 
the tunnels are known to earthly astronomers (misled by a false analogy) as 
volcanoes.’ 

It was down this shaft they took him, in this ‘sort of balloon,’ he speaks of, 
at first into an inky blackness and then into a region of continually 
increasing phosphorescence. Cavor’s despatches show him to be, for a 
scientific man, curiously regardless of detail, but we gather that this light 
was due to the streams and cascades of water—‘no doubt containing some 
phosphorescent organism’—that flowed ever more abundantly downward 
towards the Central Sea. And as he descended, he says: ‘'Fhe Selenites also 
became luminous.’ And at last far below him he saw as it were a lake of 
heatless fire, the waters of the Central Sea, glowing and eddying in strange 
perturbation, ‘like luminous blue milk that is about to boil.’ 

‘This I .unar Sea,’ says Cavor, in a later passage, ‘is not a stagnant ocean; a 
solar tide sends it in a perpetual flow around the lunar axis, and strange 
storms and boilings and rushings of its waters occur, and at times cold 
winds and thunderings that ascend out of it into the busy ways of the great 
ant-hill above. It is only when the water is in motion that it gives out light; 
in its rare seasons of calm it is black. Commonly, when one sees it, its waters 
rise and fall in an oily swell, and flakes and big rafts of shining, bubbly foam 
drift with the sluggish, faintly-glowing current. The Selenites navigate its 
cavernous straits and lagoons in little shallow boats of a canoe-like shape; 
and even before my journey to the galleries about the Grand Lunar, who is 
Master of the Mi)on, I was permitted to make a brief excursion on its 
waters. 

‘The caverns and passages are naturally very tortuous. A large proportion 
of these ways are known only to expert pilots among the fisherman, and not 
infrequently Selenites are lost for ever in their labyrinths. In their remoter 
recesses, I am told, strange creatures lurk, some of them so terrible and 
dangerous that all the science of the moon has been unable to exterminate 
them. There is particularly the Kapha, an inextricable mass of clutching 
tentacles that one hacks to pieces only to multiply; and the Tzee, a darting 
creature that is never seen, so subtly and suddenly does it slay....’ 

He gives us a gleam of description. 

‘I was reminded on this excursion of what I have read of the Mammoth 
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Caves; if only I had a yellow flambeau instead of the pervading blue light, 
and a solid-looking boatman with an oar instead of a scuttle-faced Selenite 
working an engine at the back of the canoe, I could have imagined I had 
suddenly got back to earth. 'I'he rocks about us varied, sometimes black, 
sometimes pale blue and veined, and once they flashed and glittered as 
though we had come into a mine of sapphires. And below one saw the 
ghostly phosphorescent fishes flash and vanish in the hardly less 
phosphorescent deep. Then presently a long ultramarine vista down the 
turgid stream of one of the channels of traffic, and a landing-stage, and then 
perhaps a glimpse up the enormous crowded shaft of one of the vertical 
ways. 

‘In one great place heavy with glistening stalactites a number of boats was 
anchored. We wvnt alongside one of these and watched the long-armed 
fishing Selenitcs w'inding in a net. 'Fhey were little, hunch-backed insects 
with very strong arms, short, bandy legs, and crinkled face-masks. As they 
pulled, the net seemed the heaviest thing 1 had come upon in the moon; it 
was loaded with weights—no doubt of gold—and it took a long time to 
draw, for in those waters the larger and more edible flsh lurk deep, 'fhe fish 
in the net came up like a blue moonrisc —a blaze of darting, tossing blue. 

‘Among their catch was a many-tentaculate evil-eyed black thing, 
ferociously active, whose appearance they greeted with shrieks and twitters, 
and which they hacked to pieces with quick, nervous movements. All its 
dissevered limbs continued to lash and writhe in a vicious manner. 
Afterwards when fever had hold of me I dreamt again and again of that 
bitter, furious creature rising so vigorous and active out of the unknown sea. 
It was the most active and malignant thing of all the living creatures I have 
yet seen in this world inside the moon. . .. 

‘'The surface tif this sea must be very nearly two hundred miles (if not more) 
below the level of the moon’s exterior; all the cities of the moon lie, I 
learned, immediately above this Central Sea, in such cavernous spaces and 
artificial galleries as 1 have described, and they communicate with the 
exterior by enormous vertical shafts which open invariably in wiiat are 
called by earthly astronomers the “craters” of the moon. 'The lid covering 
one such aperture I had already seen during the wanderings that had 
preceded my capture. 

‘Upon the condition of the less central portion ol ihe moon 1 have not yet 
arrived at very precise knowledge. There is an enormous system of caverns 
in which the mooncalves shelter during the night; and there are abattoirs 
and the likc*^—in one of these it was that Bedford and 1 fought with the 
Selenite butchers—and I have seen since balloons laden with meat 
descending out of the upper dark. 1 have as yet scarcely learnt as much ol 
these things as a Zulu in London will learn about the British corn supplies 
in the same time. It is clear, how’cvcr, that these vertical shafts and the 
vegetation of the surface must play an esseniial nVe in ventilating and 
keeping fresh the atmosphere of the moon. At one time, and particularly on 
my first emergence from my prison, there was certainly a cold wind blowing 
down the shaft, and later there was a kind of sirocco upwards that 
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corresponded with my fever. For at the end of about three weeks I fell ill of 
an indefinable fever, and in spite of sleep and the quinine tabloids that very 
fortunately I had brought in my pocket, I remained ill and fretting 
miserably, almost to the time when I was taken into the palace of the Grand 
Lunar, who is Master of the Moon. 

‘I will not dilate on the wretchedness of my condition,’ he remarks, 
‘during those days of ill-health.’ Nevertheless he goes on with great 
amplitude with details I omit here. ‘My temperature,’ he concludes, ‘kept 
abnormally high for a long time, and I lost all desire for food. I had stagnant 
waking intervals and sleep tormented by dreams, and at one phase I was, I 
remember, so weak as to be earth-sick and almost hysterical. I longed 
almost intolerably for colour to break the everlasting blue. . . .’ 

He reverts again presently to the topic of this sponge-caught lunar 
atmosphere. I am told by astronomers and physicists that all he tells is in 
absolute accordance with what was already known of the moon’s condition. 
Had earthly astronomers had the courage and imagination to push home a 
bold induction, says Mr Wendigec, they might have foretold almost 
everything that Cavor has to say of the general structure of the moon. They 
know now pretty certainly that moon and earth are not so much satellite and 
primary as smaller and greater sisters, made out of i>nc mass, and 
consequently made of the same material. And since the density of the moon 
is only three-fifths that of the earth, there can be nothing for it but that she 
is hollowed out by a great system of caverns. 'Fhere was no necessity, said 
Sir Jabez Flap, h'.R.S., that most entertaining exponent of the facetious 
side of the stars, that we should ever have gone to the mot>n to find out such 
easy inferences, and points the pun with an allusion to Gruyere; but he 
certainly might have announced his knowledge of the hollowness of the 
moon before. And if the moon is hollow, then the apparent absence of air 
and water is, of course, quite easily explained. 'The sea lies within at the 
bottom of the caverns, and the air travels through the great sponge of 
galleries, in accordance with simple physical laws. "J'he caverns of the moon, 
on the whole, are very windy places. As the sunlight comes round the moon, 
the air in the outer galleries on that side is heated, its pressure increases, 
some flows out on the exterior and mingles with the evaporating air of the 
craters (where the plants remove its carbonic acid), while the greater 
portion flows round through the galleries to replace the shrinking air of the 
cooling side that the sunlight had left. 'Fhere is, therefore, a constant 
eastward breeze in the air of the outer galleries, and an up-flow during the 
lunar days up the shafts, complicated, of course, very greatly by the varying 
shape of the galleries and the ingenious contrivances of the Selenite 
mind.... 
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mr: natural history of run sklkni rns 

The messages of Cavor from the sixth up to the sixteenth arc for the most 
part so much broken, and so abounding in repetitions, that they scarcely 
form a consecutive narrative. "I'hcy will be given in full, of course, in the 
scientific report, but here it will be far more convenient to continue simply 
to abstract and quote as in the former chapter. We have subjected every 
word to a keen critical scrutiny, and my own brief memories and 
impressions of lunar things have been of inestimable help in interpreting 
what would otherwise have been impenetrably dark. And, naturally, as 
living beings, our interest centres far more upon the strange community of 
lunar insects in which he is living, it would seem as an honoured guest, than 
upon the mere physical condition of their world. 

I have already made it clear, I think, that the Selenites I saw resembled 
man in maintaining the erect attitude and in having four limbs, and I have 
compared the general appearance of their heads and the jointing of their 
limbs to that of insects. I have mentioned too the peculiar consequence of 
the smaller gravitation of the moon on their fragile slightness. Cavor 
confirms me upon all these points. He calls them ‘animals,’ though of course 
they fall under no division of the classification of earthly creatures, and he 
points out ‘the insect type of anatomy had, fortunately for men, never 
exceeded a relatively very small size on earth.' 'Fhe largest terrestrial 
insects, living or extinct, do not as a matter of fact measure six inches in 
length; ‘but here, against the lesser gravitation of the moon, a creature 
certainly as much insect as vertebrate seems to have been able to attain to 
human and ultra-human dimensions.’ 

lie does not mention the ant, but throughout his allusions the ant is 
continually brought before my mind, in its sleepless activity, its 
intelligence, its social organisation, and, more particularly, the fact that it 
displays, in addition to the two forms, the male and the female, produced by 
almost all other animals, a great variety of sexless creatures, workers, 
soldiers and the like, ditt'ering from one another in structure, character, 
power and use and yet all members of the same species. And these Selenites 
are of course, if only by reason of this widely extended adaptation, 
incomparably greater than ants. And in place of the existing four or five 
different forms of ant there are almost innumerably different forms of 
Selenites. I have endeavoured to indicate the very considerable difference 
observable in such Selenites of the outer crust as I happened to encounter; 
the difference in size, hue, and shape were certainly as wide as the difference 
between the most widely separated races of men. But such differences as I 
saw fade absolutely to nothing in comparison with the huge distinctions of 
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which Cavor tells. It would seem the exterior Selenites 1 saw were, indeed, 
mostly of one colour and occupation—mooncalf hinds, butchers, fleshers, 
and the like. But within the moon practically unsuspected by me, there are, 
it seems, a host of variations. 'The moon is indeed a kind of super-anthill. 
Hut in place of the five distinctive types, the worker, the soldier, winged 
male, queen and slave of the ant-world, there are amongst the moon-folk 
not only hundreds of differentiations, but, within each, and linking one to 
the other, a whole series of tine gradations. And these Selenites are not 
merely colossally superior to ants, but, according to Cavor, colossally, in 
intelligence, morality and social wisdom, higher than man. 

It w\mld seem the discovery came upon Cavor very speedily. I infer 
rather than learn from his narrative that he was captured by the mooncalf 
hinds under the directions of those other Selenites who ‘have larger brain- 
cases (heads?) and very much shorter legs.' b'inding he would not walk even 
under the goad, they carried him into darkness, crossed a narrow, plank-like 
bridge that may have been the very bridge 1 had refused, and put him down 
in something that must have seemed at first to be some sort of lift. 'I’his was 
the balloon—it had certainly been absolutely invisible to us in the 
darkness—and what had seemed to me a mere plank-walking inti^ the void 
was really, no doubt, the passage of the gangway. In this he descended 
towards constantly more luminous strata of the moon. At first they 
descended in silence—save for the twitterings of the Selenites—and then 
into a stir of windy movement. In a little w'hile the profound blackness had 
made his eyes so sensitive that he began to see more and more of the things 
about him, and at last the vague took shape. 

‘Conceive an enormous cylindrical space,' says Cavor in his seventh 
message, ‘a quarter of a mile across, perhaps; very dimly lit at first and then 
bright, with big platforms twisting down its sides in a spiral that vanishes at 
last below in a blue profundity; and lit ever more brightly—one could not 
tell how or w^hy. Think of the well of the very largest spiral staircase or lift- 
shaft that you have ever looked down, and magnify that by a hundred. 
Imagine it at twilight seen through blue glass. Imagine yourself looking 
down that; only imagine also that you feel extraordinarily light and have giU 
rid of any giddy feeling you might have on earth, and you w ill have the first 
conditions of my impression. Round this enormous shaft imagine a broad 
gallery running in a much steeper spiral than wnmld be credible on earth, 
and forming a steep road protected from the gulf only by a little parapet that 
vanishes at last in perspective a couple of miles bekwv. 

‘Looking up I saw the very fellow of the downward vision; it had of 
course the effect of looking into a very steep cone. A wind was blowing down 
the shaft, and far above 1 fancied I heard, growing fainter and fainter, the 
bellowing of the mooncalves that were being driven dowm again from their 
evening pasturage on the exterior. And up and down the spiral galleries 
w’ere scattered numerous moon people, pallid, faintly self-luminous insects, 
regarding our appearance or busied on unknown errands. 

‘Either I fancied it or a flake of snow came drifting swiftly down on the 
icy breeze. And then, falling like a snowflake, a little figure, a little man- 
insect clinging to a parachute, drove down very swiftly towards the central 
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places of the moon. 

‘The big-headed Selenite sitting beside me, seeing me move my head 
with the gesture of one who saw, pointed with his trunk-like “hand” and 
indicate a sort of jetty coming into sight very far below: a little landing- 
stage, as it were, hanging into the void. As it swept up towards us our pace 
diminished very rapidly, and in a few moments as it seemed we were abreast 
of it and at rest. A mooring-place was flung and grasped, and I found myself 
pulled down to a level with a great crowd of Sclenites, who jostled to sec me. 

‘It was an incredible crowd. Suddenly and violently there was forced 
upon my attention the vast amount of difference there is amongst these 
beings of the moon. 

‘Indeed, there seemed not two alike in all that jostling multitude. They 
dillcred in shape, they diflered in size! Some bulged and overhung, some 
ran about among the feet of their felk)ws, some twined and interlaced like 
snakes. All of them had the grotesque and disquieting suggestion of an 
insect that has somehow contrived to burlesque humanity; all seemed to 
present an incredible exaggeration of some particular feature; one had a vast 
right forelimb, an enormous antennal arm, as it were; one seemed all leg, 
poised, as it were, on stilts; another pnuruded an enormous nose-like organ 
beside a sharply speculative eye that made him startingly human until one 
saw his expressionless mouth. One has seen Punchinellos made of lobster 
claws—he was like that, 'fhe strange and (except for the want of mandibles 
and palps) most insectlike head of the mooncalf-minders underwent 
astounding transformations; here it was broad and low, here high and 
narrow, here its vacuous brow was drawn out into horns and strange 
features, here it was whiskered and divided, and there with a grotesquely 
human profile, 'fhere were several brain-cases distended like bladders to a 
huge size. 'The eyes, loo, were strangely varied, some quite elephantine in 
their small alertness, some huge pits of darkness. 'There were amazing forms 
with heads reduced to microscopic proportions and blobby bodies; and 
fantastic, flimsy things that existed it would seem i>nly as a basis for vast, 
white-rimmed, glaring eyes. And oddest of all, two or three of these weird 
inhabitants of a subterranean world, a world sheltered by innumerable 
miles of rock from sun or rain, carrieJ lotihrc/las in their lentaculate 
hands!—real terrestrial-looking umbrellas! And then T thought of the 
parachutist. 

‘These moon people behaved exactly as a human crowd might have done 
in similar circumstances: they jostled and thrust one another, they shoved 
one another aside, they even clambered upon one another to get a glimpse of 
me. livery moment they increased in numbers, and pressed more urgently 
upon the discs of my ushers’—(iavor does not explain what he means by 
this—‘every moment fresh shapes forced themselves upon my astounded 
attention. And presently I was signed and helped into a sort of litter, and 
lifted up on the shoulders of strong-armed bearers and so borne over this 
seething nightmare towards the apartments that were provided tor me in 
the moon. All about me were eyes, faces, masks, tentacles, a leathery noise 
like the rustling of beetle wings, and a great bleating and twittering of 
Selenite voices.’ 
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We gather he was taken to a ‘hexagonal apartment,’ and there for a space 
he was confined. Afterwards he was given a much more considerable 
liberty; indeed, almost as much freedom as one has in a civilised town on 
earth. And it would appear that the mysterious being who is the ruler and 
master of the moon appointed two Selenites ‘with large heads’ to guard and 
study him, and to establish whatever mental communications were possible 
with him. Amazing and incredible as it may seem, these two creatures, these 
fantastic men-insccts, these beings of another world, were presently 
communicating with Cavor by means of terrestrial speech. 

Cavor speaks of them as Phi-oo and "Psi-pufT. Phi-oo, he says, was about 
five feet high; he had small, slender legs about eighteen inches long, and 
slight feet of the common lunar pattern. On these balanced a little body, 
throbbing with the pulsations of his heart. He had long, soft, many-jointing 
arms ending in a tentaclcd grip, and his neck was many-jointed in the usual 
way, but exceptionally short and thick. ‘His head,’ says Cavor—apparently 
alluding to some previous description that has gone astray in space—‘is of 
the common lunar type, but strangely modified. 'Phe mouth has the usual 
expressionless gape, but is unusually small and pointing downwards, and 
the mask is reduced to the size of a large flat nosc-fiap. On cither side are the 
little hen-like eyes. 'Phe rest of the head is distended into a huge globe, and 
the chitinous leathery cuticle of the mooncalf hinds thins out to a mere 
membrane, through which the pulsating brain movements are distinctly 
visible. He is a creature, indeed, with a tremendously hypertrophied brain, 
and with the rest of his organism both relatively and absolutely dw^arfed.’ In 
another passage Cavor compares the back view^ of him to Atlas supporting 
the world. 'Psi-pulf it seems, was a similar insect, but his ‘face’ was drawn 
out to a considerable length, and the brain hypertrophy being in dilfercnt 
regions, his head was not round but pear-shaped, with the stalk downward. 
I'here were also in Cavor’s retinue litter-carriers, lop-sided beings w'ith 
enormous shoulders, very spidery ushers, and a squat foot-attendant. 

"Phe manner in w'hich Phi-oo and "Psi-pulf attacked the problem of speech 
was fairly obvious. 'Phey came into this ‘hexagonal cell’ in w'hich (^avor was 
confined, and began imitating every sound he made, beginning with a 
cough. He seems to have grasped their intention with great quickness, and 
to have begun repeating words to them and pointing to indicate the 
application. 'Phe procedure was probably always the same. Phi-oo would 
attend to Cavor for a space, then point also and say the word he had heard. 
"Phe first word he mastered was ‘man,’ and the second ‘mooney’—which 
Cavor on the spur of the moment seems to have used instead of‘Selenite’ for 
the moonracc. As soon as Phi-oo was assured of the meaning of a word he 
repeated it to Tsi-pulF, who remembered it infallibly. 'Phey mastered over 
one hundred English nouns at their first session. 

Subsequently it seems they brought an artist with them to assist the work 
of explanation with sketches and diagrams—Cavor’s drawings being rather 
crude. ‘He was,’ says Cavor, ‘a being with an active arm and an arresting 
eye,’ and he seemed to draw with incredible swiftness. 

The eleventh message is undoubtedly only a fragment of a longer 
communication. After some broken sentences, the record of which is 
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unintelligible, it goes on: 

"But it will interest only linguists, and delay me too long, to give the 
details ot the series of intent parleys of which these were the beginning, and, 
indeed, I very much doubt if I could give in anything like the proper order 
all the twistings and turnings that we made in our pursuit of mutual 
comprehension. Verbs were soon plain sailing—at least, such active verbs as 
1 could express by drawings; some adjectives were easy, but when it came to 
abstract nouns, to prepositions, and the sort of hackneyed figures of speech 
by means of which so much is expressed on earth, it was like diving in cork 
jackets. Indeed, these ditticulties were insurmountable until to the sixth 
lesson came a fourth assistant, a being with a huge, football-shaped head, 
whose forte was clearly the pursuit of intricate analogy. He entered in a 
precKcupied manner, stumbling against a stool, and the dilliculties that 
arose had to be presented ti’j him with a certain amount of clamour and 
hitting and pricking before they reached his apprehension. Hut once he was 
involved his penetration was amazing. Whenever there came a need of 
thinking beyond Phi-oo’s by no means limited scope, this prolate-headed 
person was in request, but he invariably told the conclusion to ^fsi-pulf, in 
order that it might be remembered; 'fsi-puff was ever the arsenal lor facts. 
And so we advanced again. 

"It seemed long and yet brief—a matter of days before 1 was positively 
talking with these insects of the moon. Of course, at first it was an 
intercourse inlinitely tedious and exasperating, but imperceptibly it has 
grown to comprehensiiin. And my patience has grown to meet its 
limitations. Phi-oo it is who does all the talking. He does it with a vast 
amount of meditative provisional ""M’m—M’m," and he has caught up one 
or two phrases. ""If I may say," ""If you understand," and adorns all his 
speech with them. 

"'flius he would discourse. Imagine him explaining his artist. 

‘""M'm—M'm—he—if 1 may say—elraw. Hat little—drink little—draw. 
I .ove draw. No other thing. I late all who not draw like him. Angry. Hate all 
who draw like him better. Hate most people. Hate all who not think all 
wi>rld fi^r to draw. Angry. AHm. All things mean nothing to him—only 
draw. He like you ... if you understand. . . . New thing to draw. Ugly— 
striking. Hh?’ 

"""He"—turning to 'fsi-pulf—""love remember words. Remember 
wonderful more than any. 'fliink no, draw no—remember. Say"—here he 
preferred to his gifted assistant for a word—""histories—all things. He hear 
once—say ever." 

"It is more wonderful to me than the most wonderful dream to hear these 
extraordinary creatures—for even familiarity fails to weaken the inhuman 
effect of their appearance—continually piping a nearer approach to 
coherent earthly speech, asking questions, giving answers. I feel that I am 
casting back to the fable-hearing period of childhood again when the ant 
and the grasshopper talked together and the bee judged between them. .. .' 


And while these linguistic exercises were going on Cavor seems to have 
experienced a considerable relaxation of his confinement. The first dread 
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and distrust our unfortunate conflict aroused was being, he says, 
‘continually effaced by the deliberate rationality of all I do. ... I am now 
able to come and go as I please, or I am restricted only for my own good. So 
it is I have been able to get at this apparatus, and, assisted by a happy find 
among the material that is littered in this enormous store-cave, I have 
contrived to despatch these messages. So far not the slightest attempt has 
been made to interfere w'ith me in this, though I have made it quite clear to 
Phi-oo that I am signalling to the earth. 

“‘You talk to other?" he asked, watching me. 

‘“Others," said I. 

‘“Others," he said. “Oh, yes. Men?" 

‘And I went on transmitting.’ 

Cavor was continually making corrections in his previous accounts of the 
Selenites, as fresh facts flowed in upon him to modify his conclusions, and 
accordingly one gives the quotations that follow with a certain amount of 
reservation. They arc quoted from the ninth, thirteenth and sixteenth 
messages, and, altogether vague and fragmentary as they are, they probably 
give as complete a picture of the social life of this strange community as 
mankind can now hope to have for some generations. 

‘In the moon,’ says Cavor, ‘every citizen know^s his place. He is born to 
that place, and the elaborate discipline of training and education and 
surgery he undergoes fits him at last so‘completely to it that he has neither 
ideas nor organs for any purpose beyond it. “Why should he?" Phi-oo 
would ask. If, for example, a Selenite is destined to be a mathematician, his 
teachers and trainers set out at once to that end. 'They check any incipient 
disposition to other pursuits, they encourage his mathematical bias with a 
perfect psychological skill. His brain grows, or at least the mathematical 
faculties of his brain grow, and the rest of him only so much as is necessary 
to sustain this essential part of him. At last, save for rest and food, his one 
delight lies in the exercise and display of his faculty, his one interest in its 
application, his sole society the other specialists in his own line. Ilis brain 
grows continually larger, at least so far as the portii)ns engaging in 
mathematics are concerned; they bulge ever larger and seem to suck all life 
and vigour from the rest of his frame. His limbs shrivel, his heart and 
digestive organs diminish, his insect face is hidden under its bulging 
contours. His voice becomes a mere squeak for the staling of formulae; 
he seems deaf to all but properly enunciated problems. 'I'he faculty of 
laughter, save for the sudden discovery of some paradox, is lost to him; his 
deepest emotion is the evolution of a novel computation. And so he attains 
his end. 

‘Or again, a Selenite appointed to be a minder of mooncalves is from his 
earliest years induced to think and live mooncalf, to find his pleasure in 
mooncalf lore, his exercise in their tending and pursuit. He is trained to 
become wiry and active, his eye is indurated to the tight wrappings, the 
angular contours that constitute a “smart mooncalfishncss.” He takes at last 
no interest in the deeper part of the moon; he regards all Selenites not 
equally versed in mooncalves with indifference, derision, or hostility. His 
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thoughts are of mooncalf pastures, and his dialect an accomplished 
mooncalf technique. So also he loves his work, and discharges in perfect 
happiness the duty that juslifies his being. And so it is with all sorts and 
conditions of Selenites—each is a perfect unit in a world machine_ 

‘'rhese beings with big heads to whom the intellectual labours fall, form a 
sort of aristocracy in this strange society, and at the head of them, 
quintessential of the moon, is that marvellous gigantic ganglion the (irand 
I.unar, into whose presence I am finally to come. 'I'he unlimited 
development of the minds of the intellectual class is rendered possible by 
the absence in the lunar anatomy of bony skull, that strange bo.\ that clamps 
about the developing brain of man, imperiously insisting ‘‘thus far and no 
further" to all his possibilities. 'I'hey fall into three main classes differing 
greatly in influence and respect. These are the administrators, of whom Phi- 
oo was one, Selenites of considerable initiative and versatility, responsible 
each for a certain cubic content of the moon’s bulk; the experts, like the 
football-headed thinkers who arc trained to perform certain special 
operations; and the erudite, who are repositories of all knowledge. 'Po this 
latter class belongs, 'Tsi-puff, the first lunar professor of terrestrial 
languages. With regard to these latter it is a curious little thing to note that 
the unlimited growth iff the lunar brain has rendered unnecessary the 
invention of all those mechanical aids to brain work which have 
distinguished the career of man. 'Fherc are no books, no records of any sort, 
no libraries, nor inscriptions. All knowledge is stored in distended brains 
much as the honey-anis of'Texas store honey in their distended abdomens. 
'The lunar Somerset House and the lunar British Museum Library arc 
collections of living brains. . .. 

'The less specialised administrators, I note, do for the most part take a 
very lively interest in me whenever they encounter me. 'They will come out 
of their way and stare at me and ask questions to which Phi-oo will reply. I 
see them going hither and thither with a retinue of bearers, attendants, 
shouters, parachute-carriers, and so forth—queer groups to see. 'I'he 
experts for the most part ignore me completely, even as they ignore each 
other, or notice me only to begin a clamorous exhibition of their distinctive 
skill. 'The erudite with very few exceptions arc rapt in an impervious and 
apoplectic complacency from which only a denial of their erudition can 
rouse them. Usually they are led about by little watchers and attendants, 
and often there are small and active-looking creatures, small females 
usually, that I am inclined to think are a sort of wife to them; but some of the 
profounder scholars are altogether too great for locomotion, and are carried 
from place to place in a kind of sedan tub, wabbling jellies of knowledge that 
enlist my respectful astonishment. I have just passed one in coming to this 
place where I am permitted to amuse myself with these electrical toys, a 
vast, shaven, shaky head, bald and thin-skinned, carried on his grotesque 
stretcher. In front and behind came his bearers, and curious almost 
trumpet-faced, news disseminators shrieked his fame. 

‘I have already mentioned the retinues that accompanied most of the 
intellectuals: ushers, bearers, valets, extraneous tentacles and muscles as it 
were, to replace the abortive physical powers of these hypertrophied minds. 
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Porters almost invariably accompany them. There are also extremely swift 
messengers with spider-like legs, and “hands” for grasping parachutes, and 
attendants with vocal organs that could wellnigh wake the dead. Apart from 
their controlling intelligence, these subordinates are as inert and helpless as 
umbrellas in a stand. They exist only in relation to the orders they have to 
obey, the duties they have to perform. 

‘'I'he bulk of these insects, however, who go to and fro upon the spiral 
ways, who till the ascending balloons and drop past me clinging to flimsy 
parachutes, are, I gather, of the operative class. “Machine hands,” indeed 
some of these are in actual fact—it is no figure of speech; the single tentacle 
of the mooncalf hind is replaced by huge single or paired bunches of three, 
or five, or seven digits for clawing, lifting, guiding, the rest of them no more 
than subordinate appendages tt) these important parts. Some, whi) I 
suppose deal with bell-striking mechanism, have enormous rabbit-like ears 
just behind the eyes; some whose work lies in delicate chemical operations 
project a vast olfactory organ; others again have flat feet for treadles with 
anchylosed joints; and others—who I have been told are glass-bknvers— 
seem mere lung-bellows. But every one of these common Selenites is 
exquisitely adapted to the social need it meets, b'ine work is done by tined- 
down workers amazingly dwarfed and neat. Some I could hold i>n the palm 
of my hand. 'Fhere is even a sort of turn-spit Selenite, very common, whose 
duty and only delight it is to supply the motive power for various small 
appliances. And to rule over these things and order any erring tendency 
there might be in some aberrant natures are the finest muscular beings I 
have seen in the moon, a sort of lunar police, who must have been trained 
from their earliest years to give a perfect respect and obedience to the 
swollen heads. 

‘'The making of these various sorts of operative must be a very curious 
and interesting process. I am still much in the dark about it, but quite 
recently I came upon a number of young Selenites, confined in jars from 
which only the fore limbs protruded, who were being compressed to 
become machine-minders of a special sort. The extended “hand” in this 
highly developed system of technical education is stimulated by irritants 
and nourished by injection while the rest of the body is starved. Phi-oo, 
unless I misunderstand him, explained that in the earlier stages these queer 
little creatures are apt to display signs of sulfering in their various cramped 
situations, but they easily become indurated to their lot; and he took me on 
to where a number of flexible-limbcd messengers were being drawn out and 
broken in. It is quite unreasonable, I know, but these glimpses of the 
educational methods of these beings have alfected me disagreeably. 1 hope, 
however, that may pass off and I may be able to see more of this aspect of 
this wonderful social order. That wretched-looking hand sticking out of its 
jar seemed to appeal for lost possibilities; it haunts me still, although, of 
course, it is really in the end a far more humane proceeding than our earthly 
method of leaving children to grow into human beings, and then making 
machines of them. 

‘Quite recently, too—I think it was on the eleventh or twelfth visit I made 
to this apparatus —1 had a curious light upon the lives of these operatives. I 
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was being guided through a short cut hither instead of going down the spiral 
and by the quays of the Central Sea. From the devious windings of a long, 
dark gallery we emerged into a vast, low cavern, pervaded by an earthly 
smell and rather brightly lit. 'I'he light came from a tumultuous growth of 
livid fungoid shapes—some indeed singularly like our terrestrial mush¬ 
rooms, but standing as high or higher than a man. 

‘“Mooneys eat these?” said I to Phi-oo. 

“‘Yes, food.” 

‘“(joodness me!” 1 cried, “what's that?” 

‘My eye had just caught the figure of an exceptionally big and ungainly 
Selenite lying motionless among the stems, face downwards. We stopped. 

‘“Dead?” I asked. For as yet I have seen no dead in the moon, and I have 
grown curious. 

‘“AW” c.xclaimed Phi-oo. “Him—w^^rker—no work to do. Get little 
drink then—make sleep—till we him want. What good him wake, eh? No 
want him walking about.” 

‘“'rhere's another!” cried I. 

‘And indeed all that huge extent of mushroom ground was, I found, 
peppered with these prostrate figures sleeping under an i>piate until the 
moim had need of them. 'There were scores of them of all sorts, and we were 
able to turn some of them over and examine them more precisely than I had 
been able to d(^ previously. When disturbed they breathed noisily, but did 
not wake. One I remember very distinctly; he left a strong impression, I 
think, because some trick of the light and of his attitude was strongly 
suggestive of a drawn-up human figure. His fore-limbs were long, delicate 
tentacles—he was some kind of refined manipulator—and the pose of his 
slumber suggested a submissivx* suffering. No doubt it was quite a mistake 
for me to interpret his expression in that way, but I did. And as Phi-oo 
nulled him over into the darkness among the livid fleshiness again, I felt a 
distinctly unpleasant sensatitMi, although as he rolled the insect in him was 
confessed. 

‘It simply illustrates the unthinking way in which one acquires habits of 
thought and feeling. 'To drug the worker one docs not want and toss him 
aside is surely far better than to expel him from his factory to wander 
starving in the streets. In every complicated social community iherc is 
necessarily a certain intermittcncy in the occupation of all specialist labour, 
and in this way the trouble of an unemployed problem is altogether 
anticipated. And yet, so unreasonable are even scientilically trained minds, 
I still do not like the memory of those prostrate forms amidst those quiet, 
luminous arcades of Heshy growth, and I avoid that shi>rt cut in spite ot the 
incimveniences of its longer, more noisy, and more crowded alternative. 

‘My alternative route takes me round by a huge, shadowy cavern, very 
crowded and clamorous, and here it is I see peering out of the hexagonal 
openings of a sort of honeycomb wall, or parading a large open space 
behind, or selecting the toys and amulets made to please them by the 
acephalic dainty-fingered jewellers who work in kennels below, the mothers 
of the moon-world—the queen bees, as it were, of the hive. 'They are noble¬ 
looking beings, fantastically and sometimes quite beautifully adorned, with 



j76 7 V/C First Men in the Moon 

a proud carriage, and save for their mouths, almost miscroscopic heads. . .. 

‘Of the condition of the moon sexes, marrying and giving in marriage, 
and of birth and so forth among the Selenites, I have as yet been able to 
learn very little. With the steady progress of Phi-oo in Hnglish, however, my 
ignorance will no doubt as steadily disappear. 1 am of opinion that, as with 
the ants and bees, there is in this community a large majority of the 
members of the neuter sex. Of course on earth in our cities there are now 
many who never live that life of parentage which is the natural life of man. 
Here, as with the ants, this thing has become a normal condition of the race; 
and the whole of such replacement as is necessary falls upon the special and 
by no means numerous class of matrons, the mothers of the moon-world, 
large and stately beings beautifully fitted to bear the larval Selenite. Unless 
I misunderstand an explanation of Phi-oo's, they are absolutely incapable of 
cherishing the young they bring into the moon; periods of foolish 
indulgence alternate with moods of aggressive violence; and as soon as 
possible the little creatures, who are quite soft and flabby and pale coloured, 
are transferred to the charge of a variety of celibate females, women 
“workers,” as it were, who in some cases possess brains of almost masculine 
dimensions.’ 

Just at this point, unhappily, this message broke oil'. bYagmcntary and 
tantalising as the matter constituting this chapter is, it docs nevertheless 
give a vague, broad impressi<)n of an altogether strange and wonderful 
world—a world with which our own must now prepare to reckon soi)ncr or 
later. This intermittent trickle of messages, this whispering 4)f a rccin*d 
needle in the darkness of the mountain slopes, is the first warning of such a 
change in human conditions as mankind has scarcely imagined heretofore. 
In that planet there arc new elements, new appliances, new traditions, an 
overwhelming avalanche of new ideas, a strange race wiili whom we must 
inevitably struggle for mastery—^gold as common as iron or wiH)d. . . . 


24 

TIIH GRAND LUNAR 

'Phe penultimate message describes, occasionally even with elaborate detail, 
the encounter between C'avor and the Grand Lunar, who is the ruler or 
Master of the Moon, (’avor seems to have sent most of it without 
interference, but to have been interrupted in the concluding portion. The 
second came after an interval of a week. 

'Phe first message begins: ‘At last I am able to resume this—’; it then 
becomes illegible for a space and after a time resumes in mid-sentence. 

I’he missing words of the following sentence are probably ‘"Phe crowd.’ 
I’here follows quite clearly: ‘grew even denser as we drew near the palace of 
the Grand Lunar—if I may call a series of excavations a palace. Kvery where 
faces stared at me— blank, chitinous gapes and masks, big eyes peering over 
tremendous nose tentacles, and little eyes beneath monstrous forehead 
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plates; below, an undergrowth of smaller creatures dodged and yelped; and 
grotesque heads poised on sinuous, swanlike, long-jointed necks appeared 
craning over shoulders and beneath armpits. Keeping a welcome space 
about me marched a ct)rdon of stolid, scuttle-headed guards who had joined 
us on our leaving the boat in which we had come along the channels of the 
Ckmtral Sea. 'I’he tlea-like artist with the little brain joined us also, and a 
thick bunch of lean porter-ants swayed and struggled under the multitude 
of conveniences that were considered essential to my state. 1 was carried in a 
litter during the final stage of our journey. It was made of some very ductile 
metal that looked dark to me, meshed and woven and with bars of paler 
metal, and about me as I advanced there grouped itself a long and 
complicated procession. 

Mil front, after the manner o{' heralds, marched four trumpet-faced 
creatures making a devastating bray; and then came squat, almost beetle¬ 
like ushers before and behind, and on either hand a galaxy of learned heads, 
a sort of animated encyclopaedia, who were, Phi-iH> explained, to stand 
about the Grand Lunar for purposes of reference. Not a thing in lunar 
science, not a point of view (^r method o\' thinking, that these wonderful 
beings did not carry in their heads. lu)llowed guards and porters, and then 
Phi-oo’s shivering brain borne also on a litter, "fhen came 'I'si-puff in a 
slightly less impi^rtant litter; then myself on a litter of greater elegance than 
any other and surrounded by my food and drink attendants. More 
trumpeters came next, splitting the ear with vehement outcries, and then 
several big brains, special eorrespiindents one might well call them or 
historiographers, charged with the task of observing and remembering 
every detail of this epoch-making interview. A company of attendants, 
bearing and dragging banners and masses of scented fungi and curious 
symbols, completed the procession. M'he way was lined by ushers and 
ollieers in caparisons that gleamed like steel, and beyond their line the heads 
and tentacles of that enormous cnnvd surged on either hand. 

M will tnvn that I am still by no means indurated to the peculiar etfeet 
the Selenite appearance, and to find myself as it were adrift on this broad sea 
of excited enttmioK^gy was by no means agreeable. Just for a space I had 
something like the “horrors." It had come to me before in these lunar 
caverns, when on occasii)n I have h)und myself weaponless and with an 
undefended back amidst a crowd of these Selenites, but never quite so 
vividly. It is, of course, as absolutely irrational a feeling as one could well 
have, and 1 Impe gradually to subdue it Hut just for a moment, as 1 swept 
forward into the welter of the vast crowd, it was only by gripping my litter 
tightly and summoning all my will-power that 1 succeeded in stilling an 
outcry or some such manifestation. It lasted perhaps three minutes; then I 
had myself in hand again. 

‘We ascended the spiral of a vertical way for some time and then passed 
through a series of huge halls, dome-roofed, and gloriously decorated. 'I’he 
approach to the Grand Lunar was certainly contrived to give one a vivid 
impression of his greatness. The halls—^all happily sulhciently luminous lor 
my terrestrial eye—were a cunning and elaborate crescendo ol space and 
decoration. 'Lhe effect of their progressive size was enhanced by the steady 
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dimunution in the lighting, and by a thin haze of incense that thickened as 
one advanced. In the earlier ones the vivid, clear light made everything 
finite and concrete to me. I seemed to advanced continually to something 
larger, dimmer, and less material. 

‘I must confess that all this splendour made me feel extremely shabby and 
unworthy. I was unshaven and unkempt; I had brought no razor; I had a 
coarse beard over my mouth. On earth I have always been inclined to 
despise any attention to my person beyond a proper care for cleanliness; but 
under the exceptional circumstances in which I found myself, representing, 
as 1 did, my planet and my kind, and depending very largely upon the 
attractiveness of my appearance for a proper reception, I would have given 
much for something a little more artistic and dignified than the husks I 
wore. 1 had been so serene in the belief that the moon was uninhabited as to 
overlook such precautions altogether. As it was 1 was dressed in a fiannel 
jacket, knickerbockers, and golfing sttKkings, stained with every sort of din 
the moon ofi'ered; slippers (of which the left heel was wanting), and a 
blanket, through a hole in which 1 thrust my head. ('These clothes, indeed, I 
still wear.) Sharp bristles arc anything but an improvement to my cast of 
features, and there was an unmended tear at the knee of my knickerbocker 
that showed conspicuously as I squatted in my litter; my right slocking, too, 
persisted in getting about my ankle. I am fully alive to the injustice my 
appearance did humanity, and if by any expedient I could have improvised 
something a little out of the way and imposing I would have done so. Hut I 
could hit upon nothing. I did what I could with my blanket—folding it 
somewhat after the fashion of a toga, and for the rest I sat as upright as the 
swaying of my litter permitted. 

‘Imagine the largest hall you have ever been in, elaborately decorated 
with blue and whitish-blue majolica, lit by blue light, you know not how, 
and surging with metallic or livid-white creatures of such a mad diversity 4 s 
I have hinted. Imagine this hall to end in an open archway beyond w hich is a 
still larger hall, and beyond this yet another and still larger one, and so on. 
At the end of the vista a flight of steps, like the steps of Ara Coeli at Rome, 
ascends out of sight. Higher and higher these steps appear io go as one 
draws nearer their base. But at last I came under a huge archway and beheld 
the summit of these steps, and upon it the Grand Lunar exalted on his 
throne. 

‘He was seated in a blaze of incandescent blue. A hazy atmosphere filled 
the place so that its walls seemed invisibly remote. 'This gave him an effect of 
floating in a blue-black void. He seemed at first a small, self-luminous 
cloud, brooding on his glaucous throne; his brain-case must have measured 
many yards in diameter, h’or some reason that I cannot fathom a number of 
blue search-lights coming from behind the throne gave a star-like radiance 
to the halo immediately surrounding him. About him, and little and 
indistinct in this glow, a number of body-servants sustained and supported 
him, and overshadowed and standing in a huge semicircle beneath him were 
his intellectual subordinates, his remembrancers and computators and 
searchers, his flatterers and servants, and all the distinguished insects of the 
court of the moon. Still lower stood ushers and messengers, and then all 
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down the countless steps of the throne were guards, and at the base, 
enormous, various, indistinct, a vast swaying multitude of the minor 
dignitaries of the moon. 'I'heir feet made a perpetual scraping whisper on 
the rocky floor, their limbs moved with a rustling murmur. 

‘As I entered the penultimate hall the music rose and expanded into an 
imperial magnificence of sound, and the shrieks of the news-bearers died 
away.. . . 

‘I entered the last and greatest hall. ... 

‘My procession opened out like a fan. My ushers and guards went right 
and left, and the three litters bearing myself and Phi-oo and 'rsi-puff 
marched across a shiny waste of floor to the foot of the giant stairs. 'I'hen 
began a vast throbbing hum that mingled with the music. The two Selenites 
dismounted, but I was bidden remain seated—I imagine as a special 
honour. 'I'he music ceased, but not that humming, and by a simultaneous 
movement often thousand respectful eyes, my attention was directed to the 
enhaloed supreme intelligence that hovered above us. 

‘At first as I peered into the radiating blaze, this quintessential brain 
looked very much like a thin, featureless bladder with dim, undulating 
ghosts of convolutions writhing visibly within. Then beneath its enormity 
and just above the edge of the throne one saw with a start minute elfin eyes 
peering out t)f the blaze. No face, but eyes, as if they peered through holes. 
At first I could see no mi^re than these two staring little eyes, and then below 
1 distinguished the little dwarfed body and its insect-jointed limbs, 
shrivelled and white. The eyes stared down at me with a strange intensity, 
and the lower part of the swollen globe was wrinkled. Inelfectual-looking 
little hand-tentacles steadied this shape on the throne. . . . 

‘It was great. It was pitiful. One forgot the hall and the crowd. 

‘I ascended the staircase by jerks. It seemed to me that the purple gli^wing 
brain-case above us spread over me, and took more and more of the whole 
effect into itself as I drew nearer. 'The tiers of attendants and helpers 
grouped abmit their master seemed to dw^indle and fade into the glare. I saw 
that the shadowy attendants were busy spraying that great brain with a 
cooling spray, and patting and sustaining it. for my own part I sat gripping 
my sw'aying litter and staring at the (irand Lunar, unable to turn my gaze 
aside. And at last, as I reached a little landing that was separated i)nly by ten 
steps or so from the supreme seal, the woven splendour of the music 
reached a climax and ceased, and I was left naked, as it were, in that 
vastness, beneath the still scrutiny of the (irand Lunar’s eyes. 

‘1 le was scrutinising the first man he had ever seen. .. . 

‘My eyes dropped at last from his greatness to the faint figures in the blue 
mist about him, and then down the steps to the massed Selenites, still and 
expectant in their thousands, packed on the floor below. Once again an 
unreasonable horror reached out towards me .. . and passed. 

‘After the pause came the salutation. I w^as assisted from my litter, and 
stood awkwardly while a number c»f curious and no doubt deeply symbolical 
gestures w^ere vicariously performed for me by two slender officials. 1 he 
encyclopaedic galaxy of the learned that had accompanied me to the 
entrance of the last hall appeared two steps above me and left and right of 
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me, in readiness for the Grand l.unar’s need, and Phi-oo’s white brain 
placed itself about halfway up to the throne in such a position as to 
communicate easily between us without turning his back on either the 
Grand Lunar or myself. 'Fsi-pulT took up a position behind him. Dexterous 
ushes sidled sidewise towards me, keeping a full face to the Presence. I 
seated myself Turkish fashion, and Phi-oo and 'Fsi-puff also knelt down 
above me. 'fhere came a pause. 'Fhe eyes of the nearer court went from me 
to the Cirand Lunar and came back to me, and a hissing and piping of 
expectation passed across the hidden multitudes below and ceased. 

‘That humming ceased. 

‘P'or the first and last time in my experience the moon was silent. 

‘I became aware of a faint wheezy noise. The Grand Lunar was 
addressing me. It was like the rubbing of a linger upon a pane of glass. 

‘I watched him attentively for a time and then glanced at the alert Phi-oo. 
I felt amidst those filmy beings ridiculously thick and fleshy and solid; my 
head all jaw and black hair. My eyes went back to the Grand Lunar. He had 
ceased; his attendants were busy, and his shining superficies were glistening 
and running with cooling spray. 

‘Phi-oo meditated through an interval. He consulted 'rsi-pulf. Then he 
began piping his recognisable Lnglish—^at first a little nervously, so that he 
was not very clear. 

‘“Al’m—the Grand Lunar—wished to say—wishes to say—he gathers 
you are—m’m—men—that you are a man from the planet earth. He wishes 
to say that he welcomes you—welcomes you—and wishes to learn—learn, if 
I may use the word—the state i>f your world, and the reason why you came 
to this.’’ 

‘He paused. 1 was about to reply when he resumed. He proceeded to 
remarks of which the drift was not very clear, though I am inclined to think 
they were intended to be complimentary. He told me that the earth was to 
the moon what the sun is to the earth, and that the Selenites desired very 
greatly to learn about the earth and men. He then told me, no doubt in 
compliment also, the relative magnitude and diameter of earth and moon, 
and the perpetual wonder and speculation with which the Selenites had 
regarded our planet. I meditated with dt)wncast eyes and decided to reply 
that men too had wondered what might lie in the moon, and had judged it 
dead, little recking on such magnificence as I had seen that day. The Grand 
Lunar, in token of recognition, causes his blue search-light to rotate in a 
very confusing manner, and all about the great hall ran the pipings and 
whisperings and rustlings of the report of what 1 had said. He then 
proceeded to put to Phi-oo a number of inquiries which were easier to 
answer. 

‘He understood, he explained, that w’e lived on the surface of the earth, 
that our air and sea were outside the globe; the latter part, indeed, he already 
knew from his astronomical specialists. He was very anxious to have more 
detailed information of what he called this extraordinary state of affairs, for 
from the solidity of the earth there had always been a disposition to regard it 
as uninhabitable, he endeavoured first to ascertain the extremes of 
temperature to which we earth beings were exposed, and he was deeply 
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interested by my descriptive treatment of clouds and rain. His imagination 
was assisted by the fact that the lunar atmosphere in the outer galleries of 
the night side is not infrequently very foggy. He seemed inclined to marvel 
that we did not find the sunlight too intense for our eyes, and was interested 
in my attempt to explain that the sky was tempered to a bluish colour 
through the refraction of the air, though I doubt if he clearly understood 
that. I explained how the iris of the human eyes can contract the pupil and 
save the delicate internal structure from the excess of sunlight, and was 
allowed to approach within a few feet of the Presence in order that this 
structure might be seen. 'Phis led to a ct)mparison of the lunar and 
terrestrial eyes. 'Phe former is not only excessively sensitive to such light as 
men can see, but it can also see heat, and every difference in temperature 
within the moon renders objects visible to it. 

‘'Phe iris was quite a new organ to the Grand Lunar. Vor a time he 
amused himself by Hashing his rays into my face and watching my pupils 
ctmtract. As a consequence, I was dazzled and blinded for some little 
time. . . . 

‘Hut in spite of that discomfort, 1 found something reassuring by 
insensible degrees in the rationality of this business of question and answer. 
I could shut my eyes, think of my answer, and almost forget that the (irand 
Lunar has no face. . . . 

‘When I had descended again to my proper place the Grand Lunar asked 
how we sheltered ourselves from heat and storms, and I expounded to him 
the arts of building and furnishing. Here we wandered into misunder¬ 
standings and cross-purposes, due largely, I must admit, to the looseness of 
my expressions, l^ir a long time 1 had great dilficulty in making him 
understand the nature of a house. 'Po him and his attendant Selenites it 
seemed no doubt the most whimsical thing in the world that men should 
build houses when they might descend into excavations, and an additional 
complication was intn)duced by the attempt 1 made to explain that men had 
originally begun their homes in caves, and that they were now taking their 
railways and many establishments beneath the surface. 1 lere 1 think a desire 
for intellectual cimipleteness betrayed me. 'Phere was also a considerable 
tangle due to an equally unwise attempt on my part to e.xplain about mines. 
Dismissing this topic at last in an incomplete state, the (irand I.unar 
inquired what we did with the interii^r of our globe. 

‘A tide of twittering and piping swept into the remotest e\)rners of that 
great assembly when it was at last made clear that we men know absolutely 
nothing of the contents of the world upon which the immemorial 
generations of our ancestors have been evolved. 'Phree times had I to repeat 
that of all the 4,000 miles of substance between the earth and its centre men 
knew only to the depth of a mile, and that very vaguely. I understood the 
Grand Lunar to ask why I had come to the moon seeing we hail scarcely 
touched our own planet yet, but he did not trouble me at that time to 
proceed to an explanation, being too anxious to pursue the details of this 
mad inversion of all his ideas. 

‘He reverted to the question of weather, and 1 tried to describe the 
perpetually changing sky, and snow, and frost and hurricanes. “Hut when 
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the night comes," he asked, “is it not cold?" 

‘I told him it was colder than by day. 

‘“And does not your atmosphere freeze?" 

‘I told him not; that it was never cold enough for that, because our nights 
were so short. 

“‘Not even liquefy?" 

‘I was about to say “No," but then it occurred to me that one part at least 
of our atmosphere, the water vapour of it, does sometimes liquefy and form 
dew and sometimes freeze and form frost—a process perfectly analogous to 
the freezing of all the external atmosphere of the moon during its longer 
night. I made myself clear on this point, and from that the (irand Lunar 
went on to speak with me of sleep. Iw the need of sleep that comes so 
regularly every twenty-lour hours to all things is part also of our earthly 
inheritance. On the moon they rest only at rare intervals and after 
exceptional exertions, 'fhen I tried to describe to him the soft splendours of 
a summer night, and from that I passed to a description of those animals 
that prowl by night and sleep by day. I told him of lions and tigers, and here 
it seemed that we had come to a deadlock. For, save in their waters, there are 
no creatures in the moon not absolutely domestic and subject to his will, and 
so it has been for immemorial years. 'They have monstrous water creatures, 
but no evil beasts, and the idea of anything strong and large existing 
“outside" in the night is very difficult for them.’ 

[ 77 /t’ record is here too broken to transcribe for the space of perhaps tnrnty 
7Vorcis or more.] 

‘He talked with his attendants, as I suppose, upon the strange 
superficiality and unreasonableness of (man), who lives on the mere surface 
of a world, a creature of waves and winds and all the chances of space, who 
cannot even unite to overcome the beasts that prey on his kind, and yet who 
dares to invade another planet. During this aside I sat thinking, and then at 
his desire I told him of the different sorts of men. He searched me with 
questions. “And for all sorts of work you have the same sort of men. But 
who thinks? Who governs?" 

‘I gave him an outline of the democratic method. 

‘When I had done he ordered cooling sprays upon his brow, and then 
requested me to repeat my explanation conceiving something had 
miscarried. 

‘“Do they not do different things then?" said Phi-00. 

‘Some I admitted were thinkers and some officials; some hunted, some 
were mechanics, some artists, some toilers. “But all rule," I said. 

‘“And have they not different shapes to fit them to their different duties?" 

‘“None that you can see," I said, “except perhaps their clothes. 'I’heir 
minds perhaps differ a little," I reflected. 

‘“Their minds must differ a great deal," said the Grand Lunar, “or they 
would all want to do the same things." 

‘In order to bring myself into a closer harmony with his preconceptions, I 
said that his surmise was right. “It was all hidden in the brain," I said; “but 
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the difference was there. Perhaps if one could see the minds and souls of 
men they would be as varied and unequal as the Selenites. There were great 
men and small men, men who could reach out far and wide, and men who 
could go swiftly; noisy, trumpet-minded men, and men who could 
remember without thinking.. . 

['The record is indistinct jar three 7vords.] 

ile interrupted me to recall me to my previous statement. “But you said 
all men rule?” he pressed. 

‘“'Po a certain extent,” I said, and made, 1 fear, a denser fog with my 
explanation. 

‘He reached out to a salient fact. “Do you mean,” he asked, “that there is 
no (jrand Barthly?” 

‘1 thought of several people, but assured him finally there was none. I 
explained that such autocrats and emperors as we had tried upon earth had 
usually ended in drink, or vice, or violence, and that the large and inlluential 
section of the people of the earth to which I belonged, the Anglo-Saxons, 
did not mean to try that sort of thing again. At which the Cirand Lunar was 
even more amazed. 

‘“Hut do you keep even such wisdom as you have?” he asked; and 1 
explained to him the way we helped our limited' 

[// u'ord omitted here, probably "brains .'] 

‘with libraries i)f books. 1 explained to him how our science was growing by 
the united labours of innumerable little men, and on that he made no 
ciMiiment save that it was evident we had mastered much in spile of our 
social savagery, or we could not have cimie to the moon. Yet the contrast 
was very marked. With knowledge the Selenites grew and changed; 
mankind stored their knowledge abi^ut them and remained brutes— 
equipped, lie said this. . . .' 

[Here there is a short piece oj the record indistinct.] 

‘I le then caused me to describe how we went about this earth of ours, and 
I described to him our railways and ships. P'or a lime he could not under¬ 
stand that we had had the use of steam only i>ne hundred years, but when he 
did he was clearly amazed. I may mention as a singular thing that the 
Selenites use years to count by, just as we do on earth, though 1 can make 
nothing of their numeral system. 'I'hal, however, diK's not matter, because 
Phi-oo understands ours, f rom that 1 went on to tell him that mankind had 
dwell in cities only fi^r nine or ten thousand years, and that we were still not 
united in one brotherhood, but under many dittereni forms of government. 
I’his astonished the Cirand Lunar very much, when it was made clear to 
him. At first he thought we referred merely to administrative areas. 

‘ “Our States and limpires are still the rawest sketches of what order 
will some day be,” I said, and so I came to tell him. . ..' 
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[At this point a length of record that probably represents thirty or forty ivords 
is totally illegible.] 

‘'rhc Grand Lunar was greatly impressed by the folly of men in clinging 
to the inconvenience of diverse tongues. ‘‘'I'hey want to communicate and 
yet not to communicate," he said, and then for a long time he questioned me 
closely concerning war. 

‘1 le was at first perplexed and incredulous. “You mean to say," he asked, 
seeking confirmation, “that you run about over the surface of your world— 
this world whose riches you have scarcely begun to scrape—killing one 
another for beasts to cat?" 

‘I told him that was perfectly correct. 

‘He asked for particulars to assist his imagination. “Ikit do noi your ships 
and your poor little cities get injured?" he asked and I found the waste of 
property and conveniences seemed to impress upon him almost as much as 
the killing. “Tell me more," said the Grand Lunar; “make me see pictures. 

I cannot conceive these things." 

‘And so, for a space, though something loth, 1 told him the story of 
earthly War. 

‘I told him of the first orders and ceremonies of war, of warnings and 
ultimatums, and the marshalling and marching of troops. 1 gave him an idea 
of manoeuvres and positions and battle joined. I told him of sieges and 
assaults, of starvation and hardship in trenches, and of sentinels freezing in 
the snow. I told him of routs and surprises, and desperate last stands and 
faint hopes, and the pitiless pursuit of fugitives and the dead upon the field. 

I told, too, of the past, of invasions and massacres, of the Huns and 'Tartars, 
and the wars of Mahomet and the (Caliphs and of the Crusades. And as I 
went on, and Phi-00 translated, the Sclenites cooed and murmured in a 
steadily intensified emotion. 

‘I told them an ironclad could fire a shot of a ton twelve miles, and go 
through twenty feet of iron—and how we could steer torpedoes under 
water. I went on to describe a Maxim gun in action and w-hat 1 could 
imagine of the Hattie of Colenso. 'The Cjrand Lunar was so incredulous that 
he interrupted the translation of what I had said in order to have my 
verification of my account. 'They particularly doubted my description of the 
men cheering and rejoicing as they went into battle. 

‘“But surely they do not like it!" translated Phi-00. 

‘I assured them men of my race considered battle the most glorious 
experience of life, at which the whole assembly was stricken with 
amazement. 

‘“But what good is this war?" asked the Grand Lunar, sticking to his 
theme. 

‘“Oh! as for good'' said I, “it thins the population!" 

‘“But why should there be a need-?" 

‘'I'here came a pause, the cooling sprays impinged upon his brow, and 
then he spoke again.' 

At this point there suddenly becomes predominant in the record a series of 
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umiulatiom that have been apparent as a perplexint^ complication as far back as 
Cavor's description of the silence that fell before the first speaking of the (irand 
Lunar. These undulations are evidently the result of radiations proceeding* from 
the lunar source, and their persistent approximation to the alternating* signals of 
Cavor is curiously su^f*estive of some operator deliberately seeking to mix them 
in tvith his message and render it illegible. At first they are small and regular, so 
that 7vith a little care and the loss of very fezv zvords zee have been able to 
disentangle (favor's message; then they become broad and larger, then suddenly 
they are irregular, zeith an irregularity that gives the ejfect at last of someone 
scribbling through a line ofzvriting. For a long time nothing can be made of this 
madly zigzagging trace; then quite abruptly the interruption ceases, leaves a 
fezv zvords clear, and then resumes and continues for all the rest of the message, 
completely obliterating zvhatcver Cavor zvas attonpting to traiismit. Why, if 
this is indeed a deliberate intervention, the Selenites should have preferred to let 
(\ivorgo on transmitting his message in happy ignorance of their obliteration of 
its record, zvhen it zvas clearly quite in their pozver and much more easy and 
convenient for them to stop his proceedings at any time, is a problem to zvhich I 
can contribute nothing. The things seems to have happened so, and that is all 1 
can say. This last rag of his description of the (irand Limar begins, in mid¬ 
sentence: 

‘intcrrojjjalcd me very closely upon my secret. I was able in a little while to 
get to an understanding with them, and at last to elucidate what has been a 
puz/le t(^ me ever since 1 realised the vastness of their science, namely, how 
it is they themselves have never discovered ‘"Cavorite." 1 find they know of 
it as a theoretical substance, but they have always regarded it as a practical 
impossibility, because for some reason there is no helium in the moon, and 
helium-' 

[/leru.v.v the last letters of helium slashes the resumption oj that obliterating 
trace. \’ote that zvord "secret,' for on that, and that alone, / base my 
interpretation of the last me.s.sage, as both Mr \\\vidigec and my.^elj nozv believe 
it to be, that he is ez'cr likely to send //.v.] 


ruh: LAST MHSSAC}H CAVOK SliN f lO fllH h:AR'rn 

In this unsatisfactory manner the penultimate message ot C^avor dies out. 
One seems to see him away there amidst his blue-lit apparatus intently 
signalling to us the last, all unaware of the curtain of confusion that drops 
between us; all unaware, too, t)f the final dangers that even then must have 
been creeping upon him. His disastrous want of vulgar common sense had 
utterly betrayed him. He had talked of war, he had talked ot all the strength 
and irrational violence of men, of their insatiable aggressions, their tireless 
futility of conflict. He had filled the whole moon-world with this impression 
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of our race, and then I think it is plain he admitted that upon himself alone 
hung the possibility—at least for a long time—of any other men reaching 
the moon. The line the cold, inhuman reason of the moon would take seems 
plain enough to me, and a suspicion of it, and then perhaps some sudden 
sharp realisation of it, must have come to him. One imagines him going 
about the moon with the remorse of this fatal indiscretion growing in his 
mind. During a certain time most assuredly the Grand Lunar was 
deliberating the new situation, and for all that time Cavor went as free as 
ever he had gone. We imagine that obstacles of some sort prevented his 
getting to his electro-magnetic apparatus again after that last message I have 
given. For some days we received nothing. Perhaps he was having fresh 
audiences, and trying to evade his previous admissions. Who can hope to 
guess? 

And then suddenly, like a cry in the night, like a cry that is followed by a 
stillness, came the last message. It is the briefest fragment, the broken 
beginnings of tw’o sentences. 

The first was; 

'1 was mad to let the Grand Lunar know-’ 

There was an interval of perhaps a minute. One imagines some 
interruption from without. A departure from the instrument—a dreadful 
hesitation among the looming masses of apparatus in that dim, blue-lit 
cavern—a sudden rush back to it, full of a resolve that came too late. Then, 
as if it were hastily transmitted, came: 

‘C^avorite made as follows: take-' 

There follow^ed one word, a quite unmeaning word as it stands- 

‘uless.’ 

And that is all. 

It may be he made a hasty attempt to spell ‘useless’ when his fate was 
close upon him. Whatever it was that was happening about that apparatus, 
we cannot tell. Whatever it was we shall never, I know, receive another 
message from the moon. F’or my own part a vivid dream has come to my 
help, and I see, almost as plainly as though I seen it in actual fact, a blue-lit 
dishevelled Cavor struggling in the grip of a great multitude of those insect 
Selenites, struggling ever more desperately and hoplessly as they swarm 
upon him, shouting, expostulating, perhaps even at last fighting, and being 
forced backward step by step out of all speech or sign of his fellows, for 
evermore into the Unknown—into the dark, into that silence that has no 
end. 
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BOOK ONE 

THE DAWN OF THE FOOD 





THE DISCOVERY OF THE FOOD 

I 


In ihc middle years oflhe nineteenth century there first became abundant in 
this strange world of ours a class of men, men tending for the most part to 
become elderly, who are called, and who, though they dislike it extremely, 
are very properly called ‘Scientists.' 'I'hey dislike that word so much that 
from the ci^lumns of NufHn\ which was from the first their distinctive and 
characteristic paper, it is as carefully excluded as if it were—that other word 
which is the basis of all really bad language in this country. Hut the Great 
Public and its Press know better, and ‘Scientists' they are, and when they 
emerge to any sort of publicity, ‘distinguished scientists' and ‘eminent 
scientists' and ‘well-known scientists' is the very least we call them. 

Gerlainly both Mr Hensington and Professor Redwood quite merited any 
of these terms before they came upon the marvellous discovery of which this 
story tells. Mr Hensington was a P'ellow of the Royal Society and a former 
president of the ('hemical Society, and Professi)r Redwood was Professor o\' 
Physiology in the Hond Street (College of the London University and had 
been grossly libelled by the anti-viviscclionists time after time. And both 
had led lives of academic distinction from their very earliest youth. 

'They were of ci^urse quite undistinguished-looking men, as indeed all 
true Scientists are. 'There is more personal distinction about the mildest- 
mannered actor alive than there is about the entire Royal Society. Mr 
Hensington was short and very, very bald, and he stooped slightly; he wore 
gold-rimmed spectacles and cloth boots that were abundantly cut open 
because of his numerous corns, and Professor Redwood was entirely 
ordinary in his appearance. Until they happened upon the Pood of the (lods 
(as 1 must insist upon calling it) they led lives of such eminent and studious 
obscurity that it is hard to find anything whatever to tell the reader about 
them. 

Mr Hensington won his spurs (if one may use such an expression of a 
gentleman in boots of slashed cloth) by his splendid researches upon the 
More 'Toxic Alkaloids, and Professor Redwood rose ti^ eminence —1 do not 
clearly remember how he rose to eminence J know he was very eminent, 
and that’s all. Hut I fancy it was a voluminous work on Reaction Times with 
numerous plates of sphygmograph tracings (I write subject to correction) 
and an admirable new terminology that did the thing tor him. 

'The general public saw little or nothing of either ot these gentlemen. 
Sometimes at such places as the Royal Institution and the Society of Arts it 
did in a sort of way see Mr Kensington, or at least his blushing baldness and 
something of his collar and coat, and hear fragments of a lecture or paper 
that he imagined himself to be reading audibly; and once I remember—one 
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midday in the vanished past—when the British Association was at Dover, 
coming on Section C. or D. or some such letter, which had taken up its 
quarters in a public-house, and following out of mere curiosity, two serious- 
looking ladies with paper parcels through a door labelled "Billiards' and 
‘Pool' into a scandalous darkness, broken only by a magic-lantern circle of 
Redwood's tracings. 

I watched the lantern slides come and go, and listened to a voice (I forget 
what it was saying) which 1 believe was the voice of Professor Rcdw\H)d, and 
there was a sizzling from the lantern and another sound that kept me there, 
still out of curiosity, until the lights were unexpectedly turned up. And then 
I perceived that this sound was the sound of the munching of buns and 
sandwiches and things that the assembled British Associates had come there 
to eat under cover of the magic-lantern darkness. 

And Redwood I remember went on talking all the time the lights were up 
and dabbing at the place where his diagram ought to have been visible on 
the screen—and so it was again so soon as the darkness was restored. I 
remember him then as a most ordinary, slightly nervous-looking dark man, 
with an air of being preoccupied with something else and doing what he was 
doing just then under an unaccountable sense of duty. 

I heard Bensington also once—in the old days—at an educational 
conference in Bloomsbury. Like most eminent chemists and botanists, Mr 
Bensington was very authoritative upon teaching—though I am certain he 
would have been scared out of his wits by an average Board School class in 
half-an-hour—and so far as I can remember now, he was propounding an 
improvement of Professor Armstrong's Heuristic method, whereby at the 
cost of three or four hundred pounds' worth of apparatus, a total neglect of 
all other studies and the undivided attention of a teacher of exceptional 
gifts, an average child might with a peculiar sort of thumby thoroughness 
acquire in the course of ten or tw'clve years almost as much chemistry as one 
could learn from one of those objectionable shilling text-books that were 
then so common at that date.. .. 

Quite ordinary persons you perceive, both of them, outside their science. 
Or if anything on the unpractical side of ordinary. And that you will find is 
the case with ‘scientists' as a class all the world over. What there is great 
about them is an annoyance to their fellow scientists and a mystery to the 
general public, and what is not is evident. 

There is no doubt about what is not great, no race of men have such 
obvious littlenesses. 'Phey live so far as their human intercourse goes, in a 
narrow world; their researches involve infinite attention and an almost 
monastic seclusion; and what is left over is not very much. To witness some 
queer, shy, misshapen, grey-headed, self-important little discoverer of 
great discoveries, ridiculously adorned with the wide ribbon of an order of 
chivalry and holding a reception of his fellow men, or to read the anguish of 
Nature at the ‘neglect of science' when the angel of the birthday honours 
passes the Royal Society by, or to listen to one indefatigable lichenologist, 
commenting on the work of another indefatigable lichenologist, such things 
force one to realise the unfaltering littleness of men. 

And withal the reef of science that these little ‘scientists' built and arc yet 
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building is so wonderful, so portentous, so full of mysterious half-shapcn 
promises for the mighty future of man! They do not seem to realise the 
things they are doing. No doubt long ago even Mr Hensington, when he 
chose this calling, when he consecrated his life to the alkaloids and their 
kindred compounds had some inkling of the vision—more than an inkling. 
Without some great inspiration, for such glories and positions only as a 
‘scientist’ may expect, what young man would have given his life to this 
work, as young men do? No, they mi4st have seen the glory, they must have 
had the vision, but so near that it has blinded them, 'rhe splendour has 
blinded them, mercifully, so that for the rest of their lives they can hold the 
light of knowledge in comfort—that we may see. 

And perhaps it accounts for Redwood's touch of preoccupation, that— 
there can be no doubt of it now—he among his fellows was different; he was 
different inasmuch as something of the vision still lingered in his eyes. 


2 


'The b'ood of the (iods I call it, this substance that Mr Bensington and 
Prolessor Redwood made between them; and having regard now to what it 
has already dime and all that it is certainly going to do, there is surely no 
exaggeration in the name. But Mr Bensington would no more have called it 
by that name in cxild blood than he would have gone out from his Hat in 
Sloanc Street clad in regal scarlet and a wreath of laurel. The phrase was a 
mere first cry of astonishment from him. He called it the P'ood of the Oods 
in his enthusiasm, and for an hour or so at the most altogether. After that he 
decided he was being absurd. When he first thought of the thing he saw, as it 
were, a vista of enormous possibilities—literally enormous possibilities, but 
upon this dazzling vista, after one stare of amazement, he resolutely shut his 
eyes even as a conscientious ‘scientist’ should. After that, the Pood of the 
Gods sounded blatant to the pitch of indecency. He was surprised he had 
used the expression. Yet for all that something of that elear-eyed moment 
hung about him and broke out ever and again.. . . 

‘Really, you know,’ he said, rubbing his hands together and laughing 
nervously, ‘it has more than a theoretical interest. 

‘P'or example,’ he confided, bringing his face close to the Professor’s 
and dropping to an undertone, ‘it would perhaps, if suitably handled, 
sell. . . . 

‘Precisely,' he said, walking away—‘as a P'ood. Or at least a food 
ingredient. 

‘Assuming of et^urse that it is palatable. A thing we cannot know till we 
have prepared it.' 

He turned upon the hearthrug, and studied the carefully designed slits 
upon his cloth shoes. 

‘Name?’ he said, looking up in response to an inquiry. ‘lu)r my part I 
incline to the good old classical allusion. It—it makes Science res— Clives it 
a touch of old-fashioned dignity. I have been thinking. ... I don’t know if 
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you will think it absurd of me. ... A little fancy is surely occasionally 
permissible. . .. Hcrakleophorbia. Hh? The nutrition of a possible 
Hercules? You know it might .... 

‘Of course if you think fwt -’ 

Redwood reflected with his eyes on the fire and made no objection. 

‘You think it w^ould do?’ 

Redwood moved his head gravely. 

‘It might be Titanophorbia, you know. Food of'fitans. ... You prefer 
the former? 

‘You’re quite sure you don’t think it a little too -’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Ah! I’m glad.’ 

And so they called it Hcrakleophorbia throughout their investigations, 
and in their report—the report that was never published, because of the 
unexpected developments that upset all their arrangements, it is invariably 
written in that way. 'Fhcrc were three kindred substances prepared before 
they hit on the one their speculations had foretold, and these they spoke of 
as Hcrakleophorbia I., Hcrakleophorbia II., and Hcrakleophorbia III. It is 
Hcrakleophorbia IV. which I—insisting upon Bensington’s original 
name—call here the Food of the Gods. 


3 


The idea was Mr Bensington’s. But as it was suggested to him by one of 
Professor Redwood’s contributions to the Philosophical Tramactiom^ he 
very properly consulted that gentleman before he carried it further. Besides 
which it was, as a research, a physiological quite as much as a chemical 
inquiry. 

Professor Redwood was one of those scientific men who are addicted to 
tracings and curves. You are familiar—if you arc at all the sort of reader I 
like—with the sort of scientific paper I mean. It is a paper you cannot make 
head nor tail of, and at the end come five or six long folded diagrams that 
open out and show peculiar zigzag tracings, flashes of lightning overdone, 
or sinuous inexplicable things called ‘smoothed curves’ set up on ordinates 
and rooting in abscissae—and things like that. You puzzle over the thing for 
a long time and end with the suspicion that not only do you not understand 
it but that the author docs not understand it either. But really you know 
many of these scientific people understand the meaning of their own papers 
quite well, it is simply a defect of expression that raises the obstacle between 
us. 

I am inclined to think that Redwood thought in tracings and curves. And 
after his monumental work upon Reaction Times (the unscientific reader is 
exhorted to stick to it for a little bit longer and everything will be as clear as 
daylight) Redwood began to turn out smoothed curves and sphygmo- 
grapherics upon Growth, and it was one of his papers upon Growth that 
really gave Mr Bensington his idea. 
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Redwood, you know, had been measuring growing things of all sorts, 
kittens, puppies, sunflowers, mushrooms, bean plants and (until his wife 
put a stop to it) his baby, and he show'ed that growth went on, not at a 
regular pace, or, as he put it, so 


but with bursts and intermissions of this sort. 


and that apparently nothing grew regularly and steadily, and so far as he 
could make out nothing could grow regularly and steadily; it was as if every 
living thing had first to accumulate force to grow, grew w'iih vigour only for 
a time and then had to wail for a space before it could go on growing again. 
And in the muffled and highly technical language of the really careful 
‘scientist,’ Redw’ood suggested that the process of growth probably 
demanded the presence of a considerable quantity of some necessary 
substance in the blood that was only formed very slowly, and that when this 
substance was used up by growth, it was only very slowly replaced, and that 
meanw'hile the organism had to mark time. He compared his unknown 
substance to oil in machinery. A growing animal w^as rather like an engine, 
he suggested, that can move a certain distance and must then be oiled before 
it can run again. (‘But why shouldn’t one oil the engine from without?' said 
Mr Bensington, when he read the paper.) And all this, said Redwood, with 
the delightful nervous inconsecutiveness of his class, might very probably 
be found to throw a light upon the mystery of certain of the ductless glands. 
As though they had anything to do with it at all! 

In a subsequent communication Redwood went further. He gave a 
perfect Brock’s benefit of diagrams—exactly like rocket trajectories they 
W'ere, and the gist of it—so far as it had any gist—was the blood of puppies 
and kittens and the sap of sunflowers and the juice of mushrooms in what he 
called the ‘growing phase’ differed as to the proportions of certain elements 
from their blood and sap on the days when they were not particularly 
growing. 

And when Mr Bensington, after holding the diagrams sideways and 
upside down, began to see what this difference was, a great amazement came 
upon him. Because, you see, the difference might probably be due to the 
presence of just the very substance he had recently been trying to isolate in 
his researehes upon sueh alkaloids as are most stimulating to the nervous 
system. He put down Redwood’s paper on th«* patent reading-desk that 
swung inconveniently from his armchair, took off his gold-rimmed 
spectacles, breathed on them and wiped them very carefully. 

‘By Jove!’ said Mr Bensington. 

Then replacing his spectacles again he turned to the patent reading-desk. 
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which immediately, as his elbow came against its arm, gave a coquettish 
squeak and deposited the paper, with all its diagrams in a dispersed and 
crumpled state, on the floor. ‘By Jove!’ said Mr Bensington, straining his 
stomach over the armchair with a patient disregard of the habits of this 
convenience, and then, finding the pamphlet still out of reach, he went 
down on all fours in pursuit. It was on the floor that the idea of calling it the 
hood of the Gods came to him. ... 

For you see, if he was right and Redwood was right, then by injecting or 
administering this new substance of his in food, he would do away with the 
‘resting phase,’ and instead of growth going on in this fashion 


it would (if you follow' me) go thus 



The night after his conversation with Redwood Mr Bensington could sleep 
scarcely a wink. He did seem once to get into a sort of doze, but it was only 
for a moment, and then he dreamt he had dug a deep hole into the earth and 
poured in tons and tons of the Food of the Gods and the earth was swelling 
and sw elling, and all the boundaries of the countries w ere bursting, and the 
Royal Geographical Society was all at work like one mighty guild of tailors 
letting out the equator. 

'rhat of course was a ridiculous dream; but it shows the slate of mental 
excitement into which Mr Bensington got and the real value he attached to 
his idea, much better than any of the things he said or did w'hen he was 
awake and on his guard. Or I should not have mentioned it, because as a 
general rule it is not I think at all interesting for people to tell each other 
about their dreams. 

By a singular coincidence Redw'ood also had a dream that night, and his 
dream was this: 


It was a diagram done in fire upon a long scroll of the abyss. And he 
(Redwood) was standing on a planet before a sort of black platform 
lecturing about the new sort of growth that was now possible, to the More 
than Royal Institution of Primordial Forces, forces which had always 



previously, even in 
worlds, gone so: 
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the growth of races, empires, planetary systems and 


And even in some cases so; 


And he was explaining to them quite lucidly and convincingly that these 
slow, these even retrogressive methods would be very speedily quite put out 
of fashion by his discovery. 

Ridiculous of course! But that too shows— 

'fhat either dream is to be regarded as in any way significant or prophetic 
beyond what I have categorically said, 1 do not for one moment suggest. 


THR EXPERIMEN FAL FARM 


I 


Mr Bensington proposed originally to try this stuff', so soon as he was really 
able to prepare it, upon tadpoles. One always does try this sort of thing upon 
tadpoles to begin with; that being what tadpoles are for. And it was agreed 
that he should conduct the experiments and not Redwood, because 
Redwood’s laboratory was occupied with the ballistic apparatus and 
animals necessary for an investigation into the Diurnal Variation in the 
Butting Frequency of the Young Bull Calf, an investigation, that was 
yielding curves of an abnormal and very perplexing sort, and the presence 
of glass globes of tadpoles was extremely undesirable while this particular 
research was in progress. 

But when Mr Bensington conveyed to his cousin Jane something of what 
he had in mind, she put a prompt veto upon the importation of any 
considerable number of tadpoles, or any such experimental creatures, into 
their flat. She had no objection whatever to his use of one of the rooms of the 
flat for the purposes of a non-explosive chemistry that so far as she was 
concerned came to nothing; and she let him have a gas furnace and a sink 
and a dust-tight cupboard of refuge from the weekly storm of cleaning she 
would not forgo. And having known people addicted to drink, she regarded 
his solicitude for distinction in learned societies as an excellent substitute 
for the coarser form of depravity. But any sort of living things in quantity, 
‘wriggly’ as they were bound to be alive, and ‘smelly’ dead, she could not 
and would not abide. She said these things were certain to be unhealthy, and 
Bensington was notoriously a delicate man—it was nonsense to say he 
wasn’t. And when Bensington tried to make the enormous importance of 
this possible discovery clear, she said that it was all very well, but if she 
consented to his making everything nasty and unwholesome in the place 
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(and that was what it all came to) then she was certain he would be the first 
to complain. 

And Mr Kensington went up and down the room, regardless of his corns, 
and spoke to her quite firmly and angrily without the slightest effect. He 
said that nothing ought to stand in the way of the Advancement of Science, 
and she said that the Advancement of Science was one thing and having a lot 
of tadpoles in a flat was another; he said that in (lermany it was an 
ascertained fact that a man with an idea like his w'ould at once have tw'cnty 
thousand properly-fitted cubic feet of laboratory placed at his disposal, and 
she said she was glad and always had been glad that she was not a German; 
he said that it w'ould make him famous for ever, and she said it was much 
more likely to make him ill to have a lot of tadpoles in a flat like theirs; he 
said he was master in his own house, and she said that rather than wait on a 
lot of tadpoles she’d go as matron to a school; and then he asked her to be 
reasonable, and she asked him to be reasonable then and give up all this 
about tadpoles; and he said she might respect his ideas, and she said not if 
they were smelly she wouldn't; and then he gave way completely and said— 
in spite of the classical remarks of Huxley upon the subject—a bad word. 
Not a very bad wi^rd it was, but bad enough. 

And after that she w as greatly offended and had to be apologised to, and 
the prospect of ever trying the 1 ^'ood of the Gods upon tadpoles in their flat 
at any rate vanished completely in the apology. 

So Kensington had to consider some other way of carrying out these 
experiments in feeding that would be necessary to demonstrate his 
discovery, so soon as he had his substance isolated and prepared, b'or some 
days he meditated upon the possibility of boarding out his tadpoles with 
some trustworthy person, and then the chance sight of the phrase in a 
newspaper turned his thoughts to an lixperimental Farm. 

And chicks. Directly he thought of it, he thought of it as a poultry farm. 
He was suddenly taken with a vision of wildly growing chicks. I le conceived 
a picture of coops and runs, outsize and still more outsize coops, and runs 
progressively larger. Chicks are so accessible, so easily fed and observed, so 
much drier to handle and measure, that for his purpose tadpoles seemed to 
him now, in comparison with them, quite wild and uncontrollable beasts, 
fie w^as quite puzzled to understand why he had not thought of chicks 
instead of tadpoles from the beginning. Among other things it would have 
saved all this trouble w'ith his cousin Jane. And when he suggested this to 
Redwood, Redwood quite agreed with him. 

Redwood said he was convinced that in working so much upon needlessly 
small animals experimental physiologists made a great mistake. It is exactly 
like making experiments in chemistry with an insufficient quantity of 
material; errors of observation and manipulation become dispropor¬ 
tionately large. It was of extreme importance just at present that scientific 
men should assert their right to have their material big. 'I'hat was why he 
was doing his present series of experiments at the Bond Street College upon 
Bull Calves, in spite of a certain amount of inconvenience to the students 
and professors of other subjects caused by their incidental levity in the 
corridors. But the curves he was getting were quite exceptionally 
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interesting, and would, when published, amply justify his choice. For his 
own part, were it not for the inadequate endowment of science in this 
country, he would never, if he could avoid it, work on anything smaller than 
a whale. But a Public Vivarium on a scale sufficient to render this possible 
was, he feared, at present, in this country at any rate, a Utopian demand. In 
Germany-Ktc. 

As Redwood’s bull calves needed his daily attention, the selection and 
equipment of the lixperimental Farm fell largely on Bensington. 'I'he entire 
cost also, it was understood, was to be defrayed by Bensington, at least until 
a grant could be obtained. Accordingly he alternated his work in the 
laboratory of his flat with farm-hunting up and down the lines that run 
southward out of I-ondon, and his peering spectacles, his simple baldness, 
and his lacerated cloth shoes filled the owners of numerous undesirable 
properties with vain hopes. And he advertised in several daily papers, and 
Nature for a responsible couple (married), punctual, active, and used to 
poultry, to take entire charge of an Kxperimental harm on three acres. 

He found the place he seemed in need of at Hickleybrow, near Urshot in 
Kent. It was a queer little isolated place, in a dell surrounded by old pine 
woods that were black and forbidding at night. A humped shoulder of down 
cut it off from the sunset, and a gaunt well with a shattered penthouse 
dwarfed the dwelling. 'Phe little house was creeperless, several windows 
were broken, and the cart shed had a black shadow at midday. It was a mile 
and half from the end house of the village, and its loneliness was very 
doubtfully relieved by an ambiguous family of echoes. 

'Phe place impressed Bensington as being eminently adapted to the 
requirements of scientific research. He walked over the premises sketching 
out coops and runs with a sweeping arm, and he found the kitchen capable 
of accommodating a scries of incubators and foster mothers with the very 
minimum of alteration. I Ic took the place then and there; on his way back to 
I -ondon he stopped at Dunton Cireen and closed with an eligible couple that 
had answered his advertisements, and that same evening he succeeded in 
isolating a sufficient quantity of Herakleophorbia I. to more than justify 
these engagements. 

'Phe eligible couple who were destined under Mr Bensington to be the 
first almoners on earth of the F\>od of the (jt)ds, were not only very 
perceptibly aged, but also extremely dirty. "Phis latter point Mr Bensington 
did not observe, because nothing destroys the powers of general observation 
quite so much as a life of experimental science. 'Phey were named Skinner, 
Mr and Mrs Skinner, and Mr Bensington interviewed them in a small nnm 
with hermetically scaled windows, a spotted overmantel looking-glass, and 
some ailing calceolarias. 

Mrs Skinner was a very little old woman, capless, with dirty white hair 
drawn back very very tightly from a face that had begun by being chiefly, 
and was now through the loss of teeth and chin and the wrinkling up ol 
everything else, ending by being almost exclusively—nose. She was dressed 
in slate colour (so far as her dress had any colour) slashed in one place with 
red flannel. She let him in and talked to him guardedly and peered at him 
round and over her nose, while Mr Skinner she alleged made some 
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alteration in his toilette. She had one tooth that got into her articulation, and 
she held her two long wrinkled hands nervously together. She told Mr 
Bensington that she had managed fowls for years, and knew all about 
incubators; in fact, they themselves had run a Poultry Farm at one time, and 
it had only failed at last through the want of pupils. ‘It’s the pupils as pay,’ 
said Mrs Skinner. 

Mr Skinner, when he appeared, was a large-faced man with a lisp, and a 
squint that made him look over the top of your head, slashed slippers that 
appealed to Mr Bensington’s sympathies, and a manifest shortness of 
buttons. He held his coat and shirt together with one hand and traced 
patterns on the black and gold tablecloth with the index finger of the other, 
while his disengaged eye watched Mr Bensington’s sword of Damocles, so 
to speak, with an expression of sad detachment. ‘You don’t want to run 
thith Farm for profit. No, Thir. Ith all the thame, 'I'hir. likthperimenth! 
Prethithely.’ 

He said they could go to the farm at once. He was doing nothing at 
Dunton Green except a little tailoring. ‘It ithn’t the thmart plathe I thought 
it wath, and what I get ithent thkarthely worth having,’ he said, ‘tho that if it 
ith any convenienth to you for uth to come... .’ 

And in a week Mr and Mrs Skinner were installed in the farm, and the 
jobbing carpenter from Hicklcybrow was diversifying the task of erecting 
runs and henhouses with a systematic discussion of Mr Bensington. 

‘I haven’t theen much of ’im yet,’ said Mr Skinner. ‘But ath far ath I can 
make ’im out ’e theemth to be a thtewpid o’ fool.’ 

‘/ thought ’c seemed a bit dotty,' said the carpenter from Hicklcybrow. 

‘’E fanthicth ’imthelf about poultry,’ said Mr Skinner. ‘O my goodneth! 
You’d think nobody knew nothin’ about poultry ihept ’im.’ 

‘’E looks like a ’en,’ said the carpenter from Hicklcybrow; ‘what with 
them spectacles of ’is.’ 

Mr Skinner came closer to the carpenter from Hicklcybrow and spoke in 
a confidential manner, and one sad eye regarded the distant village and one 
was bright and wicked. ‘Got to be meathured every blethed day—every 
blethed ’en, ’e thayth. 'I'ho’ ath to thee they grow properly. What oh . .. eh? 
Every blethed ’en—every blethed day.’ 

And Mr Skinner put up his hand to laugh behind it in a refined and 
contagious manner, and humped his shoulders very much—and only the 
other eye of him failed to participate in his laughter. 'I'hen doubting if the 
carpenter had quite got the point of it, he repeated in a penetrating whisper: 
"MeathuredT 

‘ ’E’s worse than our old guvnor; I’m dratted if’e ain’t,’ said the carpenter 
from Hicklcybrow. 
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Kxpcrimcntal work is the most tedious thing in the world (unless it be the 
reports of it in the Philosophical Transaciiom)^ and it seemed a long time to 
Mr Kensington before his first dream of enormous possibilities was replaced 
by a crumb of realisation. He had taken the lixperimental Farm in October, 
and it was May before the first inklings of success began. Ilcrakleophorbia 
I. and II. and III. had to be tried, and failed; there was trouble with the rats 
of the Hxperimental Farm, and there was trouble with the Skinners. 'I'he 
only way to get Skinner to do anything he was told to do was to dismiss him. 
'Fhcn he w’ould rub his unshaven chin—he was always unshaven most 
miraculously and yet never bearded—with a flattened hand, and look at Mr 
Kensington with one eye, and over him with the other, and say, ‘Oo, of 
courthe, 'Fhir—if you’re theriouth ...!’ 

Kut at last success dawned. And its herald was a letter in the long slender 
handwriting of Mr Skinner. 

''Fhc new Krood arc out,' wrote Mr Skinner, ‘and don't quite like the look of 
them. C-irowing very rank—quite unlike what the similar lot was before your 
last directions was given. 'I’he last before the cat got them was a very nice stocky 
chick, but these are Growing like thistles. I never saw. 'I'hey peck so hard, 
striking above bool top, that am unable to give exact Measures as requested. 
1 hey arc regular Giants and eating as such. We shall want more corn very soon, 
for you never saw such chicks to eat. Bigger than Bantams, (ioing on at this rate 
they ought to be a bird for show, rank as they are. Plymouth Rocks won't be in 
it. Had a scare last night thinking that cal was at them, and when I looked out at 
the window could have sworn I see her getting in under the wire. The chicks 
was all awake and pecking about hungry when I went out, but could not see 
anything of the cat. So gave them a peck of corn, and fastened up safe. Shall be 
glad to know if the h'eeding to be continued as directed. Food you mixed is 
pretty near all gone, and do not like to mix any more mysell on account of the 
accident with the pudding. With best wishes from us both, and soliciting 
continuance of esteemed favours, 

‘Respectfully yours, 

‘Ai.i-hI’O Ni-.wton Skinni r.' 

'The allusion towards the end referred to a milk pudding with which some 
Ilcrakleophorbia II. had got itself mixed, with painful and very nearly latal 
results to the Skinners. 

But Mr Bensinglon, reading between the lines, saw in this rankness of 
growth the attainment of his long-sought goal. 'The next morning he 
alighted at Urshot station, and in the bag in his hand he carried, sealed in 
three tins, a supply of the Food of the Gods sufficient tor all the chicks in 
Kent. 

It was a bright and beautiful morning late in May, and his corns were so 
much better that he resolved to walk through Hickleybrow to his tarm. It 
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was three miles and a half altogether, through the park and village and then 
along the green glades of the Hickleybrow preserves. 'I'he trees were all 
dusted with the green spangles of high spring, the hedges were full of 
stitchwort and campion and the woods of blue hyacinths and purple orchid, 
and everywhere there was a great noise of birds, thrushes, blackbirds, 
robins, finches, and many more; and in one warm corner of the park some 
bracken was unrolling, and there was a leaping and rushing of fallow deer. 

These things brought back to Mr Bensington his early and forgotten 
delight in life; before him the promise of his discovery grew bright and 
joyful, and it seemed to him that indeed he must have come upon the 
happiest day in his life. And when in the sunlit run by the sandy bank under 
the shadow of the pine trees he saw the chicks that had eaten the food he had 
mixed for them, gigantic and gawky, bigger already than many a hen that is 
married and settled; and still growing, still in their first soft yellow plumage 
(just faintly marked with brown along the back), he knew indeed that his 
happiest day had come. 

At Mr Skinner's urgency he went into the run; but after he had been 
pecked through the cracks in his shoes once or twice he got out again, and 
watched these monsters through the wire netting. I le peered close to the 
netting, and followed their movements as though he had never seen a chick 
before in his life. 

‘Whath they'll be when they're grown up ith impothible to think,' said 
Mr Skinner. 

‘Big as a horse,' said Mr Bensington. 

‘Pretty near,' said Mr Skinner. 

‘Several people could dine oft' a wing!’ said Mr Bensington. ‘'I'hey'd cut 
up into joints like butcher's meal.' 

‘'I'hey won’t go on growing at thith pathe though,’ said Mr Skinner. 

‘No?’ said Mr Bensington. 

‘No,’ said Mr Skinner. ‘1 know thith ihort. They begin rank, but they 
don’t go on, bleth you! No.’ 

'rhere was a pause. 

‘It’lh management,' said Mr Skinner modestly. 

Mr Bensington turned his glasses on him suddenly. 

‘We got ’em almoth ath big at the other plathe,’ said Mr Skinner, with his 
better eye piously uplifted and letting himself go a little; ‘me and the 
mithith.’ 

Mr Bensington made his usual general inspection of the premises, but he 
speedily returned to the new run. It was, you know, in truth ever so much 
more than he had dared to expect. The course of science is so tortuous and 
so slow; after the clear promises and before the practical realisation arrives 
there comes almost always year after year of intricate contrivance, and 
here—^here was the Pood of the Gods arriving after less than a year of 
testing! It seemed too good—^too good. 'I'hat Hope Deferred which is the 
daily food of the scientific imagination was to be his no more! So at least it 
seemed to him then. He came back and stared at these stupendous chicks of 
his time after time. 

‘Let me see,’ he said. ‘They’re ten days old. And by the side of an 
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ordinary chick I should fancy—about six or seven times as big_ 

‘It’th about time we artht for a rithe in thkrew,’ said Mr Skinner to his 
wife. ‘He’th ath pleathed alh Punth about the way we got thoth chickth on 
in the further run—pleathed ath Punth he ith.’ 

He bent confidentially towards her. ‘Thinkth it’th that old food of hith,’ 
he said behind his hand, and made a noise of suppressed laughter in his 
pharyngeal cavity... . 

Mr Hensington was indeed a happy man that day. He was in no mood to 
find fault with details of management. The sunshine certainly brought out 
the accumulating slovenliness of the Skinner couple more vividly than he 
had ever seen it before. But his comments were of the gentlest. 'Phe fencing 
of many of the runs was out of order, but he seemed to consider it quite 
satisfactory when Mr Skinner explained that it was a ‘fokth or a dog or 
thomelhing’ did it. He pointed out that the incubator had not been cleaned. 

‘I'hat it asfTt^ Sir,’ said Mrs Skinner with her arms folded, smiling coyly 
behind her nose. ‘We don’t seem to have had time to clean it not since we 
been ’ere. . . .’ 

He went upstairs to see some ratholes that Skinner said would justify a 
trap—they certainly were enormous—and discovered that the room in 
which the Food of the Clods was mixed with meal and bran was in a quite 
disgraceful disorder. 'Phe Skinners were the sort of people who find a use 
for cracked saucers and old cans and pickle jars and mustard boxes, and the 
place was littered with these. In one corner a great pile of apples that 
Skinner had saved was decaying and from a nail in the sloping part of the 
ceiling hung several rabbit skins upon which he proposed to test his gift as a 
furrier. (‘There ithn’t mutth about furth and thingth that I don’t know,’ 
said Skinner.) 

Mr Hensington certainly sniffed critically at this disorder, but he made no 
unnecessary fuss, and even when he found a wasp regaling itself in a gallipot 
half full of Hcrakleophorbia IV., he simply remarked mildly that his 
substance was better scaled from the damp than exposed to the air in that 
manner. 

And he turned from these things at once to remark—what had been for 
some time in his mind—‘I thinks you know, Skinner—I shall kill one of 
these chicks—as a specimen. I think we will kill it this afternoon, and I will 
take it back w^ith me to London.’ 

He pretended to peer into another gallipt)t and then took oft his spectacles 
to wipe them. 

‘I should like,’ he said, ‘I should like very much to have some relic—some 
memento—of this particular brood at this particular day. 

‘By-the-by,’ he said, ‘you don’t give those little chicks meat?’ 

‘Oh! no, I'hir,’ said Skinner, ‘I can athure you, I'hir, we know far loo 
much about the management of fowlth of all dethcriplionth to do anything 
of that thort.’ 

‘Quite sure you don’t throw your dinner refuse—I thought I noticed the 
bones of a rabbit scattered about the far corner of the run- 

But when they came to look at them they found they were the larger bones 
of a cat picked very clean and dry. 
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"That's no chick,’ said Mr Kensington’s cousin Jane. 

‘Well, I should think I knew a chick when I saw it,’ said Mr Kensington’s 
cousin Jane hotly. 

‘It’s too big for a chick, for one thing, and besides you can see perfectly 
well it isn’t a chick. 

‘It’s more like a bustard than a chick.’ 

‘For my part,’ said Redwood, reluctantly allowing Kensington to drag him 
into the argument, ‘I must confess that, considering all the evidence-’ 

‘Oh! if you do that^' said Mr Kensington’s cousin Jane, ‘instead of using 
your eyes like a sensible person-’ 

‘Well, but really. Miss Kensington-!’ 

‘Oh! Go ()//!’ said Cousin Jane. ‘You men are all alike.’ 

‘Considering all the evidence, this certainly falls within the definition— 
no doubt it’s abnormal and hypertrophied, but still—especially since it was 
hatched from the egg of a normal hen—Yes, I think. Miss Kensington, I 
must admit—this, so far as one can call it anything, is a sort of chick.’ 

‘You mean it’s a chick?’ said Cousin Jane. 

‘I thiptk it’s a chick,’ said Redwood. 

‘What NoNSHNSi:!’ said Mr Kensington’s cousin Jane, and ‘Oh!’ directed 
at Redwood’s head, ‘I haven’t patience with you,' and then suddenly she 
turned about and went out of the room with a slam. 

‘And it’s a very great relief for me to see it, too, Kensington,’ said 
Redwood, when the reverberation of the slam had died away. ‘In spite of its 
being so big.’ 

Without any urgency from Mr Kensington he sat down in the low 
armchair by the fire and confessed to proceedings that even in an 
unscientific man would have been indiscreet. ‘You will think it very rash of 
me, Kensington, I know,’ he said, ‘but the fact is I put a little—not very 
much of it—but some—into Kaby’s bottle very nearly a week ago!’ 

‘Rut suppose-!’ cried Mr Kensington. 

‘I know,’ said Redwood, and glanced at the giant chick upon the plate on 
the table. 

‘It’s turned out all right, thank goodness,’ and he fell in his pocket for his 
cigarettes. 

He gave fragmentary details. ‘Poor little chap wasn’t putting on weight 
... desperately anxious. Winkles, a frightful duffer... former pupil of mine 
... no good. ... Mrs Redwood—^unmitigated confidence in Winkles. ... 
You know, man with a manner like a cliff—towering. ... No confidence in 

;we, of course. ... I’aught Winkles_Scarcely allowed in the nursery. ... 

Something had to be done. ... Slipped in while the nurse was at breakfast 
.. . got at the bottle.’ 
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‘But he’ll grow,’ said Mr Bensington. 

‘He’s growing. 'I wenty-seven ounces last week. ... You should hear 
Winkles. It’s management, he said.’ 

‘Dear me! That’s what Skinner says!’ 

Redwood looked at the chick again. ‘The bother is to keep it up,’ he said, 
‘^rhey won’t trust me in the nursery alone, because I tried to get a growth 
curve out of Georgina Phyllisr—you know—and how I’m to give him a 
second dose-’ 

‘Need you?’ 

‘He’s been crying two days—can’t get on with his ordinary food again, 
anyhow. He wants some more now.’ 

‘Tell Winkles.’ 

‘Hang Winkles!’ said Redwood. 

‘You might get at Winkles and give him powders to give the child-’ 

‘That’s about what I shall have to do,’ said Redwood, resting his chin on 
his fist and staring into the fire. 

Bensington stood for a space smoothing the down on the breast of the 
giant chick. ‘They will be monstrous fowls,’ he said. 

‘^rhey will,’ said Redwood, still with his eyes on the glow. 

‘Big as horses,’ said Bensington. 

‘Bigger,’ said Redwood. ‘'I'hat’s just it!’ 

Bensington turned away from the specimen. ‘Redwood,’ he said, ‘these 
fowls are going to create a sensation.’ 

Redwood nodded his head at the fire. 

‘And by Jove!’ said Bensington, coming round suddenly with a flash in 
his spectacles, ‘so will your little boy!’ 

‘That’s just what I’m thinking of,’ said Redwood. 

He sat back, sighed, threw his unconsumed cigarette into the fire and 
thrust his hands deep into his trouser pockets. ‘'I'hat’s precisely what I’m 
thinking of. This I lerakleophorbia is going to be queer stuff to handle. The 
pace that chick must have grown at-!’ 

‘A little boy growing at that pace,’ said Mr Bensington slowly, and stared 
at the chick as he spoke. 

‘I AYiv!’ said Bensington, ‘he’ll be Big.’ 

‘I shall give him diminishing doses,’ said Redwood. ‘Or at any rale 
Winkles will.’ 

‘It’s rather too much of an experiment.’ 

‘Much.’ 

‘Yet still, you know, I must confess-.. . Some baby will sooner or 

later have to try it.’ 

‘Oh, we’ll try it on some baby—certainly.’ 

‘Exactly so,’ said Bensington, and came and stood on the hearthrug and 
took off his spectacles to wipe them. 

‘Until I saw these chicks, Redw’ood, I don’t think I began to realise 
anything—of the possibilities of what we were making. It’s only beginning 
to dawn upon me . . . the possible consequences. .. .’ 

And even then, you know, Mr Bensington was far from any conception of 
the mine that little train would fire. 
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That happened early in June. For some weeks Hcnsington was kept from 
revisiting the Experimental Farm by a severe imaginary catarrh, and one 
necessary flying visit was made by Redwood. He returned an even more 
anxious-looking parent than he had gone. Altogether there were seven 
weeks of steady, uninterrupted growth.... 

And then the Wasps began their career. 

It was late in July and nearly a week before the hens escaped from 
Hickleybrow that the first of the big wasps was killed. 'I'he report of it 
appeared in several papers, but I do not know whether the news reached Mr 
Bensington, much less whether he connected it with the general laxity i^f 
method that prevailed at the Experimental b'arm. 

'I'hcre can be but little doubt now, that while Mr Skinner was plying Mr 
Bensington’s chicks with Heraklcophorbia IV., a number of wasps were just 
as industriously—perhaps more industriously—carrying quantities of the 
same paste to their early summer broods in the sand banks beyond the 
adjacent pine woods. And there can be no dispute whatever that these early 
broods found just as much growth and benefit in the substance as Mr 
Bensington’s hens. It is in the nature of the wasp to attain to effective 
maturity before the domestic fowl and of all the creatures that through the 
generous carelessness of the Skinners was partaking of the benefits Mr 
Bensington heaped upon his hens, the wasps were the first to make any sort 
of figure in the world. 

It was a keeper named Godfrey on the estate of Ideutcnant-Colonel 
Rupert Hick, near Maidstone, who encountered and had the luck to kill the 
first of these monsters of whom history has any record. He was walking 
knee-high in bracken across an open space in the beech woods that diversify 
Lieutenant-Colonel Hick’s park, and he was carrying his gun—very 
fortunately for him a double-barrelled gun—over his shoulder, when he 
first caught sight of the thing. It was, he says, coming down against the light 
so that he could not sec it very distinctly, and as it came it made a drone ‘like 
a motor car.’ He admits he was frightened. It was evidently as big or bigger 
than a barn owl, and to his practised eye its flight, and particularly the misty 
whirl of its wings, must have seemed weirdly unbird-like. The instinct of 
self-defence, I fancy, mingled with long habit when, as he says, he ‘let fly, 
right away.’ 

The queerness of the experience probably affected his aim; at any rate 
most of his shot missed, and the thing merely dropped for a moment with an 
angry ‘Wuzzzz’ that revealed the wasp at once, and then rose again with all 
its stripes shining against the light. He says it turned on him. At any rate, he 
fired his second barrel at less than twenty yards and threw down his gun, ran 
a pace or so, and ducked to avoid it. 
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It flew, he is convinced, within a yard of him; struck the ground, rose 
again, came down again perhaps thirty yards away, and rolled over with its 
body wriggling and its sting stabbing out and back in its last agony. He 
emptied both barrels into it again before he ventured to go near. 

When he came to measure the thing, he found it was twenty-seven and a 
half inches across its open wings, and its sting was three inches long. I'he 
abdomen was blown clean off from its body, but he estimated the length of 
the creature from head to sting as eighteen inches—which is very nearly 
correct. Its compound eyes were the size of penny pieces. 

That is the first authenticated appearance of the giant wasps. 'I’he day 
after, a cyclist riding feet up down the hill between Sevenoaks and 
'fonbridge, very narrowly missed running over a second of these giants that 
was crawling across the roadway. His passage seemed to alarm it, and it rose 
with a noise like a sawmill. His bicycle jumped the footpath in the motion of 
the moment, and when he could look back the wasp w^as soaring away above 
the woods towards Westerham. 

After riding unsteadily for a little time, he put on his brake, 
dismounted—he was trembling so violently that he fell over his machine in 
doing so—and sat down by the roadside to recover. He had intended to ride 
to Ashford, but he did not get beyond 'fonbridge that day.... 

After that, curiously enough, there is no record of any big wasps being 
seen for three days. I find on consulting the meteorological record of those 
days that they were overcast and chilly with local showers, which may 
perhaps account for this intermission, 'fhen on the fourth day came blue 
sky and brilliant sunshine, and such an outburst of wasps as the world had 
surely never seen before. 

How many big wasps came (Utl that day it is impossible to guess. I'here 
are at least fifty accounts of their apparition. 7’here was one victim, a grocer, 
who discovered one of these monsters in a sugar-cask and very rashly 
attacked it with a spade as it rose. He struck it to the ground for a moment, 
and it stung him through the boot as he struck at it again and cut its body in 
halves. I Ic was first dead of the two.... 

'I'he most dramatic of the fifty appearances was certainly that ol the wasp 
that visited the British Museum about midday, dropping out ot the blue 
serene upon one of the innumerable pigeons that feed in the courtyard of 
that building, and flying up to the cornice to devour its victim at leisure. 
After that it crawled for a time over the museum roof, entered the dome ot 
the reading-room by a skylight, buzzed about inside it for some little time— 
there was a stampede among the readers—and at last I'ound another window 
and vanished again with a sudden silence from human observation. 

Most of the other reports were of mere passings or descents. A picnic 
party was dispersed at Aldington Knoll and all its sw'eets and jam 
consumed, and a puppy was killed and torn to pieces near Whitstable under 
the very eyes of its mistress. . .. 

'I'he streets that evening resounded with the cry, the newspaper placards 
gave themselves up exclusively in the biggest of letters to the ‘Gigantic 
Wasps in Kent.’ Agitated editors and assistant editors ran up and down 
tortuous staircases bawling things about wasps. And Professor Redwood, 
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emerging from his college in Bond Street at five, flushed from a heated 
discussion with his committee about the price of bull calves, bought an 
evening paper, opened it, changed colour, forgot about bull calves and 
committee forthwith, and took a hansom headlong for Bensington’s flat. 
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'I'he flat was occupied, it seemed to him, to the exclusion of all other sensible 
objects by Mr Skinner and his voice, if indeed you can call cither him or it a 
sensible object! 

'Fhe voice was up very high slopping about among the notes of anguish. 
‘It’th impothible for uth to thtop, Thir. We've thtopped on hoping thinglh 
would get better and they've only got worth, 'Fhir. It ithn’t on'y the 
wapiheth, Thir—there'th big earwigth, 'fhir—big ath that, I'hir.' (He 
indicated all his hand, and about three inches of fat dirty wrist.) ‘They 
pretty near give Mithith Thkinncr litth, 'Fhir. And the thtinging nettleih by 
the runth, Thir, tiny're growing, 'I'hir, and the canary creeper, Thir, whal 
we thowed near the think, 'Thir—it pul illh tendril through the window in 
the night, I'hir, and very nearly caught Mithith 'I'hkinner by the legih, 
'Fhir. It'th that food of yourth, Thir. Wherever we thplathed it about, 'Thir, 
a bit, it’th thet everything growing ranker, 'I'hir, than I ever thought 
anything could grow. It’th impothible to thtop a month, 'I'hir. Ii’th more 
than our liveih are worth, 'I'hir. Even if the wapiheth don’t thting uth, we 
thall be thutt'ocaled by the creeper, I'hir. You can’t imagine, I'hir—unleth 
you come dt)wn to thee, 'I'hir-’ 

He turned his superior eye to the cornice above Redwood’s head. ‘ ’Ow do 
we know the ralth ’avcn’l got it, Thir! 'Fhat 'th what I think of molht, 'I'hir, 
I ’aven’t theen any big ralth, 'Fhir, but 'ow do I know, 'I'hir. We been 
frightened for dayih bccaulh of the earwigth we’ve theen— like lobthterth 
they wath—two of ’em, 'Fhir—and the frightful way the canary creeper 
wath growing, and directly I heard the waptheth—directly I 'card ’em, 
'Fhir, I underthood. I didn’t wait for nothing exthept to thow on a button 
I’d lortht, and then I came on up. Even now, 'Fhir, I’m arf wild with 
angtheily, 'Fhir. ’Ow do I know wat’th happenin’ to Mithith 'Fhkinner, 
'Fhir! There’th the creeper growing all over the plathc like a thnake, 'Fhir— 
thwelp me but you 'ave to watch it, 'Fhir, and jump out of itth way!—and 
the earwigth gcltin’ bigger and bigger, and the waptheth—she 'athen’t even 
got a Blue Bag, 'Fhir—if anything thould happen, 'Fhir!’ 

‘But the hens,’ said Mr Bensington: ‘how are the hens?’ 

‘We fed ’em up to yethterday, thwelp me,’ said Mr Skinner. ‘But thith 
morning we didn’t dare^ 'Fhir. The noithe of the waptheth wath— 
thomethiiig awful, Thir. 'Fhey wath coming out—dothenth. Ath big ath 
’enth. I thayth to ’er, I thayth you juth thow me on a button or two, I thalh, 
for I can’t go to London like thith, I thayth, and I’ll go up to Mithcr 
Benthington, I thayth, and ekthplain thingth to ’im. And you thtop in thith 
room till I come back to you, I thayth, and keep the windowth thhut jutht 



The Tood of the Gods j 

ath tight ath ever you can, I thayth.’ 

‘If you hadn’t been so confoundedly untidy—’ began Redwood. 

‘Oh! don’t that that^ 'I'hir,’ said Skinner. ‘Not now, 'Fhir. Not with me 
iho diththrethed, Thir, about Mithiih 'I’hkinner, 'I'hir! Oh, don't. Thirl I 
’aven't the ’cart to argue with you. 'I'hwelp me, 'fhir, I ’aven’i! It'th the 
ratth 1 keep a thinking of—'Ow do I know they aven’t got at Mithith 
'rhkinner while I been up ’ere?’ 

‘And you haven’t got a solitary measurement of all these beautiful growth 
curves!’ said Rcdw'ood. 

‘1 been too upthet, 'fliir,’ said Air Skinner. ‘If you knew what we been 
through—me and the mithith! All thith latht month. We ’aven’t known 
what to make of it, 'Fhir. What with the henth gcitin’ tho rank, and the 
carwigih, and the canary creeper. I dunno if I told you, Thir—the canary 
creeper. . .’ 

‘You’ve told us all that,’ said Redwood. ‘'I he thing is, Hensington, what 
arc we to do?’ 

‘What are 7ve to do?’ said Air Skinner. 

‘You’ll have to go back to Airs Skinner,' said Redwood. ‘You can’t leave 
her there alone all night.' 

‘Not alime, 'Thir, I don't. Not if there vvath a dothen Alithith 'I'likinnerth. 
I till Alithter Henthington-’ 

‘Nonsense,' said Redwood. ‘'I'hc wasps will be all right at night. And the 
earwigs will get out of your way-' 

‘Hut about the raith?’ 

‘'There aren’t any rats,' said Redwood. 
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Air Skinner might have forgone his chief anxiety. Airs Skinner did not stoi"* 
out her day. 

About eleven the canary creeper, which had been quietly active all the 
morning, began to clamber (wer the window and darken it, and the darker it 
got the more and more clearly Airs Skinner perceived that her position 
would speedily become untenable. And also that she had lived many ages 
since Skinner went. She peered out of the darkling window through the 
stirring tendrils Ibr some time, and then went very cautiously and opened 
the bedroom door and listened. . . . 

Hverything seemed quiet; and so, tucking her skirts high about her. Airs 
Skinner made a boll for the bedroom, and having first lookeil under the bed 
and locked herself in, proceeded with the methodical rapidity of an 
experienced woman to pack for departure. 'The bed had not been made, and 
the room was littered with pieces of the creeper that Skinner had hacked oti 
in order to close the window overnight, but these disorders she did not 
heed. She packed in a decent sheet. She packed all her own wardrobe and a 
velveteen jacket that Skinner wore in his finer moments, and she packed a 
jar of pickles that had not been opened, and so far she was justified in her 



412 The Food of the Gods 

packing. But she also packed two of the hermetically closed tins containing 
Herakleophorbia IV. that Mr Bcnsington had brought on his last visit. (She 
was honest, good woman—but she was a grandmother, and her heart had 
burned within her to see such good growth lavished on a lot of dratted 
chicks.) 

And having packed all these things, she put on her bonnet, took ofl' her 
apron, tied a new bootlace round her umbrella, and after listening for a long 
time at door and window, opened the door and sallied out into a perilous 
world, 'rhe umbrella was under her arm and she clutched the bundle with 
two gnarled and resolute hands. It was her best Sunday bonnet she wore, 
and the two poppies that reared their heads amidst its splendours of band 
and bead seemed instinct with the same tremulous courage that possessed 
her. 

'Fhe features about the roots of her nose wrinkled with determination. 
She had had enough of it! All alone there! Skinner might come back there if 
he liked. 

She went out by the front door, going that way not because she wanted to 
go to Hickleybrow (her goal was Cheasing Hyebright where her married 
daughter resided), but because the back door was impassable on account of 
the canary creeper that had been growing so furiously ever since she upset 
the can of food near its roots. She listened for a space and closed the front 
door very carefully behind her. At the corner of the house she paused and 
reconnoitred..,. 

An extensive sandy scar upon the hillside beyond the pine woods marked 
the next of the giant wasps, and this she studied very earnestly. The coming 
and going of the morning was over, not a wasp chanced to be in sight then, 
and except for a sound scarcely more perceptible than a steam wood-saw at 
work amidst the pines would have been, everything was still. As for earwigs, 
she could see not one. Down among the cabbages indeed something was 
stirring, but it might just as probably be a cat stalking birds. She watched 
this for a time. 

She w'ent a few paces past the corner, came in sight of the run containing 
the giant chicks and stopped again. ‘Ahl’ she said, and shook her head 
slowly at the sight of them. 'They were at that time about the height of emus, 
but of course much thicker in the body—a larger thing altogether. 'I'hey 
w'ere all hens and five all told, now that the two cockerels had killed each 
other. She hesitated at their drooping attitudes. ‘Poor dears!’ she said, and 
put down her bundle; ‘they’ve got no water. And they’ve ’ad no food these 
twenty-four hours! And such appetites, too, as they ’ave!’ She put a lean 
finger to her lips and communed with herself. 

'Fhen this dirty old woman did what seems to me a quite heroic deed of 
mercy. She left her bundle and umbrella in the middle of the brick path, and 
went to the well and drew no fewer than three pailfuls of water for the 
chickens’ empty trough, and then while they were all crowding about that, 
she undid the door of the run very softly, after which she became extremely 
active, resumed her package, got over the hedge at the bottom of the garden, 
crossed the rank meadows (in order to avoid the wasps’ nest) and toiled up 
the winding path towards Cheasing Eyebright. 



The Food of the Gods j 

She panted up the hill; and as she went she paused ever and again to rest 
her bundle and get her breath and stare back at the little cottage beside the 
pine wood below. And when at last, as she was nearing the crest of the hill, 
she saw afar off three several wasps dropping heavily westward, it helped 
her greatly on her way. 

She soon got out of the open and into the high banked lane beyond (which 
seemed a safer place to her) and so up by Hickleybrow Coombe to the 
downs. I'herc at the foot of the downs where a big tree gave an air of shelter 
she rested for a space on a stile. 

'I'hen on again very resolutely. ... 

You figure her, I hope, with her while bundle, a sort of erect black ant, 
hurrying along the little white path-thread athwart the downland slopes 
under the hot sun of the summer afternoon. On she struggled after her 
resolute indefatigable nose, and the poppies in her bonnet quivered 
perpetually and her spring side boots grew whiter and whiter with the 
downland dust, b'lip, flap, Hip, flap went her footfalls through the still heat 
of the day, and persistently, incurably, her umbrella sought to slip from 
under the elbow that retained it. 'The mouth wrinkle under her nose was 
pursed to an extreme resolution, and ever and again she told her umbrella to 
ci^mc up or gave her tightly clutched bundle a vindictive jerk. And at times 
her lips mumbled with fragments of some foreseen argument between 
herself and Skinner. 

And far away, miles and miles away, a steeple and a hanger grew 
insensibly out of the vague blue to mark more and more distinctly the quiet 
corner where C'.heasing liyebright sheltered from the tumult of the world, 
recking little or nothing of the Herakleophorbia concealed in that white 
bundle that struggled so persistently towards its orderly retirement. 


_ _ 

So far as 1 can gather, the pullets came into I lickleybrow about three o’clock 
in the afternoon. 'Their coming must have been a brisk aitair, though 
nobody was out in the street to see it. The violent bellowing of little 
Skelmersdale seems to have been the first announcement ot anything out ol 
the way. Miss Ourgan of the Tost Office was at the w indow as usual, and saw' 
the hen that had caught the unhappy child, in violent flight up the street 
with its victim, closely pursued by two others. You know* that sw'inging 
stride of the emancipated athletic latter-day pullet! You know the keen 
insistence of the hungry hen! 'There w'as Plymouth Rock in these birds, 1 am 
told, and even without Herakleophorbia that is a gaunt and striding strain. 

Probably Miss Durgan w'as not altogether taken by surprise. In spite ol 
Mr Bensington’s insistence upon secrecy, rumours ot the great chicken Mr 
Skinner was producing had been about the village for some weeks. Lor ! 
she cried, ‘it’s what 1 expected.’ 

She seems to have behaved with great presence ot mind. She snatched up 
the sealed bag of letters that was waiting to go on to Urshot, and rushed out 
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of the door at once. Almost simultaneously Mr Skelmersdale himself 
appeared down the village, gripping a watering-pot by the spout and very 
white in the face. And of course in a moment or so everyone in the village 
was rushing to the door or window. 

The spectacle of Miss Durgan all across the road, with the entire day’s 
correspondence of Hickleybrow in her hand, gave pause to the pullet in 
possession of Master Skelmersdale. She halted through one instant’s 
indecision and then turned for the open gates of h’ulcher’s yard. I’hat 
instant was fatal. The second pullet ran in neatly, captured the child by a 
well-directed peck, and went over the wall into the vicarage garden. 

‘(’.harawk, chawk, chawk, chavvk, chawk, chawk!’ shrieked the hindmost 
hen, hit smartly by the watering-can Mr Skelmersdale had thrown, and 
tluliered wildly over Mrs Glue’s cottage and so into the doctor’s held, while 
the rest of those Ciargantuan birds pursued the pullet in possession of the 
child across the vicarage lawn. 

‘Good heavens!’ cried the curate, or (as some say) something much more 
manly, and ran, whirling his croquet mallet and shouting, to head off the 
chase. 

‘Stop, you wretch!’ cried the curate, as though giant hens were the 
commonest facts in life. 

And then, finding he could not possibly intercept her, he hurled his 
mallet with all his might and main, and out it shot in a gracious curve within 
a foot or so of Master Skelmersdale’s head and through the glass lantern of 
the conservatory. Smash! 'The new conservatory! The vicar's wife’s 
beautiful new conservatory! 

It frightened the hen. It might have frightened anyone. She dropped her 
victim into a Portugal laurel (from which he was presently extracted, 
disordered but, save for his less delicate garments, uninjured), made a 
Happing leap for the roof of Fulcher’s stables, put her fool through a weak 
place in the tiles, and descended, so to speak, out of the infinite into the 
contemplative quiet of Mr Humps the paralytic—who, it is now proved 
beyond all cavil, did, on this one occasion in his life, get down the entire 
length of his garden and indoors without any assistance whatever, boll the 
door after him, and immediately relapse again into ('.hrislian resignation 
and helpless dependence upon his wife.... 

The rest of the pullets were headed oti’ by the other croquet players, and 
went through the vicar’s kitchen garden into the doctor’s field, to which 
rendezvous the fifth also came at last, clucking disconsolately after an 
unsuccessful attempt to walk on the cucumber frames at Mr Witherspoon’s. 

They seem to have stood about in a hen-like manner for a time, and 
scratched a little and chirrawked meditatively, and then one pecked at and 
pecked over a hive of the dix:tor’s bees, and after that they set off in a gawky 
jerky feathery fitful sort of way across the fields towards Urshot, and 
Hickleybrow street saw them no more. Near Urshot they really came upon 
commensurate food in a field of swedes, and pecked for a space with gusto, 
until their fame overtook them. 

'fhe chief immediate reaction of this astonishing irruption of gigantic 
poultry upon the human mind was to arouse an extraordinary passion to 



The Food of the (lods 

whoop and run and throw things, and in quite a little time almost all the 
available manhood of Uickleybrow, and several ladies, w'ere out with a 
remarkable assortment of flappish and whangable artielcs in hand—^to begin 
the scooting of the giant hens. They drove them into Urshot, where there 
was a Rural hetc, and Urshot took them as the crowning glory of a happy 
day. 'Fhcy began to be shot at near Findon Beeches, but at first only with a 
rook rille. Of course birds of that size could absorb an unlimited quantity of 
small shot without inconvenience. 'I'hey scattered somewhere near 
Sevenoaks, and near 'I'onbridge one of them fled clucking for a time in 
excessive agitation, somew’hat ahead of and parallel with the afternoon boat 
express—to the great astonishment of everyone therein. 

And about half-past five two of them were caught very cleverly by a circus 
proprietor at 'lunbridge Wells, who lured them into a cage rendered vacant 
through the death of a widow^ed dromedary, by scattering cakes and 
bread.... 
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When the unfortunate Skinner got out of the South-Kastern train at Urshot 
that evening it was already nearly dusk. 'Fhe train was late, but not 
inordinately late—and Mr Skinner remarked as much to the station-master. 
Perhaps he saw a certain pregnancy in the station-master's eye. After the 
briefest hesitatiim and with a confidential movement of his hand to the side 
of his mouth he asked if‘anything’ had happened on that day. 

‘How d’yer oicanY said the station-master, a man with a hard emphatic 
voice. 

‘'Thethe 'ere wapiheth and ihingth.’ 

‘We ’aven’t 'ad much time ti> think of wapiheth,' said the station-master 
agreeably. ‘We've been loo busy with your brasled 'ens,' and he broke the 
news of the pullets ti'J Mr Skinner as one might break the window' of an 
adverse politician. 

‘You ain't 'card anything of Mithith I’hkinner?' asked Skinner, amidst 
that missile show’er of pithy information and comment. 

‘No fear!' said the station-master—^as though even he drew' the line 
somew here in the matter of knowledge. 

‘I mutht make inquirieth 'bout thith,' said Mr Skinner, edging out ol 
reach of the station-master's concluding generalisations about the 
responsibility attaching to the excessive nurture ol hens.... 

Going through Urshot Mr Skinner was hailed by a lime-burner from the 
pits over by Hankey and asked if he w'as looking for his hens. 

‘You ain’t 'card anything of Mithith 'rhkinner?' he asked. 

The lime-burner—his exact phrases need not concern us—expressed his 
superior interest in hens.... 

It w^as already dark—as dark at least as a clear night in the hnglish June 
can be—when Skinner—or his head at any rate—came into the bar of the 
jolly Drovers and said: ‘'lillo! You ’aven’t ’eard anything of thith ere 
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thtory 'bout my 'enth, 'avc you?’ 

‘Oh, "uvetTt we!’ said Mr Fulcher. ‘Why, part of the story’s been and bust 
into my stable roof and one chapter smashed a ’ole in Missis Vicar’s 
green’ouse—I beg ’cr pardon—(^onservarn/tory.’ 

Skinner came in. ‘I’d like thomething a little comforting,’ he said, ‘ ’ot gin 
and waier’th about my figure,’ and everybody began to tell him things about 
the pullets. 

"Grathuth me!’ saiei Skinner. 

‘You ’aven’t ’eard anything about Mithith 'I'hkinncr, ‘ave you?’ he asked 
in a pause. 

‘'Fhat we ’aven’t!’ said Mr Witherspoon. ‘We ’aven’t thought of ’er. We 
ain’t thought nothing of either of you.’ 

‘Ain’t you been ’ome today?’ asked Fulcher over a tankard. 

‘If one of those brasted birds ’ave pecked ’er,’ began Mr Witherspoon, 
and left the full horror to their unaided imaginaliims. .. . 

It appeared to the meeting at the time that it would be an interesting end 
to an eventful day to go on with Skinner and see if anything hud happened to 
Mrs Skinner. One never knenvs what luck i>ne may have when accidents are 
at large. Hut Skinner, standing at the bar and drinking his hot gin and water, 
with one eye roving over the things at the back of the bar and the other fixed 
on the Absolute, missed the psychological moment. 

‘I thuppothe there ’athen’t been any trouble with any of thethc big 
waptheth today anywhere?’ he asked, with an elaborate detachment of 
manner. 

‘Been too busy with your ’ens,’ said Fulcher. 

‘I thuppothe they've all gone in now anyhow,’ said Skinner. 

‘What—the ’ens?’ 

‘I wath thinking of the waptheth more particularly,’ said Skinner. 

And then with an air of circumspection that would have awakened 
suspicion in a week-old baby, and laying the accent heavily on most of the 
words he chose, he asked, ‘I thuppothe nobody ’athen’i ’a//t/of any other 
thingth about, ave they? Hig do^th or catth or anything of that thort? 
'I'heemth to me if thereth big henth and big waptheth cornin’ on-’ 

He laughed with a fine pretence of talking idly. 

Hut a brooding expression came upon the faces of the Hickleybrow men. 
l^ulcher was the first to give their condensing thought the concrete shape of 
words. 

‘A cat to match them ’ens-’ said Fulcher. 

‘Ay!’ said Witherspoon ‘a cat to match they ’ens.’ 

‘’'I’w^ould be a tiger,’ said Fulcher. 

‘More’n a tiger,’ said Witherspoon. . .. 

When at last Skinner followx'd the lonely footpath over the swelling field 
that separated Hickleybrow from the sombre pine-shaded hollow in whose 
black shadow^s the gigantic canary creeper grappled silently with the 
Hxperimental b’arm, he followed it alone. 

He was distinctly seen to rise against the skyline, against the warm clear 
immensity of the northern sky—for so far public interest follow'ed him— 
and to descend again into the night, into an obscurity from which it would 
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seem he will nevermore emerge. He passed—into a mystery. No one knows 
to this day what happened to him after he crossed the brow. When later on 
the two bulchers and Witherspoon, moved by their own imaginations, came 
up the hill and stared after him, the night had swallowed him up altogether. 

'I'he three men stt)od close. 'Fhcrc was not a sound out of the wooded 
blackness that hid the Farm from their eyes. 

‘It’s all right,’ said young bulcher, ending a silence. 

‘Don’t see any lights,’ said Witherspoon. 

‘You wouldn’t from here.’ 

‘It’s misty,’ said the elder Fulcher, 

They meditated for a space. 

‘ ’F'd ’ave come back if anything was wrong,’ said young b'ulcher, and this 
seemed so (obvious and conclusive that presently old bulcher said ‘Well,’ 
and the three went home to bed—thoughtfully, I will admit. . . . 

A shepherd out by I liickster’s F'arm heard a squealing in the night that he 
thought was foxes, and in the morning one of his lambs had been killed, 
dragged half-way towards Hickleybrow and partially devoured. . . . 

The inexplicable part of it all is the absence of any indisputable remains 
of Skinner! 

Many weeks after, amidst the charred ruins of the lixperimenlal b'arm, 
there was found si’)meihing which may or may not have been a human 
shoulder-blade, and in ani^ther part of the ruins a long bone greatly gnawed 
equally doubtful. Near the stile going up towards luebright there was 
found a glass eye, and many people discovered thereupon that Skinner 
owed much of his personal charm to such a possession. It stared out upon 
the world with that same inevitable effect tff detachment, that same severe 
melancholy that had been the redemption of his else worldly countenance. 

And about the ruins industrious research discovered the metal rings and 
charred coverings of two linen buttons, three shanked buttons entire, and 
one of that metallic sort which is used in the less conspicuiuis sutures of the 
human Hconiimy. 'I'hese remains have been accepted by persons in 
authority as conclusive of a destroyed and scattered Skinner, but for my 
own entire conviction, and in view of his distinctive idiosyncrasy, I must 
confess I should prefer fewer buttons and more bones. 

The glass eye <^f ctutrse has an air of extreme conviction, but it it really is 
Skinner's—and even Mrs Skinner did not certainly know il that immobile 
eye of his was glass—something has changed il from a liquid brown a 
serene and confident blue. 'That shoulder-blade is an extremely doubllul 
document, and I would like to put it side by side with the gnawed scapulae 
of a few of the commoner domestic animals before I admitted its humanity. 

And where were Skinner’s bools, for example? Perverted and strange as a 
rat’s appetite must be, is it conceivable that the same creatures that could 
leave a lamb only half eaten, would finish up Skinner, hair, bones, teeth, and 
boots? 

I have closely questioned as many as I could of those who knew Skinner at 
all intimately, and they one and all agree that they cannot imagine anything 
eating him. He was the sort of man, as a retired seafaring person living in 
one of Mr W.W. Jacobs’ collages at Diinton Green told me, with a guarded 
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significance of manner not uncommon in these parts, who would ‘get 
washed up anyhow,’ and as regards the devouring element was ‘fit to put a 
fire out.’ He considered that Skinner would be as safe on a raft as anywhere. 
The retired seafaring man added that he wished to say nothing whatever 
against Skinner; facts were facts. And rather than have his clothes made by 
Skinner, the retired seafaring man remarked he would take his chance of 
being locked up. 'Fhese observations certainly do not present Skinner in the 
light of an appetising object. 

To be perfectly frank with the reader, I do not believe he ever went back to 
the Kxperimental Farm. I believe he hovered through long hesitations about 
the fields of the Hickleybrow glebe and finally, when that squeal began, took 
the line of least resistance out of his perplexities into the Incognito. 

And in the Incognito, whether of this or of some other world unknown to 
us, he obstinately and quite indisputably has remained to this day... . 


THE GIANT RATS 


I 


It was two nights after the disappearance of Mr Skinner that the Podbourne 
doctor was out late near Ilankcy, driving in his buggy. lie had been up all 
night assisting another undistinguished citizen into this curious world of 
ours; and his task accomplished, he was driving homeward in a drowsy 
mood enough. It was about two o’clock in the morning, and the waning 
moon was rising. The summer night had gone cold, and there was a low- 
lying whitish mist that made things indistinct. He was quite alone—for his 
coachman was ill in bed—and there was nothing to be seen on either hand 
but a drifting mystery of hedge running athwart the yellow glare of his 
lamps, and nothing to hear but the clitter clatter of his horse and the gride 
and hedge echo of his wheels. His horse was as trustworthy as himself, and 
one does not wonder that he dozed.... 

You know that intermittent drowsing as one sits, the drooping of the 
head, the nodding to the rhythm of the wheels, then chin upon breast, and at 
once the sudden start up again. 

Fitter, litter, patter. 

‘What was that?’ 

It seemed to the doctor he had heard a thin shrill squeal close at hand, b'or 
a moment he was quite awake. He said a word or two of undeserved rebuke 
to his horse, and looked about him. He tried to persuade himself that he had 
heard the distant squeal of a fox—or perhaps a young rabbit gripped by a 
ferret. 

Swish, swish, swish, pitter, patter, swish -... 

‘What was that?’ 

He felt he was getting fanciful. He shook his shoulders and told his horse 
to get on. He listened and heard nothing. 
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Or was il nothing? 

He had the queerest impression that something had just peeped over the 
hedge at him, a queer big head. With round ears! He peered hard, but he 
could see nothing. 

‘Nonsense,’ said he. 

He sat up with an idea that he had dropped into a nightmare, gave his 
horse the slightest touch of the whip, spoke to it and peered again over the 
hedge. 'I'he glare of his lamp, however, together with the mist, rendered 
things indistinct, and he could distinguish nothing. 11 came into his head, he 
says, that there could be nothing there, because if there was his horse would 
have shied at it. Yet fi>r all that his senses remained nervously awake. 

'fhen he heard quite distinctly a soft pattering of feet in pursuit along the 
road. 

I le would not believe his ears about that. He could not loi^k round, for the 
road just there had a sinuous curve. He whipped up his horse and glanced 
sideways again. And then he saw quite distinctly where a ray from his lamp 
leapt a low stretch of hedge, the curved back i>f—some big animal, he 
couldn’t tell what, going along in quick convulsive leaps. 

He says he thought of the old tales of witchcraft—the thing was so utterly 
unlike any animal he knew, and he lightened his hold on the reins I’or fear of 
the fear of his horse, h-ducated man as he was, he admits he asked himself if 
this could be something that his hi>rse could not see. 

Ahead, and drawing near in silhouette against the rising moon, was the 
outline ol’the little hamlet of Hankey, comforting, though it showed never a 
light, and he cracked his whip and spoke again and then in a Hash the rats 
were at him! 

I le had passed a gate, and as he did so, the foremost rat came leaping over 
into the road. 'The thing sprang upon him out of vagueness inti» the utmost 
clearness, the sharp, eager, round-eared face, the long body exaggerated by 
its movement; and what particularly struck him, the pink webbed forefeet 
of the beast. What must have made it more horrible to him at the time, was 
that he had no idea the thing was any created beast he knew'. He did not 
recognise it as a rat, because of its size. His horse gave a bound as the thing 
dropped into the road beside it. The little lane w'oke into tumult at the 
report of the whip and the doctor’s shout. The whole thing suddenly went 
fast. 

Rut tic-clatter^ clash^ clatter. 

'The doctor, one gathers, stood up, shouted to his horse, and slashed with 
all his strength. 'I'he rat winced and swerved most reassuringly at his 
blow'—in the glare of his lamp he could see the fur furrow umler the lash— 
and he slashed again and again, heedless and unaware ot the sectmd pursuer 
that gained upon his offside. 

He let the reins go, and glanced back to discover the third rat in pursuit 
behind... . 

His horse bounded forward. The buggy leapt high at a rut. bor a frantic 
minute perhaps everything seemed to be going in leaps and bounds. .. . 

It was sheer good luck the horse came down in Hankey and not cither 
before or after the houses had been passed. 
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No one knows how the horse came down, whether it stumbled or whether 
the rat on the offside really got home w'ith one of those slashing down 
strokes of the incisors (given with the full weight of the b()dy); and the 
doctor never discovered that he himself was bitten until he was inside the 
brickmaker’s house, much less did he discover when the bite occurred, 
though bitten he was and badly—a long slash like the slash of a double 
tomahawk that had cut two parallel ribbons of flesh from his left shoulder. 

He was standing up in his buggy at one moment, and in the next he had 
leapt to the ground, and with his ankle, though he did not know it, badly 
sprained, he was cutting furiously at a third rat that was flying directly at 
him. I le scarcely remembers the leap he must have made over the top of the 
wheel as the buggy came over, so obliteratingly hot and swift did his 
impressions rush upon him. I think myself the horse reared up with the rat 
biting again at his throat, and fell sideways, and carried the whole affair 
over; and that the doctor sprang, as it were, instinctively. As the buggy came 
down, the receiver of the lamp smashed, and suddenly poured a flare of 
blazing oil, a thud of while flame into the struggle. 

'rhat was the first thing the brickmaker saw. 

He had heard the clatter of the doctor's approach and—though the 
doctor's memory has nothing of this—wild shouting. He had got out of bed 
hastily, and as he did so came the terrific smash, and up shot the glare 
outside the rising blind. ‘It was brighter than day,' he says. He stood, blind 
cord in hand, and stared out of the window at a nightmare transformation of 
the familiar road before him. 'I'he black figure of the doctor with its whirling 
whip danced out against the flame. The horse kicked indistinctly, half 
hidden by the blaze, with a rat at its throat. In the obscurity against the 
churchyard wall, the eyes of a second monster shone wickedly. Another—a 
mere dreadful blackness with red-lit eyes and flesh-coloured hands— 
clutched unsteadily on the wall coping to which it had leapt at the flash of 
the exploding lamp. 

You know' the keen face of a rat, those two sharp teeth, those pitiless eyes. 
Seen magnified to near six limes its linear dimensions, and still more 
magnified by darkness and amazement and the leaping fancies of a litful 
blaze, it must have been an ill sight for the brickmaker—still more than half 
asleep. 

'I'hen the doctor had grasped the opportunity, that momentary respite 
the flare afforded, and was out of the brickmaker's sight bek)w battering the 
door with the butt of his whip. 

The brickmaker would not let him in until he had got a light. 

There are those who have blamed the man for that, but until I know my 
own courage better, I hesitate to join their number. 

The doctor yelled and hammered. ... 

The brickmaker says he was weeping with terror when at last the door 
was opened. 

‘Bolt,’ gasped the doctor, ‘bolt,’ and could say no more. He tried to move 
to the door to help and sank down on the chair beside the clock while the 
brickmaker fastened the door. 

‘I don’t know what they ur^!’ he repeated several times. ‘I don’t know 
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what they arc "—with a high note on the ‘are.’ 

1 he brickmaker would have got him whisky, but the doctor would not be 
left alone with nothing but a flickering light just then. 

It was long before the brickmaker could get him to go upstairs. 

And when the fire was out the giant rats came back, took the dead horse, 
dragged it across the churchyard into the brickfield and ate it until it was 
dawn, none even then daring to disturb them. . . . 



Redw'ood went round to Hensington about eleven the ne.xt morning with the 
‘second edition’ of three evening papers in his hand. 

Bensington loi^ked up from a despondent meditation over the forgotten 
pages of the most distracting novel the Brompton Road librarian had been 
able to find him. ‘Anything fresh?’ he asked. 

‘'I'wo men stung near Chartham.’ 

‘'I'hey ought to have let us smoke out that nest. They really did. It’s their 
own fault.’ 

‘It’s their own fault, certainly,’ said Redwood. 

‘Have you heard anything about buying the farm?’ 

‘'I'he 1 louse Agent,’ said Redwwd, ‘is a thing with a big mouth and made 
of dense w’ood. It pretends someone else is after the house—it always does, 
you know—and won’t understand there’s a hurry. “This is a matter of life 
and death,” I said, “don’t you understand?” It dropped its eyes half shut 
and said, “'I hen why don’t you go the other two hundred pimnds?” I’d 
rather live in a world of solid wasps than give in to the stonewalling 
stupidity of that offensive creature. I-’ 

I le paused, feeling that a sentence like that might very easily be spoiled by 
its context. 

‘It’s too much to hope,’ said Bensington, ‘that one of the wasps-’ 

‘'I'he wasp has no more idea of public utility than a—than a House 
Agent,’ said Redwood. 

He talked for a little while about house agents and solicitors and people of 
that sort, in the unjust unreasonable way that so many people do somehow 
get to talk of these business calculi (‘Of all the cranky things in this cranky 
world, the most cranky of all, to my n;ind, is that while we expect honour, 
courage, efficiency, from a doctor or a soldier as a matter of course, a 
solicitor or a house agent is not only permitted but expected to display 
nothing but a sort of greedy, greasy, obstructive, over-reaching 
imbecility—' etc.)—and then, greatly relieved, he went to the window and 
stared out at the Sloane Street traflic. 

Bensington had put the most exciting novel conceivable on the little table 
that carried his electric standard. He joined the fingers of his opposed hands 
very carefully and regarded them. ‘Redwood,’ he said. ‘Do they say much 
about VsT 

‘Not so much as I should expect.’ 
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‘They don’t denounce us at all?’ 

‘Not a bit. Hut, on the other hand, they don't back up what I point out 
must be done. I’ve written to The Titnes^ you know, explaining the whole 
thing-’ 

‘We lake the Daily (diroNieU\' said Hensingion. 

‘And 'The 'Times has a long leader on the subject—a very high-class, well- 
written leader—with three pieces of 'Times Latin— status quo is one—and it 
reads like the voice of Somebody Impersonal of the Greatest Importance 
sull'ering from Influenza Headache and talking thrimgh sheets and sheets of 
felt without getting any relief from it whatever. Reading between the lines, 
you know, it’s pretty clear that The Times considers it is useless to mince 
matters and that something (indefinite of course) has to be done at once. 
Otherwise still more undesirable consequences— 'Times Hnglish, you know, 
for more wasps and stings. 'Thoroughly statesmanlike article!' 

‘And meanwhile this Bigness is spreading in all sorts of ugly ways.’ 

‘Precisely.’ 

‘I wonder if Skinner was right about thi>se big rats-' 

‘Oh no! That would be loo much,’ said Redwoexl. 

He came and stood by Hensington’s chair. 

‘By the by,’ he said, with a slightly lowered voice, ‘how docs she -?' 

He indicated the closed door. 

‘Cousin Jane? She simply knows nothing about it. Doesn’t ci>nnecl us 
with it and won’t read the articles. “(ligantic wasps!" she says, “I haven’t 
patience to read the papers.’” 

‘'I’hat’s very fortunate,’ said Redwood. 

‘I suppose—Mrs Redwood-?’ 

‘No,’ said Redwood, ‘just at present it happens—she’s terribly W()rried 
about the child. You know, he keeps on.’ 

‘Growing?’ 

‘Yes. Put on forty-one ounces in ten days. Weighs nearly four stone. And 
only six months old! Naturally rather alarming.’ 

‘Healthy?’ 

‘Vigorous. His nurse is leaving because he kicks so forcibly. And 
everything, of course, shockingly outgrown. Lverything, you know, has had 
to be made fresh, clothes and everything. Perambulator—light affair— 
broke one wheel, and the youngster had to be brought home on the 
milkman’s hand-truck. Yes. Quite a crowd. ... And we’ve pul Cieorgina 
Phyllis back into his cot and put him into the bed of (leorgina Phyllis. His 
mother—naturally alarmed. Proud at first and inclined to praise Winkles. 
Not now. Feels the thing catTt be wholesome. You know.’ 

‘I imagined you were going to put him on diminishing doses.’ 

‘I tried it.’ 

‘Didn’t it work?’ 

‘Howls. In the ordinary way the cry of a child is loud and distressing; it is 
for the good of the species that this should be so—but since he has been on 
the Herakleophorbia treatment—’ 

‘Mm,’ said Bensington, regarding his fingers with more resignation than 
he had hitherto displayed. 
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‘Practically the thing must come out. People will hear of this child, 
connect it up with our hens, and the whole thing will come round to my 
wife. .. . How she will lake it I haven’t the remotest idea.’ 

‘It is difficult,’ said Mr Kensington, ‘to form any plan—certainly.’ 

He removed his glasses and wiped them carefully. 

‘It is another instance,’ he generalised, ‘of the thing that is continually 
happening. We—if indeed I may presume to the adjective—.?czt7///y/V men— 
w'e work of course always for a theoretical result—a purely theoretical 
result. But incidentally we do set forces in operation —ucto forces. We 
mustn’t control them and nobody else can. Practically, Redwood, the thing 
is out of our hands. We supply the material-’ 

‘And they,’ said Redwood, turning to the window, ‘get the experience.’ 

‘So far as this trouble down in Kent goes 1 am not disposed to worry 
further.’ 

‘Unless they worry us.’ 

‘h-xactly. And if they like to muddle about with solicitors and pettifoggers 
and legal (obstructions and weighty considerations of the tcomfool order, 
until they have got a number of new gigantic species of vermin well 
established-'Things always have been in a muddle, Rcdwioiod.’ 

Redwood traced a twisted, tangled line in the air. 

‘And our real interest lies at present with your boy.’ 

Redwood turned about and came and stared al his collaborator. 

‘What do you think of him, Bcnsinglon? You can linok al this business 
with a greater detachment than I can. What am 1 to do about him?’ 

‘Go on feeding him.’ 

‘On Herakleophorbia?’ 

‘On Herakleophorbia,’ 

‘And then he’ll grow.’ 

‘He’ll grow, as far as I can calculate from the hens and the wasps, to the 
height of about five and thirty feet—with everything in propi^riion-’ 

‘And then what’ll he do?’ 

‘'That,’ said Mr Kensington, ‘is just what makes the whole thing so 
interesting.’ 

‘CAinfbund it, man! 'Think of his clothes. And when he’s grown up,’ said 
Redwood, ‘he’ll (mly be i^ne Si^litary Gulliver in a pigmy world.’ 

Mr Kensington’s eye over his gold rim was pregnant. 

‘Why solitary?’ he said, and repeated still more darkly, ‘U"//v solitary.*'’ 

‘But you don’t propose-?’ 

‘I said,’ said Mr Kensington, with the self-complacency of a man who has 
produced a good significant saying, ‘Why solitary.*'’ 

‘Meaning that cme might bring up other children-.*'’ 

‘Meaning nothing beyond my inquiry.’ 

Redwood began t(^ walk about the room. ‘Of course,’ he said, ‘one 
might-But still! What arc we coming to?’ 

Kensington evidently enjoyed his line of high intellectual detachment. 
‘'The thing that interests me most. Redwood, of all this, is to think that his 
brain at the top of him will also, so far as my reasoning gc^es, be five and 
thirty feet or so above our level. ... What’s the matter?’ 
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Redwood stood at the window and stared at a news placard on a paper- 
cart that rattled up the street. 

‘What’s the matter?’ repeated Bensington, rising. 

Redwood exclaimed violently. 

‘What is it?’ said Bensington. 

‘Cjct a paper,’ said Redwood, moving doorward. 

‘Why?’ 

‘Get a paper. Something—I didn’t quite catch—Gigantic rats-!’ 

‘Rats?’ 

‘Yes, rats. Skinner was right after all!’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘How the Deuce am I to know till I see a paper? Great Rats! Ciood Lord! 
1 wonder if he’s been eaten!’ He glanced for his hat, and decided to go 
hatless. 

As he rushed dinvnstairs two steps at a time, he could hear along the street 
the mightly bowlings to and fro of the Hooligan paper-sellers making a 
BiH)m. 

‘’Orriblc affair in Kent—’orrible affair in Kent. Doctor . . . eaten by rats. 
’Orriblc affair—'orrible affair—rats—eaten by Stchewpendous rats, b'ull 
perticulers—’orrible affair.’ 


3 


Cossar, the well-known civil engineer, h^und them in the great doorway of 
the flat mansions. Redwood holding out the damp pink paper and 
Bensington, on tiptoe, reading over his arm. Cossar was a large-bodied man 
with gaunt inelegant limbs placed casually at convenient corners of his 
body, and face like a carving abandoned at an early stage as altogether 
too unpromising for complctiim. His nose had been left square, and his 
lower jaw projected beyond his upper. He breathed audibly, hew 
people considered him handsome. His hair was entirely tangential, and 
his voice, which he used sparingly, was pitched high, and had commonly 
a quality of bitter protest. He wore a grey cloth jacket suit and a silk hat on 
all occasions. He plumped an abysmal trouser pocket with a vast red 
hand, paid his cabman, and came panting resolutely up the steps, a copy 
of the pink paper clutehed about the middle like Jove’s thunderbolt in his 
hand. 

‘Skinner?’ Bensington was saying, regardless of his approach. 

‘Nothing about him,’ said Redwood. ‘Bound to be eaten. Both of them. 
It’s too horrible. . .. Hullo! Cossar!’ 

‘This your stuff?’ asked Cossar, waving the paper. 

‘Well, why don’t you stop it?’ he demanded. 

^Can*t be Jiggered!’ said Cossar. 

^Buy the place?' he cried. ‘What nonsense! Burn it. I knew you chaps 
would fumble this. What are you to do? Why—what I tell you! 

‘ You? Do? Why! Go up the street to the gunsmith’s, of course. Why? b'or 
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guns! Yes—there's only one shop. Get eight guns! Rifles. Not elephant 
guns—no! 'I'oo big. Not army rifles—too small. Say it's to kill—kill a bull. 
Say it s to shoot buffalo! See? lih? Rats? Ni'! How the deuee are ihev to 
understand that? . . . Because we ivam eight. (}et a lot of ammunition. Don't 
get guns without ammunition—No! 'I'ake the lot in a cab to—where's the 
place? Vrshol? Charing Cross, then. 'I'here's a train-Well, the first train 
that starts after two. 'I’hink you can do it! All right. Licence? (}et eight at a 
post oHice, of course. (lun licences, you know. Not game. VGiy? It's rats, 
man. You—Bensington. C 3 ot a telephone? Yes. I'll ring up five of my chaps 
from lialing. lV 7 /v five? Ik‘cause it's the right number! 

‘Where you going, Redw()od? (iet a hat! Xonsetisc. Have mine. You want 
guns, man—not hats. GiU money? Hnough? All right. So long. 

‘Where's the telephone, Bensington?' 

Bensington wheeled about obediently and led the way. 

CA)ssar used and replaced the instrument. ‘'I'hcn there's the wasps,' he 
said. ‘Sulphur and nitre'll do that. Obviously. Blaster of Baris. You're a 
chemist. W'here can I get sulphur by the ton in portable sacks? Whui for? 
Why, Lord bless my heart and soul!—to smoke out the nest, of course! 1 
suppose it must be sulphur, eh? You’re a chemist. Sulphur best, eh?’ 

‘Yes, I shtmld think sulphur.' 

‘Nt)thing better? 

‘Right. 'I'hat's your job. 'Bhat's all right. Ciel as much sulphur as you 
can—saltpetre to make it burn. Sent? C>haring Ooss. Right away. See they 
do it. hollow it up. Anything?' 

He thought a moment. 

‘Blaster of Baris—any sort of plaster—bung up nest—holes—you know. 
'That Td better get.’ 

‘Htnv much?’ 

‘How much what?' 

‘Sulphur.' 

‘"Bon. Sec?' 

Bcnsingtvm tigluened his glasses with a hand tremulous with de¬ 
termination. ‘Right,' he said, very curtly. 

‘Money in your pocket?' asked C'a^ssar. 

‘Hang cheqifes. 'Bhey may not know you. Bay cash. Obviously. Where's 
your bank? All right. St4>p on the way and gel forty pounds—notes and 
gold.' 

Another meditation. ‘If we leave this job for public ollicials we shall have 
all Kent in tatters,' said Cossar. ‘Now is there—anything? \o! HIT 

I le stretched a vast hand towards a cab that became convulsively eager to 
serve him (‘Cab, Sir?' said the cabman. ‘Obviously,' said Cossar); and 
Bensingtt)!!, still hatless, paddled down the steps and prepared to mount. 

‘1 thinks' he said with his hand on the cab apron, and a sudden glance up 
at the windows of his flat, ‘1 otiiiht to tell my cousin Jane-’ 

‘More lime to tell her when yon come back,' said C^ossar, thrusting him in 
with a vast hand expanded over his back. . . . 

‘Clever chaps,' remarked CCossar, ‘but no initiative whatever. Cousin Jane 
indeed! I know her. Rot, these ci>usin Janes! Country infested with em. I 
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suppose I shall have to spend the whole blessed night seeing they do what 
they know perfectly well they ought to have done all along. I wonder if it’s 
Research makes ’em like that or Cousin Jane or what?’ 

He dismissed this obscure problem, meditated for a space upon his 
watch, and decided there would be just lime to drop into a restaurant and 
gel some lunch before he hunted up the plaster of Paris and took it to 
Charing Cross. 

The train started at five minutes past three, and he arrived at Charing 
Cross at a quarter to three, to find Bensington in heated argument between 
two policemen and his van-driver outside, and Redwood in the luggage 
office involved in some technical obscuity about his ammunition. 
Kverybody was pretending, neither to know anything nor to have any 
authority, in the way dear to South-Hastern officials when the catch you in a 
hurry. 

‘Pity they can’t shoot all these officials and get a new lot,’ remarked 
Cossar with a sigh. But the time was too limited for anything fundamental, 
and so he swept through these minor controversies, disinterred what may or 
may not have been the station-master from some obscure hiding-place, 
walked about the premises holding him and giving orders in his name, and 
was out of the station with everybody and everything aboard before that 
official was fully awake to the breaches in the most sacred routines and 
regulations that were being committed. 

‘Who teas he?’ said the high official, caressing the arm Cx^ssar had 
gripped, and smiling with knit brows. 

‘’It was a gentleman, Sir,’ said a porter, ‘anyhow. ’Im and all ’is party 
travelled first class.’ 

‘Well, we got him and his stuff off pretty sharp—whoever he was,' said the 
high official, rubbing his arm with something approaching satisfaction. 

And as he walked slowly back, blinking in the unaccustomed daylight, 
towards that dignified retirement in which the higher officials at Charing 
Cross shelter from the importunity of the vulgar, he still smiled at his 
unaccustomed energy. It was a very gratifying revelation of his own 
possibilities, in spite of the stiffness of his arm. He wished some of those 
confounded armchair critics of railway management could have seen it. 



By five o’clock that evening this amazing Cossar, with no appearance of 
hurry at all, had got all the stuff for his fight with insurgent Bigness out of 
Urshot and on the road to Hickleybrow. 'Fwo barrels of paraffin and a load 
of dry brushwood he had bought in Urshot; plentiful sacks of sulphur, eight 
big game guns and ammunition, three light breechloaders, with small-shot 
ammunition for the wasps, a hatchet, two billhooks, a pick and three spades, 
two coils of rope, some bottled beer, soda and whisky. One gross of packets 
of rat poison and cold provisions for three days had come down from 
London. All these things he had sent on in a coal trolley and a hay waggon in 
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the most businesslike way, except the guns and ammunition, which were 
stuck under the seat of the Red Lion w’aggonctte appointed to bring on 
Redwood and the five picked men who had come up from hlaling at Cossar's 
summons. 

Cossar conducted all these transactions with an invincible air of 
commonplace, in spite of the fact that Urshot was in a panic about the rats, 
and all the drivers had to be specially paid. All the shops were shut in the 
place, and scarcely a soul abroad in the street, and when he banged at a door 
a window’ was apt to open. lie seemed to cimsider that the conduct of 
business from open windows was an entirely legitimate and obvious 
method, b’inally he and Rensington got the Red Lion dog-cart and set olf 
with the waggonette, to overtake the baggage, 'rhey did this a little beyond 
the cross-roads, and so reached Hickleybrow first. 

Hensington, W’ith a gun between his knees, sitting beside C'.ossar in ihe 
dog-cart, dcveli^ped a long-germinated amazement. All they were doing 
was, no doubt, as (Cossar insisted, quite the obvicuis thing to do, only—! In 
luigland one si) rarely does the obvious thing. He glanced from his 
neighbour's feet to the boldly sketched hands upon the reins, ('ossar had 
apparently never driven before, and he was keeping the line of least 
resistance down the middle of the road by some no doubt quite obvious but 
certainly unusual light of his i)wn. 

'Why don't we all do the obvious?' thought Rensington. ‘How’ the world 
would travel if one did! I w onder for instance why 1 don't do such a lot of 
things I know would be all right to do—things I tvaut to do. Is everybody 
like that, or is it peculiar to me?' He plunged into obscure speculation about 
the Will. He thought of the complex organised futilities of the daily life, and 
in contrast with them the plain and manifest things to do, the sweet and 
splendid things to do, that some incredible influences w ill never permit us 
to do. C.ousin Jane? Cousin Jane he perceived was important in the 
question, in some subtle and dilhcull way. Why should we after all eat, 
drink, and sleep, remain unmarried, go here, abstain from going there, all 
out of deference to C'ousin Jane? She became symbolical without ceasing to 
be incomprehensible. . . . 

A stile and a path across the liclds caught his eye and reminded him of 
that other bright day, so recent in time, so remote in its emotions, when he 
had walked from Urshot to the lixperimental b'arm to see the giant 
chicks. . . . 

Late plays with us. 

''Tcheck, I’check,’ said Cossar. ‘Get up.' 

It was a hot midday afternoon, not a breath of wind, and the dust was 
thick on the roads, b'ew people w’ere about, but the deer beyond the park 
palings bn)wsed in profound tranquillity. 'I'licy saw a couple ot big wasps 
stripping a gooseberry bush just outside Hickleybrow, and another was 
crawling up and dow’n the front of the little grocer's shop in the village street 
trying to find an entry. I'he grocer was dimly visible within, with an ancient 
fowling-piece in hand, watching its endeavours. The driver of the 
W'aggonettc pulled up outside the Jolly Drovers and informed Redwood 
that his part of the bargain w^as done. In this contention he w’as presently 
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joined by the drivers of the waggon and the trolley. Not only did they 
maintain this, but they refused to let the horses be taken further. 

‘Them big rats is nuts on ’orscs,’ the trolley driver kept on repeating. 

Cossar surveyed the controversy for a moment. 

‘Get the things out of that waggonette,’ he said, and one of his men, a tall 
fair dirty engineer, obeyed. 

‘Gimme that shotgun,’ said Cossar. 

He placed himself between the drivers. ‘We don’t want3»£)M to drive,’ he 
said. 

‘You can say what you like,’ he conceded, ’but we want these horses.* 

They began to argue, but he continued speaking. 

‘If you try and assault us I shall, in self-defence, let fly at your legs. I’he 
horses are going on.’ 

He treated the incident as closed. ‘Get up on the waggon. Flack,’ he said 
to a thickset, wiry little man. ‘Boon, take the trolley.’ 

The two drivers blustered. 

‘You’ve done your duty to your employers,’ said Redwood. ‘You stop in 
this village until we come back. No one will blame you, seeing we’ve got 
guns. We’ve no wish to do anything unjust or violent, but this business is 
pressing. I’ll pay if anything happens to the horses, never fear.’ 

‘77/ar’5 all right,’ said Cossar, who rarely promised. 

They left the waggonette behind, and the men who were not driving went 
afoot. Over each shoulder sloped a gun. It was the oddest little expedition 
for an Fnglish country road, more like a Yankee party trekking west in the 
good old Indian days. 

I’hey went up the road until at the crest by the stile they came into sight of 
the Experimental Farm. They found a little group of men there with a gun 
or sc^—the two F'ulchers were among them—and one man, a stranger from 
Maidstone, stood out before the others and watched the place through an 
opera-glass. 

These men turned about and stared at Redwood’s party. 

‘Anything fresh?’ said Cossar. 

‘The waspses keeps a cornin’ and a goin’,’ said old Fulcher. ‘Can’t sec as 
they bring anything.’ 

‘The Canary Creeper’s got in among the pine trees now,’ said a man with 
the lorgnette. ‘It wasn’t there this morning. You can sec it grow while you 
watch it.’ 

He took out a handkerchief and wiped his object-glasses with careful 
deliberation. 

‘I reckon you’re going down there,’ ventured Skelmcrsdale. 

‘Will you come?’ said Cossar. 

Skelmersdale seemed to hesitate. 

‘It’s an all-night job.’ 

Skelmcrsdale decided that he wouldn’t. 

‘Rats about?’ asked Cossar. 

‘One was up in the pines this morning—rabbiting, we reckon.’ 

Cossar slouched on to overtake his party. 

Hensington, regarding the Experimental Farm under his hand, was able 
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to gauge now the vigour of the Food. His first impression was that the house 
was smaller than he had thought, very much smaller; his second was to 
perceive that all the vegetation between the house and the pine wood had 
become extremely large. 'I’hc roof over the well peeped amidst tussocks of 
grass a good eight feel high, and the Canary Creeper wrapped about the 
chimney stack and gesticulated with stiff tendrils towards the heavens. Its 
flowers were vivid yellow splashes, distinctly visible as separate specks this 
mile away. A great green cable had writhed across the big wire enclosures of 
the giant hens’ run, and flung twining leaf stems about two outstanding 
pines, h’ully half as tall as these w^as the grove of nettles running round 
behind the cart-shed. The w^hole prospect, as they drew' nearer, became 
more and more suggestive of a raid of pigmies upon a doll’s house that has 
been left in a neglected corner of some great garden. 

"rhere was a busy coming and going from the wasps’ nest, they saw'. A 
swarm of black shapes interlaced in the air above the rusty hill-front beyond 
the pine cluster, and ever and again one of these would dart up into the sky 
with incredible swiftness and soar off upon some distant quest. Their 
humming became audible at more than half a mile’s distance from the 
lixperimental Farm. Once a yelknv-striped monster dropped tow’ards them 
and hung for a space watching them w'ith its great cimipound eyes, but at an 
ineffectual shot from C^^ssar it darted ofl' again. Dow n in a corner of the 
field, away to the right, several were craw'ling about over some ragged bones 
that were probably the remains of the lamb the rats had brought from 
Huxter’s h'arni. I'he horses became very restless as they drew near these 
creatures. None of the party was an expert driver, and they had to put a man 
to lead each horse and encourage it with the voice. 

'They could see nothing of the rats as they came up to the house, and 
everything seemed perfectly still except for the rising and falling 
‘whoo//zz7.zZZ/, w'hoooozoo-00’ of the wasps’ nest. 

They led the horses into the yard, and one of Cossar's men, seeing the 
door open—the w’hole of the middle portion of the door had been gnawed 
out—walked into the house. Niibody missed him for the time, the rest being 
occupied with the barrels of paraffin, and the first intimation they had of his 
separation from them was the report of his gun and the whiz of his bullet. 
‘Hang, bang,’ both barrels, and his first bullet it seems went through the 
cask of sulphur, smashed out a stave from the further side, and filled the air 
with yellow dust. Redwood had kept his gun in hand and let fly at something 
grey that leapt past him. He had a vision of a broad hind quarters, the long 
scaly tail and long soles of the hind feet of a rat, and fired his second barrel. 
He saw Bensinglon drop as the beast vanished round the corner. 

'I'hen for a lime everybody w'as busy with a gun. For three minutes lives 
were cheap at the Experimental Farm, and the banging of guns filled the air. 
Redwood, careless of Hensington in his excitement, rushed in pursuit, and 
was knocked headlong by a mass of brick fragments, mortar, plaster, and 
rotten lath splinters that came flying out at him as a bullet whacked through 
the wall. 

He found himself sitting on the ground with blood on his hands and lips, 
and a great stillness brooded over all about him. 
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Then a fattish voice from within the house remarked: ‘Gee-whiz!’ 

‘Hullo!’ said Redwood. 

‘Hullo there!’ answered the voice. 

And then: ‘Did you chaps get ’im?’ 

A sense of the duties of friendship returned to Redwood. ‘Is Mr 
Kensington hurt?’ he said. 

The man inside heard imperfectly. ‘No one ain’t to blame if I ain’t,’ said 
the voice inside. 

It became clearer to Redwood that he must have shot Kensington. He 
forgot the cuts upon his face, arose and came back to find Kensington seated 
on the ground and rubbing his shoulder. Kensington kx^ked over his 
glasses. ‘We peppered him. Redwood,' he said, and then: ‘He tried to jump 
over me, and knocked me dowm. Rut I let him have it with both barrels, and 
my! how it has hurt my shoulder to be sure!’ 

A man appeared in the dm^rway. ‘I got him once in the chest and once in 
the side,’ he said. 

‘Where’s the w'aggons?’ said Cossar, appearing amidst a thicket of 
gigantic canary-creeper leaves. 

It became evident, to Redwood’s amazement, first, that no one had been 
shot, and secondly, that the trolley and waggon had shifted lifty yards, and 
were now standing with interlocked wheels amidst the tangled distortions of 
Skinner’s kitchen garden. 'The horses had stopped their plunging. Halfway 
towards them, the burst barrel of sulphur lay in the path with a cloud of 
sulphur dust above it. He indicated this to Cossar and walked towards it. 
‘Has anyone seen that rat?’ shouted Cossar, following. ‘I got him in between 
the ribs once, and one in the face as he turned on me.’ 

They were joined by two men, as they worried at the locked wheels. 

‘I killed the rat,’ said one of the men. 

‘Have they got him?’ asked Cossar. 

‘Jim Rates has found him, beyond the hedge. 1 got him jest as he came 
round the corner. .. . Whack behind the shoulder.. ..’ 

When things w'cre a little shipshape again Redwood went and stared at 
the huge misshapen corpse. The brute lay on its side, with its body slightly 
bent. Its rodent teeth overhanging its receding lower jaw gave its face a look 
of colossal feebleness, of weak avidity. It seemed not in the least ferocious or 
terrible. Its fore paws reminded him of lank emaciated hands. Kxcept for 
one neat round hole with a scorched rim on either side of its neck, the 
creature was absolutely intact. He meditated over this fact for some time. 
‘There must have been two rats,’ he said at last, turning away. 

‘Yes. And the one that everybody hit—got away.’ 

‘I am certain that my own shot-’ 

A canary-creeper leaf tendril, engaged in that mysterious search for a 
holdfast which constitutes a tendril’s reach, bent itself engagingly towards 
his neck and made him step aside hastily. 

‘Whoo-z-z-z-z-z-z-Z-Z-Z,’ from the distant wasps’ nest, ‘whoo-oo- 
zoo-oo.’ 
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'Fhc incident left the party alert but not unstrung. 

I’hey got their stores into the house, which had evidently been ransacked 
by the rats after the flight of Mrs Skinner, and four of the men took the two 
horses back to Hickleybrow. 'I'hey dragged the dead rat through the hedge 
and into a position commanded by the windows of the house, and 
incidentally came upon a cluster of giant earwigs in the ditch. 'I'hese 
creatures dispersed hastily, but Cossar reached out incalculable limbs and 
managed to kill several with his boots and gun-butt. Then two of the men 
hacked through several of the main stems of the canary-creeper—huge 
cylinders they were, a couple of feet in diameter, that came out by the sink at 
the back; and while Cossar set the house in order for the night, Kensington, 
Redwood, and one of the assistant electricians went cautiously round by the 
fowl-runs in search of the rat-holes. 

'I'hey skirted the giant nettles widely, for these huge weeds threatened 
them with poison-thorns a good inch long, 'rhen round beyond the gnawed 
dismantled stile they came abruptly on the huge cavernous throat of the 
most w'estcrly of the giant rat-holes, an evil-smelling profundity that drew 
them up into a line together. 

‘I hope they’ll ct)me out,’ said Redwood, with a glance at the penthouse of 
the well. 

‘If they don’t—’ reflected Kensington. 

‘'Hiey will,' said Redwood. 

'Fhey meditated. 

‘We shall have to rig up some sort of flare if we do go in,’ said Redwood. 

'I’hey went up a little path of white sand through the pine wood and 
halted presently within sight of the wasp-holes. 

'i'he sun was setting now, and the wasps were coming home for good; 
their wings in the golden light made twirling haloes about them. The three 
men peered out from under the trees—they did not care to go right to the 
edge of the wood —and watched these tremendous insects drop and crawl 
for a little and enter and disappear. ‘'I'hey will be still in a couple of hours 
from now,’ said Redwood. . .. ‘'I'his is like being a boy again.’ 

‘We can’t miss those holes,’ said Kensington, ‘even it the night is dark. Ky 
the by—about the light-’ 

‘Imll moon,’ said the electrician. ‘I looked it up.’ 

They went back and consulted with Cossar. 

He said that ‘obviously’ they must get the sulphur, nitre, and plaster of 
Paris through the wood before twilight, and for that they broke bulk and 
carried the sacks. After the necessary shouting of the preliminary 
directions, never a word was spoken, and as the buzzing of the wasps nest 
died away there was scarcely a sound in the world but the noise of footsteps. 
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the heavy breathing of burthened men, and the thud of the sacks. 'Fhey all 
took turns at that labour except Mr Bensington, who was manifestly unfit. 
He took post in the Skinners' bedroom with a rifle, to watch the carcass of 
the dead rat; and of the others, they took turns to rest from sack-carrying 
and to keep watch two at a time upon the rat-holes behind the nettle grove. 
The pollen sacs of the nettles were ripe, and every now and then their vigil 
would be enlivened by the dehiscence of these, the bursting of the sacs 
sounding exactly like the crack of a pistol, and pollen grains as big as 
buckshot pattered all about them. 

Mr Bensington sat at his window on a hard horsehair-stulfcd armchair, 
covered by a grubby anti-macassar that had given a touch of social 
distinction to the Skinners’ sitting-room for many years. His unaccustomed 
rifle rested on the sill, and his spectacles anon watched the dark bulk of the 
dead rat in the thickening twilight, anon wandered about him in curious 
meditation. 'There was a faint smell of paratfin without, for one of the casks 
leaked, and it mingled with a less unpleasant odour arising from the hacked 
and crushed creeper. 

Within, when he turned his head, a blend of faint domestic scents, beer, 
cheese, rotten apples, and old boots as the leading motifs^ was full of 
reminiscences of the vanished Skinners. He regarded the dim room for a 
space. I'he furniture had been greatly disordered—perhaps by some 
inquisitive rat—but a coat upon a clothes-peg on the door, a razor and some 
dirty scraps of paper, and a piece of soap that had hardened through years of 
disuse into a horny cube, were redolent of Skinner's distinctive personality. 
It came to Bensington’s mind with a complete novelty of realisation that in 
all probability the man had been killed and eaten, at least in part, by the 
monster that now lay dead there in the darkling. 

To think of all that a harmless-looking discovery in chemistry may lead to! 

Here he was in homely Hngland and yet in infinite danger, sitting out 
alone with a gun in a twilit, ruined house, remote from every comfort, his 
shoulder dreadfully bruised from a gun-kick, and—by Jove! 

He grasped now' how profoundly the order of the universe had changed 
for him. He had come right aw'ay to this amazing experience, iviihoiit even 
saying a word to his cousin Jane! 

What must she be thinking of him? 

He tried to imagine it and he could not. He had an extraordinary feeling 
that she and he w'ere parted for ever and would never meet again. He felt he 
had taken a step and come into a world of new immensities. What other 
monsters might not those deepening shadows hide? ... 'The tips of the giant 
nettles came out sharp and black against the pale green and amber of the 
w'cstern sky. Hverything was very still, very still indeed. He wondered why 
he could not hear the others away there round the corner of the house. 'The 
shadow in the cart-shed was now an abysmal black. 

Bang . .. Bang ... Bang, 

A sequence of echoes and a shout. 

A long silence. 

Bang and a dimuendo of echoes. 

Stillness. 
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I hcn^ thcink goodness! Redwood and Cossar were coming out of the 
inaudible darkness, and Redwood was calling ‘Bensingionl' 

‘Bensington! We’ve bagged another of the rats!’ 

‘Ckissar’s bagged another of the rats!’ 



When the b:xpcdition had finished refreshment, the night had fully come. 
'I'he stars were at their brightest, and a growing pallor towards Hankcy 
heralded the moon. 'I'he watch on the rat-holes had been maintained, but 
the watchers had shifted to the hill slope above the holes, feeling this a safer 
firing-point. 'Fhey squatted there in a rather abundant dew, fighting the 
damp with whisky. 'I'he other rested in the house, and the three leaders 
discussed the night’s work with the men. 'The moon rose towards midnight, 
and as siH)n as it was clear of the downs, everyone except the rat-hole 
sentinels started t^lf in single file, led by Cossar, towards the wasps’ nest. 

So far as the wasps’ nest went, they found their task exceptionally easy, 
astonishingly easy, b’xcept that it was a longer labour, it was no graver affair 
than any common wasps’ nest might have been. Danger there was, no 
doubt, danger to life, but it never so much as thrust its head out of that 
portentous hillside. 'They stuffed in the sulphur and nitre, they bunged the 
holes stiundly, and fired their trains. 'Fhen with a common impulse ail the 
party but (’ossar turned and ran athwart the long shadows of the pines, and, 
finding C’ossar had stayed behind, came to a hall together in a knot, 
a hundred yards away, convenient to a ditch that offered cover. Just 
for a minute or two the moonlit night, all black and white, was heavy 
with a suffocated buzz, that rose and mingled to a roar, a deep abundant 
note, and culiminaied and died, and then almost incredibly the night was 
still. 

‘By J(n'e!’ said Bensington, almt^si in a whisper, ‘//V doneV 

All stood intent. 'The hillside above the black point-lace of the pine 
shadows seemed as bright as day and as colourless as snow. 1 he selling 
plaster in the holes positively shone. (3ossar’s loose framework moved 
toward them. 

‘So far—’ said C’ossar. 

‘Oack—bang!’ 

A shot from near the hinise and then—stillness. 

‘What’s thatT said Bensington. 

‘One of the rats put its head out,’ suggesteei one ot the men. 

‘By the by, we left our guns up there,’ said Redwood. 

‘By the sacks.’ 

Hveryone began to walk towards the hill again. 

‘'That must be the rats,’ said Bensington. 

‘C^bviously,’ said C'ossar, gnawing his finger nails. 

^Bangr 

‘Hullo?’ said one of the men. 
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Then abruptly came a shout, two shots, a loud shout that was almost a 
scream, three shots in rapid succession and a splintering of wood. All these 
sounds were very clear and very small in the immense stillness of the night. 
Then for some moments nothing but a minute muffled confusion from the 
direction of the rat-holes, and then again a wild yell. ... Each man found 
himself running hard for the guns. 

Two shots. 

Kensington found himself, gun in hand, going hard through the pine- 
trees after a number of receding backs. It is curious that the thought 
uppermost in his mind at that moment was the wish that his cousin Jane 
could see him. His bulbous slashed boots flew out in wild strides and his 
face was distorted into a permanent grin, because that wrinkled his nose and 
kept his glasses in place. Also he held the muzzle of his gun projecting 
straight before him as he flew through the chequered moonlight. The man 
who had run away met them full tilt—^he had dropped his gun. 

‘Hullo,’ said Cossar, and caught him in his arms. ‘What’s this?’ 

‘They came out together,’ said the man. 

‘I'he rats?’ 

‘Yes, six of them.’ 

‘Where’s Elack?’ 

‘Down.’ 

‘What’s he say?’ panted Kensington, coming up, unheeded. 

‘Hack’s down?’ 

‘He fell down.’ 

‘They came out one after the other.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Made a rush. I fired both barrels first.’ 

‘You left Flack?’ 

‘They were on to us.’ 

‘Come on,’ said Cossar. ‘You come with us. Where’s Mack? Show us.’ 

The whole party moved forward. I^urther details of the engagement 
dropped from the man who had run away. I'he others clustered about him, 
except Cossar, who led. 

‘Where are they?’ 

‘Back in their holes, perhaps. I cleared. 'I’hcy made a rush for their holes.’ 

‘What do you mean? Did you get behind them?’ 

‘We got down by their holes. Saw ’em come out, you know, and tried to 
cut ’em oflf. They lolloped out—like rabbits. We ran down and let fly. 'fhey 
ran about wild after our first shot and suddenly came at us. Went for us.’ 

‘How many?’ 

‘Six or seven.’ 

Cossar led the way to the edge of the pine wood and halted. 

‘D’yer mean they Flack?’ asked someone. 

‘One of ’em was on to him.’ 

‘Didn’t you shoot?’ 

^Hov/'could I?’ 

‘Everyone loaded?’ said Cossar over his shoulder. There was a 
confirmatory movement. 
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‘Hut Mack—’ said one. 

‘D’yer mean—Mack—’ said another. 

‘'fhere's no time to lose/ said Cossar, and shouted ‘h'lack!' as he led the 
way. 'I'he whole force advanced towards the rat-holes, the man who had run 
away a little to the rear. 1 hey went forward through the rank exaggerated 
weeds and skirted the body of the second dead rat. 'fhey were extended in a 
bunchy line, each man with his gun pointing forward, and they peered 
about them in the clear moimlight for some crumpled ominous shape, some 
crouching form. I hey found the gun of the man who had run away very 
speedily. 

‘Idack!' cried (A)ssar. ‘b'lack!' 

‘He ran past the nettles and fell down,' volunteered the man who ran 
awav. 

‘Where?' 

‘Round about there.' 

‘Where did he fall?' 

I le hesitated and led them athwart the long black shadows for a space and 
turned judicially. ‘Aboi/t here, 1 think.' 

‘Well, he's not here now.' 

‘Hut his gun-?' 

‘C'onfound it!' swore C>ossar, ‘where's everything got to?' He strode a step 
towards the black shadows on the hillside that masked the holes and stoinl 
staring. 'Then he swore again. ‘If they have dragged him in-!' 

So they hung for a space tossing each other the fragments of thoughts. 
lk*nsingtt)n's glasses flashed like diamonds as he U)oked from one to the 
inher. 'I'he men's faces changed from cold clearness to mysterious obscurity 
as they turned them to or frmn the moon. Everyone spoke, no one 
ctnnpleted a sentence, 'f'hen abruptly Cossar chose his line. He flapped 
limbs this way and that and expelled orders in pellets. It was obvious he 
wanted lamps. Everyone except C'ossar was min ing towards the house. 

‘You're going into the holes?' asked Redwood. 

‘Obviously,' said C'ossar. 

He made it clear once more that the lamps of the carl and trolley were to 
be got and brought to him. 

Hensinglon, grasping this, started off along the path by the well. He 
glanced over his shoulder and saw C^)ssar's gigantic figure standing out as if 
he were regarding the holes pensively. At the sight Hensington halted for a 
moment and half turned. 'I'hey were all leaving Cx^ssar-! 

C^ossar was able to take care of himself, of course! 

Suddenly Hensinglon saw something that made him shout a windless iii! 
In a second three rats had projected themselves from the dark tangle of the 
creeper towards (Cossar. b'or three seconds (k^ssar stood una\\aic of them, 
and then he had become the most active thing in the world. He didn t fire his 
gun. Apparently he had no time to aim, or to think of aiming; he ducked a 
leaping rat, Hensington saw, and them smashed at the back of its head with 
the butt of his gun. 'The monster gave one leap and fell over itself. 

CA)ssars form went right down out of sight among the reedy grass, and 
then he rose again, running towards another of the rats and whirling his gun 
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overhead. A faint shout came to Bensington’s ears, and then he perceived 
the remaining two rats bolting divergently, and Cossar in pursuit towards 
the holes. 

'rhe whole thing was an affair of misty shadows; all three fighting 
monsters were exaggerated and made unreal by the delusive clearness of the 
light. At moments Cossar was colossal, at moments invisible. 'I'he rats 
flashed athwart the eye in sudden unexpected leaps, or ran with a movement 
of the feet so swift, they seemed to run on wheels. It was all over in half a 
minute. No one saw it but Hensington. He could hear the others behind him 
still receding towards the house. He shouted something inarticulate and 
then ran back towards Cossar, while the rats vanished. 

He came up to him outside the holes. In the moonlight the distribution of 
shadows that constituted Cossar’s visage intimated calm. ‘Hullo,’ said 
Cossar, ‘back already? Where’s the lamps? They’re all back now in their 
holes. One I broke the neck of as it ran past me. ... See? There!’ And he 
pointed a gaunt finger. 

Bensington was too astonished for conversation. .. . 

'fhe lamps seemed an interminable time in coming. At last they appeared, 
first one unwinking luminous eye, preceded by a swaying yellow glare, and 
then, winking now and then, and then shining out again, two others. About 
them came little figures with little voices, and then enormous shadows. This 
group made as it were a spot of inflammation upon the gigantic dreamland 
of moonshine. 

‘Flack,’ said the voices. ‘Mack.’ 

An illuminating sentence floated up. ‘Locked himself in the attic.’ 

Cossar was continually more wonderful. He produced great lumps of 
cotton wool and stuffed them in his ears—Bensington wondered why. Then 
he loaded his gun with a quarter charge of powder. Who else could have 
thought of that? Wonderland culminated with the disappearance of 
Cossar’s twin realms of boot sole up the central hole. 

Cossar was on all fours with two guns, one trailing on each side from a 
string under his chin, and his most trusted assistant, a little dark man with a 
grave face, was to go in stooping behind him, holding a lantern over his 
head. Kverything had been made as sane and obvious and proper as a 
lunatic’s dream, 'fhe wool, it seemed, was on account of the concussion of 
the rifle; the man had some, too. Obviously! So long as the rats turned tail on 
Cossar no harm could come to him, and directly they headed for him he 
would see their eyes and fire between them. Since they would have to come 
down the cylinder of the hole, Cossar could hardly fail to hit them. It was, 
Cossar insisted, the obvious method, a little tedious perhaps, but absolutely 
certain. As the assistant stooped to enter, Bensington saw that the end of a 
ball of twine had been tied t.o the tail of his coat. By this he was to draw in the 
rope if it should be needed to drag out the bodies of the rats. 

Bensington perceived that the object he held in his hand was Cossar’s silk 
hat. 

How had it got there? ... 

It would be something to remember him by, anyhow. 

At each of the adjacent holes stood a little group with a lantern on the 
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ground shining up the hole, and with one man kneeling and aiming at the 
round void before him, waiting for anything that might emerge. 

There was an interminable suspense. 

Then they heard Cossar’s first shot, like an explosion in a mine_ 

Iwcryone’s nerves and muscles tightened at that, and bang! bang! bang! 
the rats had tried a bolt, and two more were dead. Then the man who held 
the ball of twine reported a twitching. ‘He’s killed one in there,’ said 
Hensington, ‘and he wants the rope.’ 

He watched the rope creep into the hole, and it seemed as though it had 
become animated by a serpentine intelligence—for the darkness made the 
twine invisible. At last it stopped crawling, and there was a long pause. 
"I’hen what seemed to Kensington the queerest monster of all crept slowly 
from the hole, and resolved itself into the little engineer emerging 
backwards. After him, and ploughing deep furrows, Cossar’s bools thrust 
out, and them came his lantern-illuminated back.... 

Only c>ne rat was left alive now, and this poor, doomed wretch cowered in 
the inmost recesses until Cossar and the lantern went in again and slew it, and 
finally (Cossar, that human ferret, went through all the runs to make sure. 

‘We got ’em,’ he said to his nearly awe-stricken company at last. ‘And if I 
hadn’t been a mud-headed mucker I should have stripped to the waist. 
Obviously. Feel my sleeves, Kensington! I'm wet through with per¬ 
spiration. Jolly hard to think of everything. Only a halfway-up of whisky 
can save me from a cold.’ 


7 


rherc were moments during that wonderful night when it seemed to 
Kensington that he was planned by nature for a life of fantastic adventure. 
'I'his was particularly the case for an hour or so after he had taken a stiff 
whisky. ‘Shan’t go back to Sloane Street,’ he confided to the tall, fair, dirty 
engineer. 

‘You w'on’i, eh?’ 

‘No fear,’ said Kensington, nodding darkly. 

The exertion of dragging the seven dead rats to the funeral pyre by the 
nettle grove left him bathed in perspiration, and Cossar pointed out the 
obvious physical reaction of w'hisky to save him from the otherwise 
inevitable chill. There was a sort of brigand’s supper in the old bricked 
kitchen, with the row of dead rats lying in the moonlight against the hen- 
runs outside, and after thirty minutes or so of rest Cx^ssar nmsed them all to 
the labours that were still to do. ‘Obviously,’ as he said, they had to wipe 
the place out. No litter—no scandal. See?’ He stirred them up to the idea of 
making destruction complete. They smashed and splintered every fragment 
of wood in the house; they built trails of chopped wood wherever big 
vegetation was springing; they made a pyre lor the rat bodies and soaked 
them in paraffin. 

Kensington worked like a conscientious navvy. He had a sort of climax o 
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exhilaration and energy towards two o’clock. When in the work of 
destruction he wielded an axe the bravest fled his neighbourhood. 
Afterwards he was a little sobered by the temporary loss of his spectacles, 
which were found for him at last in his side coat-pocket. 

Men went to and fro about him—^grimy, energetic men. Cossar moved 
amongst them like a god. 

Bensington drank that delight of human fellowship that comes to happy 
armies, to sturdy expeditions—never to those who live the life of the sober 
citizens in cities. After Cossar had taken his axe away and set him to carry 
wood he went to and fro, saying they were all ‘good fellows.’ He kept on — 
long after he was aware of fatigue. 

At last all was ready and the broaching of the paraflin began. 'I'lie moon, 
robbed now of all its meagre night retinue of stars, shone high above the 
dawn. 

‘Burn everything,’ said ("ossar, going to and fro, ‘burn the ground and 
make a clean sweep of it. See?’ 

Bensington became aware of him, looking now very gaunt and horrible in 
the pale beginnings of the daylight, hurrying past with his lower jaw 
projected and a flaring torch of touchwood in his hand. 

‘Come away!’ said someone, pulling Bensington's arm. 

The still dawn—no birds were singing there—was suddenly full of a 
tumultuous crackling; a little dull red flame ran about the base of the pyre, 
changed to blue upon the ground, and set out to clamber, leaf by leaf, up the 
stem of a giant nettle. A singing sound mingled with the crackling. . . . 

They snatched their guns from the corner of the Skinners' living-roi^m, 
and then ev^eryone was running. (Cossar came after them with heavy 
strides. . .. 

Then they were standing looking back at the Experimental h\irm. It was 
boiling up; the smoke and flames poured out like a crowd in a panic, from 
doors and windows and from a thousand cracks and crevices in the roof. 
'I'rust Cossar to build a fire! A great column of smoke, shot w ith blood-red 
tongues and daring flashes, rushed up into the sky. It was like some huge 
giant suddenly standing up, straining upw-ard and abruptly spreading his 
great arms out across the sky. It cast the night back upon them, utterly 
hiding and obliterating the incandescence of the sun that rose behind it. All 
Hickleybrow was soon aware of that stupendous pillar of smoke, and came 
out upon the crest, in various deshabille, to watch them coming. 

Behind, like some fantastic fungus, this smoke pillar swayed and 
fluctuated, up, up, into the sky—making the Downs seem low and all other 
objects petty, and in the foreground, led by Cossar, the makers of this 
mischief followed the path, eight little black figures coming wearily, guns 
shouldered, across the meadow. 

As Bensington looked back there came into his jaded brain, and echoed 
there, a familiar formula. What was it? ‘You have lit today—?’ ‘You have lit 
today-?’ 

'I'hen he remembered Latimer’s words: ‘We have lit this day such a 
Candle in England as no man may ever put out again-’ 

What a man Cossar was, to be sure! He admired his back view for a space 
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and was proud to have held that hat. Proud! Although he was an eminent 
investigator and Cossar only engaged in applied science. 

Suddenly he fell shivering and yawning enormously and wishing he was 
warmly tucked away in bed in his little flat that looked out upon Sloanc 
Street. (It didn’t do even to think of Cousin Jane.) llis legs became cotton 
strands, his feet lead. He wondered if anyone would get them coffee in 
Hickleybrow. He had not been up all night for three and thirty years. 



And while these eight adventurers fought with rats about the Hxperimental 
Farm, nine miles away in the village of Cheasing Eyebright, an old lady with 
an excessive nose struggled with great difficulties by the light of a flickering 
candle. She gripped a sardine tin opener in one gnarled hand, and in the 
other she held a tin of Hcrakleophorbia, which she had resolved to open or 
die. She struggled indefatigably, grunting at each fresh effort, while 
through the flimsy partition the voice of the Caddies infant w’ailed. 

‘Bless ’is poor ’art,’ said Mrs Skinner; and then, with her solitary tooth 
biting her lip in an ecstasy of determination, ‘Come upV 

And presently, '‘JabT a fresh supply of the Food of the Gods was let loose 
to wreak its powers of giantry upon the world. 


THE GIANT CHILDREN 

I 


b'or a time at least the spreading circle of residual consequences about the 
Hxperimental 1^'arm must pass out of the focus of our narrative, how for a 
long time a power of bigness, in fungus and toadstool, in grass and weed, 
radiated from that charred but not absolutely obliterated centre. Nor can we 
tell here at any length how those mournful spinsters, the two surviving 
hens, made a w’onder of and a show, spent their remaining years in eggless 
celebrity. "The reader who is hungry for full details in these matters is 
referred to the newspapers of the period, to the voluminous indiscriminate 
files of the modern Recording Angel. Our business lies with Mr HensingUm 
at the focus of the disturbance. 

He had come back to London to find himself a quite terribly famous man. 
In a night the whole world had changed with respect to him. Everybody 
understood. Cousin Jane, it seemed, knew all about it; the people in the 
streets knew all about it; the newspapers all and more. I o meet (^ousin Jane 
was terrible, of course, but when it was over not so terrible after all. 1 he 
good woman had limits even to her power over facts; it was clear that she 
had communed with herself and accepted the Food as something in the 
nature of things. 



440 The Food of the Gods 

She took the line of hulfy dutifulness. She disapproved highly, it was 
evident, but she did not prohibit. 'I'he flight of Hensington, as she must have 
considered it, may have shaken her, and her worst was to treat him with 
bitter persistence for a cold he had not caught and fatigue he had long since 
forgotten, and to buy him a new sort of hygienic all-wool cimibination 
underwear that was as apt to get involved and turned partially inside out 
and partially not, and as difficult to get into for an absent-minded man, as— 
Society. And so for a space, and as far as this convenience left him leisure, he 
still continued to participate in the development of this new element in 
human history, the l\x>d of the Gods. ‘ 

I'he public mind, following its own mysterious laws of selection, had 
chosen him as the one and only responsible Inventor and Promoter of this 
new wonder; it would hear nothing of Redwood, and without a protest it 
allowed C^ossar to follow his natural impulse into a terribly prolilic 
obscurity. Kefore he was aware of the drift of these things, Mr Hensington 
was, so to speak, stark and dissected upon the hoardings. Mis baldness, his 
curious general pinkness, and his golden spectacles had becimic a national 
possession. Resolute young men with large expensive-looking cameras and 
a general air of cimiplete authorisation took pi>ssessiim of the flat for brief 
but fruitful periods, let olf flashlights in it that tilled it for hours with dense, 
intolerable vapour, and retired to till the pages of the syndicated magazines 
with their admirable photographs of Mr Hensington complete and at home 
in his second best jacket and his slashed shoes. Other resolute-mannered 
persons of various ages and sexes dropped in and ti>ld him things about 
Hoomfood—it was Punch first called the stuIf‘Hoornfood'—and alterwards 
reproduced what they had said as his own original contribution to the 
Interview, 'flic thing became quite an obsession with Hroadbeam, the 
Popular Humorist. He scented another confounded thing he could not 
understand, and he fretted dreadfully in his etforts to ‘laugh the thing 
down.' One saw him in clubs, a great clumsy presence with the evidences of 
his midnight oil-burning manifest upon his large unwhi^lesome face, 
explaining to everyone he could buttonhole: ‘'The Scientific chaps, you 
know, haven't a Sense of Humour, you know. 'I’hat's what it is. I'his 
Science—kills it.' His jests at Hensington became malignant libels. .. . 

An enterprising press-cutting agency sent Hensington a long article about 
himself from a sixpenny weekly, entitled ‘A New 'Perror,' and olfered to 
supply one hundred such disturbances for a guinea; and two extremely 
charming young ladies, totally unknown to him, called and, to the 
speechless indignation of C^ousin Jane, had tea with him and afterwards sent 
him their birthday books for his signature. He w'as speedily quite hardened 
to seeing his name associated with the most incongruous ideas in the public 
press, and to discover in the reviews articles written about Hoomfood and 
himself in a tone of the utmost intimacy by people he had never heard of. 
And whatever delusions he may have cherished in the days of his obscurity 
about the pleasantness of Fame were dispelled utterly and for ever. 

At first—except for Hroadbeam—^the tone of the public mind was quite 
free from any touch of hostility. It did not seem to occur to the public mind 
as anything but a mere playful supposition that any more Herakleophorbia 
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was going lo escape again. And it did not seem to occur to the public mind 
that the growing little band of babies now being fed on the food would 
presently be growing more ‘up’ than most of us ever grow. 'Vhc sort of thing 
that pleased the public mind was caricatures of eminent politicians after a 
course of Boomfeeding, uses of the idea on hoardings, and such edifying 
exhibitions as the dead wasps that had escaped the fire and the remaining 
hens. 

Beyond that the public did noi care to look, until very strenuous efforts 
were made to turn its eyes to the remoter consequences; and even then for a 
while its enthusiasm for action was partial. ‘There’s always somethin’ New,’ 
said the public—a public so glutted with novelty that it would hear of the 
earth being split as one splits an apple without surprise, and, ‘I wonder what 
they'll do next.’ 

But there were one or two people outside the public, as it were, who did 
already take that further glance, and some it seems were frightened by w'hat 
they saw there. 'Fhere was young (’aterham, for example, cousin of the Bari 
of Pewterstone, and one i)f the most promising of Knglish politicians, who, 
taking the risk of being thought a faddist, wrote a long article in the 
NtHctccuth (U'titury and After to suggest the total suppression of the food. 
And—in certain of his moods, there was Bensinglon. 

‘'They don’t seem io realise-' he said to Cossar. 

‘No, they don’t.’ 

‘And do we? Sometimes, when I think of what it means—This poor child 
of Redwood’s—and, of course, your three . . . forty feel high, perhaps! ... 
After all, ottf^ht we to go on with it?’ 

‘(lo on with ill’ cried C’ossar, convulsed with inelegant astonishment 
and pitching his note higher than ever. ‘Of course you’ll go on with ill 
What d’you think you were made lor? Just to loaf about between meal¬ 
times? 

‘Serious consequences,’ he screamed, ‘of course! haiormous. Obviously. 
Ob-viously. Why, man, it’s the only chance you’ll ever get of a serious 
consequence! And you want to shirk it!’ B'or a moment his indignation was 
speechless. ‘It’s downright Wicked!’ he said at last, and repeated 
explosively, ‘Wicked!’ 

But Bensington worked in his labi^ralory now with more emotion than 
zest. He couldn’t tell whether he wanted serious consequences to his life or 
not; he was a man of quiet tastes. It was a marv'clUnis discovery, of course, 
quite marvellous, but— He had already become the proprietor of several 
acres of scorched, discredited pn)perty near Hickleybrow, at a price t^f 
nearly £90 an acre; and at times he was disposed to think this as serious a 
consequence of speculative chemistry as any unambitious man could wish. 
Of course he was Famous—terribly l^amous. More than satisfying, 
altogether more than satisfying, was the Fame he had attained. 

But the habit of Research was strong in him. ... 

And at moments, rare moments in the laboratory chiefly, he would find 
something else than habit and Cossar’s arguments to urge him to his work. 
This little spectacled man, poised perhaps wdth his slashed shoes wrapped 
about the legs of his high stool and his hand upon the twee/er of his balance 
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weights, w'ould have again a flash of that adolescent vision, would have a 
momentary perception of the eternal unfolding of the seed that had been 
sown in his brain, would see as it were in the sky, behind the grotesque 
shapes and accidents of the present, the coming world of giants and all the 
mighty things the future has in store—^vague and splendid, like some 
glittering palace seen suddenly in the passing of a sunbeam far away. . .. 
And presently it would be with him as though that distant splendour had 
never shone upon his brain, and he would perceive nothing ahead but 
sinister shadows, vast declivities and darknesses, inhospitable immensities, 
cold, wild, and terrible things. 


2 

Amidst the complex and confused happenings, the impacts from the great 
outer world that constituted Mr Bensington’s fame, a shining and active 
figure presently became conspicuous, became almost, as it were, a leader 
and marshal of these externalities in Mr Kensington's eyes. 'I'his was Doctor 
Winkles, that convincing young practitioner, who has already appeared in 
this story as the means w’hcreby Redwood was able to convey the Food to 
his son. Iwen before the great outbreak, it was evident that the mysterious 
powders Redwood had given him had awakened this gentleman’s interest 
immensely, and so soon as the first wasps came he was putting two and two 
together. 

He was the sort of doctor that is in manners, in morals, in methods and 
appearance, most succinctly and finally expressed by the world ‘rising.’ He 
was large and fair, with a hard, alert, superficial, aluminium-coloured eye 
and hair like chalk mud, even-featured and muscular about the clean¬ 
shaven mouth, erect in figure and energetic in movement, quick and 
spinning on the heel; and he wore long frock coats, black silk lies and plain 
gold studs and chains, and his silk hats had a special shape and brim that 
made him look wiser and better than anybody. He looked as young or old as 
anybody grown up. And after that first wonderful outbreak he took to 
Bensington and Redwood and the Food of the Gods with such a convincing 
air of proprietorship, that at times, in spite of the testimony of the Press to 
the contrary, Bensington was disposed to regard him as the original 
inventor of the whole afiair. 

‘These accidents,’ said Winkles, when Bensington hinted at the dangers 
of further escapes, ‘are nothing. Nothing. 'I'he discovery is everything. 
Properly developed, suitably handled, sanely controlled, we have—we have 
something very portentous indeed in this food of ours. .. . We must keep 

our eye on it_We mustn’t let it out of control again, and—^we mustn’t let 

it rest.’ 

He certainly did not mean to do that. He was at Bensington’s now almost 
every day. Bensington, glancing from the window, would sec the faultless 
equipage come spanking up Sloane Street, and after an incredibly brief 
interval Winkles would enter the room with a light, strong motion, and 
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pervade ii, and protrude some newspaper and supply information and make 
remarks. 

‘Well,’ he would say, rubbing his hands, ‘how arc we gelling on?’ and so 
pass to the current discussion. 

‘Do you see,’ he would say for example, ‘that Caterham has been talking 
about our stulf at the Church Association?’ 

‘Dear me!’ said Hensington, ‘that's a cousin of the Prime Minister, isn’t 
it?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Winkles, ‘a very able young man—very able. Quite wrong¬ 
headed, you know, violently reactionary—but thoroughly able. And he's 
evidently disposed to make capital out of this stulf of ours. 'Takes a very 
emphatic line. 'I'alks of our proposal to use it in the elementary schools-’ 

‘Our proposal to use it in the elementary schools!’ 

‘/ said something about that the lUher day—quite in passing—little affair 
at a Polytechnic. 'Trying to make it clear the stuff was really highly 
beneficial. Not in the slightest degree dangerous, in spite of those first little 
accidents. Which cannot possibly occur again. . . . You know it nvitld be 
rather good stulf— Hut he's taken it up.’ 

‘What did you say?’ 

‘Mere obvious nothings. Hut as you see—! 'Takes it up with perfect 
gravity. 'Treats the thing as an attack. Says there is already a sulficieni waste 
of public numey in elementary schools without this. 'Tells the old stories 
about piano lessons again— you kmnv. No one, he says, wishes to prevent 
the children of the lower classes obtaining an educatii>n suited to their 
condition, but to give them a food of this sort will be to destroy their sense of 
proportion utterly, lixpands the topic. W'hat Cjood will it do, he asks, to 
make poor people six-and-lhirty feet high? He really believes, you know, 
that they zvi// be thirty-six feel high.' 

‘So they would be,’ said Hensington, ‘if you gave them our food at all 
regularly. Hut nobody said anything-’ 

‘/ said something.’ 

‘Hut, m\ dear Winkles-!' 

‘ They’ll be Higger, of course,’ interrupted Winkles, with an air of 
kntnving all about it, and discouraging the crude ideas of Hensington. 
‘Higger indisputably. Hut listen to what he says! VC'ill it make them happier.'' 
'That’s his point. Curious, isn’t it? Will it make them belter.'' Will they be 
more respectful to properly constituted authority." Is it fair to the children 
themselves? Curious hi)\v anxious his sort are for justice—so tar as any 
future arrangements go. liven nowadays, he says, the cost ot feeding and 
clothing children is more than many of their parents can contrive, and il this 
sort of thing is to be permitted—! lih? 

‘You see he makes my mere passing suggestion into a positive proposal. 
And then he calculates how much a pair of breeches for a growing lad of 
twenty feet high or so will cost. Just as though he really believed I en 
pounds, he reckons, for the merest decency. Curious man, this C^aU'iham! 
So concrete! 'I’he honest and struggling ratepayer will have to contribute to 
that, he says. Me says we have to consider the Rights of the Parent. Us all 
here. 'I’wo columns. Hverv Parent has a right to have his children brought 
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up in his own Size 

‘Then comes the question of school accommodation, cost of enlarged 
desks and forms for our already too greatly burihcned National Schools. 
And to get what?—a proletariat of hungry giants. Winds up with a very 
serious passage, says even if this wild suggestion—mere passing fancy of 
mine, you know, and misinterpreted at that—this wild suggestion about the 
schools comes to nothing, that doesn’t end the matter. I'his is a strange 
food, so strange as to seem to him almost wicked. It has been scattered 
recklessly—so he says—and it may be scattered again. Once you’ve taken it, 
it’s poison unless you go on with it. (‘So it is,’ said Bensington.) And in 
short he proposes the formation of a National Society for the Preservation 
of the Proper Proportion of'Phings. Odd? Rh? People arc hanging on to the 
idea like anything.' 

‘But what do they propose to do?’ 

Winkles shrugged his shoulders and threw out his hands. ‘Form a 
Society,’ he said, ‘and fuss. 'Phey want to make it illegal to manufacture this 
Heraklcophorbia—or at any rate to circulate the knowledge of it. I’ve 
written about a bit to show that Caterham’s idea of the stuff' is very much 
exaggerated, very much exaggerated indeed, but that doesn’t seem to check 
it. Curious how people are turning against it. And the National "Pempcrancc 
Association, by the by, has founded a branch for 'Pemperance in Growth.’ 

‘Hm,’ said Bensington, and stroked his nose. 

‘After all that has happened there’s bound to be this uproar. On the face 
of it the thing’s— startling.' 

Winkles walked about the room for a time, hesitated, and departed. 

It became evident there was something at the back of his mind, some 
aspect of crucial importance to him, that he waited to display. One day, 
when Redwood and Kensington were at the flat together, he gave them a 
glimpse of this something in reserve. 

‘How’s it all going?’ he said, rubbing his hands together. 

‘We’re getting together a sort of report.’ 

‘For the Royal Society?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Hm,’ said Winkles, very profoundly, and walked to the hearthrug. ‘Hm. 
But— Here’s the point. Ought you?’ 

‘Ought we—what?’ 

‘Ought you to publish?’ 

‘We’re not in the Middle Ages,’ said Redwood. 

‘I know.’ 

‘As Cossar says, swapping wisdom—^that’s the true scientific method.’ 

‘In most cases, certainly. But— This is exceptional.’ 

‘We shall put the whole thing before the Royal Society in the proper way,’ 
said Redwood. 

Winkles returned to that on a later occasion. 

‘It’s in many ways an Exceptional Discovery.’ 

‘That doesn’t matter,’ said Redwood. 

‘It’s the sort of knowledge that could easily be subject to grave abuse— 
grave dangers, as Caterham puts it.’ 
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Redwood said nothing. 

‘Hvcn carelessness, you know- 

‘If we were to form a committee of trustworthy people to control the 
manufacture of Boomfood—Herakleophorbia, I should say—we might_’ 

He paused, and Redwcnid, with a certain private discomfort, pretended 
that he did not see any sort of interrogation. ... 

Outside the apartments of Redwood and Hensington, Winkles, in spite of 
the incompleteness of his instructions, became a leading authority upon 
Boomfood. He wrote letters defending its use; he made notes and articles 
explaining its possibilities; he jumped up irrelevantly at the meetings of the 
scientific and medical associations to talk about it; he identified himself with 
it. He published a pamphlet called ‘'fhe 'I'ruth about Boomfood,’ in which 
he minimised the whole of the Hickleybrow affair almost to nothing, fie 
said that it was absurd to say Boomfood would make people thirty-seven 
feet high. 'That was ‘obviously exaggerated.’ It would make them Bigger, of 
course, but that was all. . . . 

Within that intimate circle of two it was chiefly evident that W’inkles was 
extremely anxious to help in the making of Herakleophorbia, help in 
correcting any priiofs there might be of any paper there might be in 
preparation upon the subject, do anything indeed that might lead up to his 
participation in the details of the making of Herakleophorbia. He was 
continually telling them both that he felt it was a Big 'I'hing, that it had big 
possibilities. If only they were—‘safeguarded in some way.’ And at last one 
day he asked outright to be told just }n)W it was made. 

‘I’ve been thinking over what you said,' said Redwood. 

‘Well?’ said Winkles, brightly. 

‘It’s the sort of knowledge that could easily be subject to grave abuse,’ 
said Redwood. 

‘But I don’t see how that applies,’ said Winkles. 

‘It does,’ said Redwood. 

Winkles thought it over for a day or so. rhen he came to Redwood and 
said that he doubled if he ought to give powders about which he knew 
nothing to Redwood’s little boy; it seemed to him it was uncommonly like 
taking responsibility in the dark. I'hat made Redwood thoughtful. 

‘You’ve seen that the Society for the Total Suppression of Boomfood 
claims to have several thousand members,’ said Winkles, changing the 
subject. 

‘ they’ve drafted a bill,’ said Winkles. ‘'Fhey’ve got young (.aterham to 
take it uj:>—readily enough. 'They’re in earnest. I hey re forming local 
committees to influence candidates. They want to make it penal to prepare 
and store Herakleophorbia without special licence, and felony matter of 
imprisonment without option—to administer Boomfood—that s what the\ 
call it, you know—to any person under one-and-twenty. But there s 
collateral societies, you know. All sorts of people. 1 he wSociety for the 
Preservation of Ancient Statures is going to have Mr Frederick Harrison on 
the council, they say. You know he’s wTitten an essay about it; says it is 
vulgar, and entirely inharmonious with the Revelation of Humariity that is 
found in the teachings of Comte. It is the sort of thing the Kighteenth 
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Century couldn't have produced even in its worst moments, 'rhe idea of the 
luH)d never entered the head of Comte—which shows how wicked it really 
is. No one, he says, who really understood Comte....’ 

‘But you don’t mean to sav—’ said Redwood, alarmed out of his disdain 
for Winkles. 

‘'rhcy’ll not do all that,’ said Winkles. ‘But public opinion is public 
opinion, and votes are votes, liverybody can sec you arc up to a disturbing 
thing. And the human instinct is all against disturbance, you know. Nobody 
seems to believe Caterham’s idea of people thirty-seven feet high, who 
won’t be able to gel inside a church, or a meeting-house, or any social or 
human institution. But for all that they're not so easy in their minds 
about it. They see there’s something, something more than a common 
discovery-’ 

‘There is,’ said Redwood, ‘in every discovery.’ 

‘Anyhow, they're getting—restive. Caterham keeps harping on what may 
happen if it gels loose again. I say over and over again it won’t and it can’t. 
Rut—there it is!’ 

And he bounced about the room for a little while as if he meant to reopen 
the topic of the secret, and then thought better of it and went. 

The two scientific men looked at one another, b'or a space only their eyes 
spoke. 

‘If the worst comes to the worst,’ said Redwood at last, in a strenuously 
calm voice, ‘I shall give the b’ood to my little Teddy with my own 
hands.’ 


3 


It was only a few days after this that Redwood opened his paper to find that 
the Prime Minister had promised a Royal (Commission on Boom food. 'This 
sent him, newspaper in hand, round to Bensington’s fiat. 

‘Winkles, I believe, is making mischief for the stuff. He plays into the 
hands of Caterham. He keeps on talking about it, and what it is going to do, 
and alarming people. If he goes on, I really believe he’ll hamper our 
inquiries. Kven as it is—with this trouble about my little boy ’ 

Bensington wished Winkles wouldn’t. 

‘Do you notice how he has dropped into the way of calling it Boomfood?’ 

‘I don’t like that name,’ said Bensington, with a glance over his glasses. 

‘It is just so exactly what it is—^to Winkles.’ 

‘Why docs he keep on about it? It isn’t his I’ 

‘It’s something called Booming,’ said Redwood. ‘/ don’t understand. If it 
isn’t his, everybody is getting to think it is. Not that that matters.’ 

‘In the event of this ignorant, this ridiculous agitation becoming— 
Serious,’ began Bensington. 

‘My little boy can’t get on without the stuff,’ said Redwood. ‘I don’t see 
how I can help myself now. If the worst comes to the worst-’ 

A slight bouncing noise proclaimed the presence of Winkles. He became 
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visible in the middle of the room rubbing his hands together. 

‘I wish you d knock, said Bensinglon, looking vicious over the gold rims 

Winkles was apologetic. 'Fhen he turned to Redwood. ‘I’m glad to find 
you here,’ he began; ‘the fact is-’ 

‘Have you seen about this Royal Commission?’ interrupted Redwood. 

‘Yes,’ said Winkles, thrown out. ‘Yes.’ 

‘What do you think of it?’ 

‘Excellent thing,’ said Winkles. ‘Bound to stop most of this clamour. 
Ventilate the whole affair. Shut up Caterham. But that’s not what I came 
round for, Redwood. 'Fhe fact is-’ 

‘I don’t like this Royal C'ommission,’ said Bensington. 

‘I can assure you it will be all right. I may say—I don’t think it’s a 
breach of confidence—that very possibly I may have a place on the 
comm iss ion-’ 

‘Oom,’ said Redwood, looking into the fire. 

‘I can put the whole thing right. I can make it perfectly clear, first, that 
the stuff is controllable, and, secondly, that nothing short of a miracle is 
needed before anything like that catastrophe at Hickleybrow can possibly 
happen again, 'fhat is just what is wanted, an authoritative assurance. Of 
course, I could speak with more confidence if I knew— But that’s quite by 
the w’ay. And just at present there’s something else, another little matter, 
upon which I’m wanting to consult you. Ahem. The fact is— Well— I 
happen to be in a slight difficulty, and you can help me out.’ 

Redwood raised his eyebrows and was secretly glad. 

‘'fhe matter is—highly confidential.’ 

‘Cio on,’ said Redwood. ‘Don’t worry about that.’ 

‘I have recently been entrusted with a child—the child of—i>f an Exalted 
Personage.’ 

Winkles coughed. 

‘You’re getting on,’ said Redwood. 

‘I must confess it’s largely your powders—and the reputation of my 
success with your little boy— There is, I cannot disguise, a strong feeling 
against its use. And yet I find that among the more intelligent— One must 
go quietly in these things, you know—little by little. Still, in the case of Her 
Serene High—I mean this new little patient of mine. As a matter of fact— 
the suggestion came from the parent. Or I should never-’ 

He struck Redwood as being embarrassed. 

‘I thought you had a doubt of the advisability of using these powders, 
said Redwood. 

‘Merely a passing doubt.’ 

‘You don’t propose to discontinue-’ 

Tn the case of your little boy? Certainly not!’ 

‘So far as I can see, it would be murder.’ 

‘I wouldn’t do it for the world.’ 

‘You shall have the powders,’ said Redwood. 

T suppose you couldn’t-’ 

‘No fear,’ said Redwood. ‘There isn’t a recipe. It’s no good. Winkles, if 
you’ll pardon my frankness. I’ll make you the powders myself. 
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‘Just as well, perhaps,' said Winkles, after a niumeniary hard stare at 
Redwood, ‘just as well.' And then: ‘I can assure you I really don't mind in 
the least.' 
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When Winkles had gone Hensington came and stood on the hearthrug and 
looked down at Redwood. 

‘Her Serene Highness!' he remarked. 

‘Her Serene Highness!' said Redwood. 

‘It's the Princess of Weser Dreiburg!' 

‘No further than a third cousin.’ 

‘Redwood,' said Hensington; ‘it's a curious thing to say, 1 know, but—do 
YOU think Winkles understands?''' 

‘What?'*' 

‘Just what it is we have made. 

‘Does he really understand,' said Hensington, dropping his voice and 
keeping his eye doorward, ‘that in the Family—the b'amily of his new 
patient-' 

‘Go on,’ said Redwood. 

‘Who have always been if anything a little under—under -' 

‘'I'he Average?'^' 

‘Yes. And so very tactfully undistinguished in any way, he is going Xo 
produce a royal personage—an outside royal personage—of that size. You 
know. Redwood, I’m not sure whether there is not something almost— 
treasonable. . . .' 

He transferred his eyes from the doi>r to Redwood. 

Redwood flung a momentary gesture—index linger erect—at the lire. ‘Hy 
Jove!' he said, ‘he doesn't know! 

‘That man,' said Redwood, ‘doesn't know anything. That was his most 
exasperating quality as a student. Nothing. He passed all his examinations, 
he had all his facts—and he had just as much knowledge—as a rotating 
bookshelf containing the 'Times lincyelopaedia. And he doesn't know 
anything noiv. He’s Winkles and incapable of really assimilating anything 
not immediately and directly related to his superficial self. 1 le is utterly void 
of imagination and, as a consequence, incapable of knowledge. No one 
could possibly pass so many examinations and be so well dressed, so well 
done, and so successful as a doctor without that precise incapacity. That's 
it. And in spite of all he’s seen and heard and been told, there he is—he has 
no idea whatever of what he has set going. He has got a Boom on, he's 
working it well on Hoomfood, and someone has let him in to this new Royal 
Baby—^and that’s Roomier than ever! And the fact that Weser Dreiburg will 
presently have to face the gigantic problem of a thirly-odd-fool Princess not 
only hasn’t entered his head, but couldn’t—it couldn’t!’ 

‘There’ll be a fearful row,’ said Bensington. 

‘In a year or so.’ 
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‘So soon as they really see she is going on growing.’ 

‘Unless after their fashion—they hush it up.’ 

‘It’s a lot to hush up.’ 

‘Rather!’ 

‘I wonder what they’ll do?’ 

‘'I’hcy never do anything—Royal tact.’ 

‘'They’re bound to do something.’ 

‘Perhaps she w'ill.’ 

‘O Lord! Yes.’ 

‘'i'hey’ll suppress her. Such things have been known.’ 

Redwood burst inli^ desperate laughter. ‘The redundant royalty—the 
bouncing babe in the Iron Mask!’ he said. ‘'They'll have to put her in the 
tallest tower of the i^ld Weser l^reiburg castle and make holes in the ceilings 
as she grows from lloor to floor! . .. Well, I’m in the very same pickle. And 
(’ossar and his three boys. And— Well, well.’ 

‘'There’ll be a fearful row,’ Bensington repealed, not joining in the 
laughter, '‘h fearful row.' 

‘I suppose,’ he argued, ‘you’ve really thought it out thoroughly. 
Redwood. You’re quite sure it wouldn’t be wiser to warn Winkles, wean 
your little boy gradually and—rely upon the Theoretical 'Triumph?’ 

‘I wish to goodness you’d spend half an hour in my nursery when the 
hood’s a little late,’ said Redwood, with a note of exasperation in his voice, 
‘then you wouldn’t talk like that, Bensington. Besides—h'ancy warning 
Winkles! . . . No! 'The tide of this thing has caught us unawares, and 
whether we’re frightened t)r whether we’re not— wc\'c f^ot to swimV 

‘I suppose we have,’ said Bensington, staring at his toes. ‘Yes. We’ve got 
to swim. And your boy will have to swim, and Cossar’s boys—he’s given it 
to all three of them. Nothing partial about Cossar—all or nothing! And Her 
Serene Highness. And everything. We are going on making the hood. 
C"t)ssar also. We’re only just in the dawn of the beginning. Redwood. It’s 
evident all siwts of things are to follow. Monstrous great things. But I can't 
imagine them. Redwood. Hxeept-’ 

lie scanned his finger nails. He looked up at Redwood with eyes bland 
through his glasses. 

‘I’ve half a mind,’ he adventured, that Caterham is right. At times. It s 
going to destroy the Proportions of'Things. It’s going to dislocate— What 
isn’t it going to dislocate?’ 

‘Whatever it dislocates,’ said Red^^ood, ‘my little boy must have the 
Pood.’ 

'They heard someone falling rapidly upsfairs. '1 hen CA)Ssar put his head 
into the flat. ‘Hullo!’ he said at their expressions, and entering, ‘Well.'* 

'They told him about the Princess. 

^nifjkuft questionV he remarked. ‘Not a bit of it. .V//c'//grow. Your boy’ll 
grow. All the others you give it to ’ll grow. Iwerything. Like anything. 
What’s diflicult about that? 'That’s all right. A child could tell you that. 
What’s the bother?’ 

'They tried to make it clear to him. 

'‘Not go on with itV he shrieked. ‘But—! You can’t help yourselves now. 
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It’s what you’re for. It’s what Winkles is for. It’s all right. Often wondered 
what Winkles was for. Now it’s obvious. What’s the trouble? 

"Disturhaficc? Obviously. Upset things? Upset everything. Finally—upset 
every human concern. Plain as a pikestaff. 'Phey’re going to try and stop it, 
but they’re too late. It's their way to be too late. You go on and start as much 
of it as you can. 'I'hank God he has a use for you!’ 

‘But the conflict!’ said Bensington, ‘the stress! I don’t know if you have 
imagined-’ 

‘You ought to have been some sort of little vegetable, l^ensington,’ said 
Cossar, ‘that’s what you ought to have been. Something growing over a 
rockery. Here you are, fearfully and wonderfully made, and all you think 
you’re for is just to sit about and take your viltles. O’you think this world 
was made for old women to mope about in? Well, anyhow, you can’t help 
yourselves now, you’ve to go on.’ 

‘I suppose we must,’ said Redwood. ‘Slowly-’ 

‘No!’ said Cossar, in a huge shout. ‘No! Make as much as you can and as 
soon as you can. Spread it about!’ 

He was inspired to a stroke of wit. He parodied one of Redwood’s curves 
with a vast upward sweep of his arm. 

‘Redwood!’ he said, to point the allusion, ‘make it SO!’ 
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'fherc is, it seems, an upward limit to the pride of maternity, and this in the 
case of Mrs Redwood was reached when her oftspring completed his six 
month of terrestrial existence, broke down his high-class bassinet- 
perambulator and was brought home, bawling, in the milk-truck. Young 
Redwood at that time weighed fifty-nine and a half pounds, measured forty- 
eight inches in height, and gripped about sixty pounds. He was carried 
upstairs to the nursery by the cook and housemaid. After that, discovery 
was only a question of days. One afternoon Redwood came home from his 
laboratory to find his unfortunate wife deep in the fascinating pages of The 
Mighty AtofH, and at the sight of him, she put the book aside and ran 
violently forward and burst into tears on his shoulder. 

‘Tell me what you have done to him,’ she wailed, ‘'fell me what you have 
done.’ 

Redwood took her hand and led her to the sofa, while he tried to think of a 
satisfactory line of defence. 

‘It’s all right, my dear,’ he said; ‘it’s all right. You’re only a little 
overwrought. It’s that cheap perambulator. I’ve arranged for a bath-chair 
man to come round with something stouter tomorrow-’ 

Mrs Redwood looked at him tearfully over the top of her handker¬ 
chief. 

‘A baby in a bath-chair?’ she sobbed. 

‘Well, why not?’ 

‘It’s like a cripple.’ 
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‘It’s like a young giant, my dear, and you’ve no cause to be ashamed of 
him.’ 

‘You’ve dime something to him, i:)andy,’ she said. ‘I can see it in your 
face.’ 

‘Well, it hasn’t stopped his growth, anyhow,’ said Redwood heartlessly. 

‘I said Mrs Redwood, and clenched her pocket-handkerchief ball 

fashion in one hand. She looked at him with a sudilen change to severity. 
‘What have you done to our child. Dandy?’ 

‘What’s wrong with him?’ 

‘lie’s so big. He’s a monster.’ 

‘Nonsense. He’s as straight and clean a baby as ever a woman bore. 
VC'hat's wrong with him?' 

‘Look at his si/c.’ 

‘'That’s all right. Look at the puny little brutes about us! He's the finest 
baby-’ 

‘He’s too fine,’ said Mrs Redwood. 

‘It won't go on,’ said Redwood reassuringly; ‘it's iust a start he's taken.' 

Hut he knew perfectly well it would go on. And it did. By the time this 
baby was twelve months old he measured just one inch under live feet high 
and sealed eight stone three; he was as big in fact as a Son Pietro in I \iiieono 
cherub, and his affectionate clutch at the hair and features of visitors bceaine 
the talk of West Kensington. 'They had an invalid's chair to carry him up 
aiul down to his nursery, and his special nurse, a muscular voting person 
just out of training, used to take him for his airings in a Panhard S h.p. hill- 
elimbing-perambtilator specially made to meet his requirements. It was 
lucky in every way that Redwood had his experl-witness connection in 
addition to his professorship. 

W'hen one got over the shock of little Redwood’s enormous size, he was, I 
am told by people who used to see him almost daily teufteuling slowly about 
Hyde Park, a singularly bright and pretty baby. lie rarely cried or needed a 
comforter. C'ommonly he clutched a big rattle, and sometimes he went 
alimg hailing the bus-drivers and policemen along the road outside the 
railings as ‘Daddal’ and ‘Babba!’ in a sociable democratic way. 

‘'There goes that there great Boomfood baby,’ the bus-driver used to say. 

‘Looks 'ealthy,' the forward passenger would remark. 

‘Bottle fed,’ the bus-driver would explain. ‘ They say it olds a gallon and 
'ad to be specially made for 'im.' 

‘Very 'ealthy child anyhow,’ the foiward passenger would conclude. 

When Mrs Redwood realised that his growth was indeed going on 
indefinitely and logically—and this she really did lor the first lime when the 
motor-perambulator arrived—she gave way to a passion ol grief. She 
declared she never wished to enter her nursery again, wished she was dead, 
wished the child was dead, wished everybody was dead, wished she had 
never married Redwood, wished no one ever married anybody, Ajaxed a 
little, and retired to her own room, where she lived almost exclusiv'cly on 
chicken broth for three days. When Redw'ood came to remonstrate with her, 
she banged pillows about and wept and tangled her hair. 

'‘He's all right,' said Redwood. ‘He’s all the belter for being big. You 
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wouldn't like him smaller than other people’s children.’ 

‘I want him to be like other children, neither smaller nor bigger. I wanted 
him to be a nice little boy, just as Georgina Phyllis is a nice little girl, and I 
wanted to bring him up nicely in a nice way, and here he is’—and the 
unfortunate woman's voice broke—‘wearing number four grown-up shoes 
and being wheeled about by—booboo!—Petroleum! 

‘I can never love him,' she wailed, "never! He's too much for me! I can 
never be a mother to him, such as 1 meant to be!' 

Hut at last they contrived to get her into the nursery, and there W'as 
Hdward Monson Redwood (‘Pantagrucl' was only a later nickname) 
swinging in a specially strengthened rocking-chair and smiling and talking 
‘goo' and ‘wow.’ And the heart of Mrs Redw ood warmed again to her child, 
and she went and held him in her arms and wept. 

‘'I’hey’vc done something to you,’ she sobbed, ‘and you'll grow and grow, 
dear, but whatever I can do to bring you up nice I'll do for you whatever 
your father may say.' 

And Redw’ood, who had helped bring her to the door, went down the 
passage much relieved. 

(Kh! but it’s a base job this being a man—with women as they are!) 


_ 6 _ 

Before the year was out there were, in addition to Redwood’s pioneer 
vehicle, quite a number of motor-perambulators to be seen in the west of 
London. I am told there were as many as eleven; but the most careful 
inquiries yield trustworthy evidence of only six within the Metropolitan 
area at that time. It would seem the stuff acted differently upon different 
types of constitution. At first Heraklcophorbia was not adapted to injection, 
and there can be no doubt that quite a considerable proportion of human 
beings are incapable of absorbing this substance in the normal course of 
digestion. It was given, for example, to Winkles’ youngest boy; but he 
seems to have been as incapable of growth as, if Redwood was right, his 
father was incapable of knowledge. Others again, according to the Society 
for the Total Suppression of Hoomfood, became in some inexplicable w'ay 
corrupted by it, and perished at the onset of infantile disorders. 'Phe Cossar 
boys took to it with amazing avidity. 

Of course a thing of this kind never comes with absolute simplicity of 
application into the life of man; growth in particular is a complex thing, and 
all generalisations must needs be a little inaccurate. But the general law of 
the Food would seem to be this, that when it could be taken into the system 
in any way it stimulated it in very nearly to the same degree in all cases. It 
increased the amount of growth from six to seven times, and it did not go 
beyond that whatever amount of the Food was taken in excess, lixeess of 
Heraklcophorbia indeed beyond the necessary minimum led, it was found, 
to morbid disturbances of nutrition, to cancer and tumours, ossifications 
and the like. And once growth upon the large scale had begun it was soon 
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evident that it could only continue upon that scale, and that the continuous 
administration of Heraklcophorbia in small but sufficient doses was 
imperative. 

If it was discontinued while growth was still going on, there was first a 
vague restlessness and distress, then a period of voracity—as in the case of 
the young rats of Hankey—and then the growing creature had a sort of 
exaggerated anaemia and sickened and died. Plants suffered in a similar 
way. 'Phis, however, applied only to the growth period. So soon as 
adolescence was attained—in plants this was represented by the formation 
of the first flower-buds—the need and appetite for Herakleophorbia 
diminished, and so soon as the plant or animal was fully adult, it became 
altogether independent on any further supply of the food. It was, as it were, 
completely established on the new scale. It was so completely established on 
the new scale that, as the thistles about Ilicklcybrow and the grass of the 
down side already demonstrated, its seed produced giant offspring after its 
kind. 

And presently little Redwood, pioneer of the new race, first child of all 
who ate the food, was crawling about his nursery, smashing furniture, 
biting like a horse, pinching like a vice, and bawling gigantic baby talk at his 
‘Nanny' and ‘Mammy’ and the rather scared and awe-stricken ‘Daddy,’ 
who had set this mischief going. 

'I’he child was born with good intentions. ‘Padda be good, be good,’ he 
used to say as the breakables flew before him. ‘Padda’ was his rendering of 
Pantagruel, the nickname Redwood imposed upon him. And (^ossar, 
disregarding certain Ancient Lights that presently led to trouble, did, after 
a conflict with the local building regulations, gel building on a vacant piece 
of ground adjacent to Redwood’s home, a comfortable well-lit playroom, 
schoolroom, and nursery for their four boys; sixty feet square about this 
room was, and forty feel high. 

Redwood fell in love with that great nursery as he and C.ossar built it, and 
his interest in curves faded, as he had never dreamt it could faeie, before the 
pressing needs of his son. ‘'Phere is much,’ he said, ‘in fitting a nursery. 
Much. 

‘'Phe w'alls, the things in it, they w ill all speak to this new mind of ours, a 
little more, a little less eloquently, and leach it or fail to teach it a thousand 
things.’ 

‘Obviously,’ said Cossar, reaching hastily for his hat. 

'Phey w\)rked together harmoniously, but Redw’ood supplied most of the 
educational theory required.. .. 

They had the walls and woodw'ork painted with a cheerful vigour; for the 
most part a slightly warmed wffiite prevailed, but there were bands of bright 
clean colour to enforce the simple lines of construction, ‘(’lean colours w’e 
must have,’ said Redwood, and in one place had a neat horizontal band of 
squares, in which crimson and purple, orange and lemon, blues and greens, 
in many hues and many shades, did themselves honour. "Phese squares the 
giant children should arrange and rearrange to their pleasure. ‘Decorations 
must follow,’ said Redw'ood; ‘let them first get the range of all the tints and 
then this may go away. "Phere is no reason why one should bias them in 
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favour of any particular colour or design.’ 

I'hcn, ‘The place must be full of interest,’ said Redwood. ‘Interest is food 
for a child and blankness torture and starvation. He must have pictures 
galore.’ 'I'here were no pictures hung about the room for any permanent 
service, however, but blank frames were provided into which new pictures 
would come and pass thence into a portfolio as soon as their fresh interest 
had passed. 'Fhere was one window that looked down the length of a street, 
and in addition, for an added interest. Redwood had contrived above the 
roof of the nursery a camera obscura that watched the Kensington High 
Street and not a little of the Gardens. 

In one corner that most w'orthy implement, an Abacus, four feet square, a 
specially strengthened piece i^f ironmongery with rounded corners, awaited 
the young giants’ incipient computations. 'Fhere were few w'oolly Iambs and 
such-like idols, but instead Cossar, without explanation, had brought one 
day in three four-wheelers a great number of toys (all just too big for the 
coming children to swallow) that could be piled up, arranged in row’s, rolled 
about, bitten, made to llap and rattle, smacked together, felt over, pulled 
out, opened, closed and mauled and experimented with to an interminable 
extent. There w'ere many bricks of wood in diverse etdours, oblong and 
cuboid, bricks of polished china, bricks of transparent glass and bricks of 
india-rubber; there were slabs and slates; there w ere cones, truncated cones 
and cylinders; there W’erc oblate and prolate spheroids, balls of varies 
substances, Sidid and hollow, many boxes of diverse size and shape, with 
hinged lids and screw' lids and fitting lids, and one or two to catch and lock; 
there were bands of clastic and leather, and a number of rough and sturdy 
little objects of a size together that could stand up steadily and suggest the 
shape of a man. ‘Give ’em these,’ said (Cossar. ‘One at a time.’ 

These things Redwood arranged in a locker in one corner. Along one side 
of the room, at a convenient height for a six or eight foot child, there was a 
blackboard on which the youngsters might llourish in white and coloured 
chalk; and near by a sort of drawing block from which sheet after sheet 
might be torn, and on which they could draw' in charcoal; and a little desk 
there was, furnished with great carpenter’s pencils of varying hardness and 
a copious supply of paper, on which the boys might first scribble and then 
draw’ more neatly. And moreover Redwood gave orders, so far ahead did his 
imagination go, for specially large tubes of liquid paint and boxes of pastels 
against the time when they should be needed. He laid in a cask or so of 
plasticine and modelling clay. ‘At first he and his tutor shall model 
together,’ he said, ‘and when he is more skilful he shall copy casts and 
perhaps animals. And that reminds me, I must also have made for him a box 
of tools! 

‘Then books. I shall have to look out a lot of books to put in his way, and 
they’ll have to be big type. Now what sort of books will he need? 'Fhere is his 
imagination to be fed. That, after all, is the crown of every education. The 
crown—as sound habits of mind and conduct are the throne. No 
imagination at all is brutality; a base imagination is lust and cowardice; but a 
noble imagination is God walking the earth again. He must dream, too, of a 
dainty fairy-land and of all the quaint little things of life, in due time. But he 
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must feed chiefly on the splendid real; he shall have stories of travel through 
all the world, travels and adventures and how the world was won; he shall 
have stories of beasts, great books splendidly and clearly done of animals 
and birds and plants and creeping things, great books about the deeps of the 
sky and the mystery of the sea; he shall have histories and maps of all the 
empires the world has seen, pictures and stories of all the tribes and habits 
and customs of men. And he must have books and pictures to quicken his 
sense of beauty, subtle Japanese pictures to make him love the subtler 
beauties of bird and tendril and falling flower; and western pictures too, 
pictures of gracious men and women, sweet grimpings, and broad views of 
land and sea. lie shall have books on the building of houses and palaces; he 
shall plan rooms and invent cities- 

‘I think I must give him a little theatre. 

‘Then there is music!’ 

Redwood thought that over and decided that his son might best begin 
with a very pure-sounding harmonicon of one octave, to which afterwards 
there could be an extension. ‘He shall play with this first, sing to it and give 
names to the notes,’ said Redwood, ‘and afterwards-?’ 

lie stared up at the window-sill overhead and measured the size of the 
room with his eye. 

‘'They’d have to build his piano in here,’ he said. ‘Bring it in in pieces.’ 

He hovered about amidst his preparations, a pensive dark little figure. If 
you could have seen him there he would have looked to you like a ten-inch 
man amidst common nursery things. A great rug—indeed it was a 'Turkey 
carpet—four hundred square feet of it, upon which young Redwood was 
soon to crawl, stretched to the grill-guarded cleclric radiator that was to 
warm the whole place. A man from Cossar’s hung amidst scaffolding 
overhead, fixing the great frame that was to hold the transitory pictures. A 
blotting paper book for plant specimens as big as a house door leant against 
the wall, and from it projected a gigantic stalk, a leaf edge or so and one 
flower of chickweed, all of that gigantic size that was soon to make Urshot 
famous throughout the botanical world. ... 

A sort of incredulity came to Redwood as he stood among these things. 

‘If it really is going on—’ said Redwood, staring up to the remote ceiling. 

h’rom far away came a sound like the bellowing of a Mafficking bull, 
almost as if in answer. 

‘It’s going on all right,’ said Redw'ood. ‘Hvidently.’ 

'There followed resounding blows upon a table, follow'ed by a vast 
crowing shout, ‘(looloo! Boozoo! Bzz ...’ 

‘'The best thing I can do,’ said Redwood, following out some divergent 
line of thought, ‘is to teach him myself.’ 

That beating became more insistent. For a moment it seemed to 
Redwood that it caught the rhythm of an engine’s throbbing, the engine he 
could have imagined of some great train of events that bore down upon him. 
Then a descendant flight of sharper beats broke up that effect, and were 
repeated. 

‘Come in,’ he cried, perceiving that someone rapped, and the door that 
was big enough for a cathedral opened slowly a little way. 'The new winch 
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ceased lo creak, and Kensington appeared in the crack, gleaming 
benevolently under his protruded baldness and over his glasses. 

‘I’ve ventured round to see^" he whispered in a confidentially furtive 
manner. 

‘Come in,’ said Redwood, and he did, shutting the door behind him. 

He walked forward, hands behind his back, advanced a few steps, and 
peered up with a birdlike movement at the dimensions about him. He 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 

‘livery time I come in,’ he said, with a subdued note in his voice, ‘it strikes 
me as— 

‘Yes,’ said Redwood, surveying it all again also, as if in an endeavour to 
keep hold of the visible impression. ‘Yes. I'hey’re going to be big, too, you 
know.’ 

‘I know',’ said Kensington, with a note that w'as nearly awe. ‘I Vn* big.’ 

'I'hey looked at one another, almost, as it were, apprehensively. 

‘Very big indeed,’ said Kensington, stroking the bridge of his nose, and 
with one eye that w'atched Redwood doubtfully for a confirmatory 
expression. ‘All of them, you know—fearfully Kig. I don’t seem able to 
imagine—even with this—just how* big they’re all going to be.’ 

THE MINIMIEICENCE OF MR BENSINGTON 

I 

It was while the Royal Commission on Koomfood was preparing its report 
that Herakleophorbia really began to demonstrate its capacity for leakage. 
And the earlincss of this second outbreak was the more unfortunate, from 
the point of view of Cossar at any rate, since the draft report still in existence 
shows that the Commission had, under the tutelage of that most able 
member. Doctor Stephen Winkles (F.R.S., M.D., F.R.C.P., D.Sc., J.P., 
D.L., etc.), already quite made up its mind that accidental leakages w'cre 
impossible, and was prepared to recommend that lo entrust the preparation 
of Koomfood lo a qualified committee (Winkles chiefly), with an entire 
control over its sale, was quite enough to satisfy all reasonable objections to 
its free diffusion. 'Phis committee was to have an absolute monopoly. And it 
is, no doubt, to be considered as a part of the irony of life that the first and 
most alarming of this second scries of leakages occurred within fifty yards of 
a little cottage at Keston occupied during the summer months by Doctor 
Winkles. 

There can be little doubt now that Redwood’s refusal to acquaint Winkles 
w'ith the composition of Herakleophorbia IV. had aroused in that 
gentleman a novel and intense desire towards analytical chemistry. He was 
not an expert manipulator, and for that reason probably he saw fit to do his 
work not in the excellently equipped laboratories that were at his disposal in 
London, but without consulting anyone, and almost with an air of secrecy, 
in a rough little garden laboratory at the Keston establishment. He docs not 
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seem to have shown either great energy or great ability in this quest; indeed 
one gathers he dropped the inquiry after working at it intermittently for 
about a month. 

'This garden laboratory, in which the work was done, was very roughly 
equipped, supplied by a stand-pipe tap with water, and draining into a pipe 
that ran down into a swampy rush-bordered pool under an alder tree in a 
secluded corner of the common just outside the garden hedge. The pipe was 
cracked, and the residuum of the h’ood of the Gods escaped through the 
crack into a little puddle amidst clumps of bushes, just in time for the spring 
awakening. 

l^verything was astir with life in that scummy little corner, 'fhere was 
frog spawn adrift, tremulous with tadpoles just bursting their gelatinous 
envelopes; there were little pond snails creeping out into life, and under the 
green skin of the rush stems the larvae of a big Water Beetle were struggling 
out of their egg cases. I doubt if the reader knows the larva of the beetle 
called (I know not why ) Dytiscus. It is a jointed, queer-looking thing, very 
muscular and sudden in its movements, and given to swimming head 
downwards with its tail out of water; the length of a man’s top thumb joint it 
is, and more—two inches, that is, for those who have not eaten the Food— 
and it has two sharp jaws that meet in front of its head, tubular jaws with 
sharp points, through which its habit is to suck its victim's blood. 

'The first thing to get at the drifting grains of the hood were the tadpoles 
and the water snails; the little wriggling tadpoles in particular, once they 
had the taste of it, took tti it with zest. But scarcely did one of them begin to 
grow into a conspiciunis position in that tadpole world and try a small 
brother or so as an aid to a vegetarian dietary, when nip! one of the Beetle 
larvae had its curved bUnKlsucking prongs gripping into his heart, and with 
that red stream went I Icraklcophorbia IV., in a state of solution, into the 
being of a new client. 'The only thing that had a chance with these monsters 
to get any share of the h’ood were the rushes and slimy green scum in the 
water and the seedling weeds in the mud at the bottom. A clean-up of the 
study presently washed a fresh spate of the h'ood into the puddle, 
overflowed it, and carried all this sinister expansion of the struggle for life 
into the adjacent pmil under the roots of the alder. . . . 

The first person to discover what was going on was a Mr Tukey 
(Barrington, a special science teacher under the Lo:idon Fducation Board, 
and, in his leisure, a specialist in fresh-water algae, and he is certainly not to 
be envied his discovery. He had come down to Keston (Bommon for the day 
to till a number of specimen tubes for subsequent examination, and he 
came, with a dozen or so of corked tubes clanking faintly in his pocket, over 
the sandy crest and down towards the pool, spiked walking stick in hand. A 
garden lad standing on the top of the kitchen steps clipping Doctor Winkles’ 
hedge saw him in this unfrequented corner, and iound him and his 
oecupation sufficiently inexplicable and interesting to watch him pretty 
closely. 

He saw Mr Carrington stoop down by the side ol the pool, with his hand 
against the old alder stem, and peer into the water, but of course he could 
not appreciate the surprise and pleasure with which Mr Carrington beheld 
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the big unfamiliar-looking blobs and threads of the algal scum at the 
bottom. I'here were no tadpoles visible—they had all been killed at that 
time—and it would seem Mr Carrington saw nothing at all unusual except 
the excessive vegetation. He bared his arm to the elbow, leant forward, and 
dipped deep in pursuit of a specimen. His seeking hand went down. 
Instantly there Hashed out of the cool shadow under the tree roots 
something- 

Flash! It had buried its fangs deep into his arm—a bizarre shape it was, a 
foot long and more, brown and jointed like a scorpion. 

Its ugly apparition, and the sharp amazing painfulness of its bite, was too 
much for Mr Carrington’s equilibrium. He felt himself going and yelled 
aloud. Over he toppled, face foremost, splash! into the pool. 

I'he boy saw him vanish, and heard the splashing of his struggle in the 
water. 'Fhe unfortunate man emerged again into the boy’s field of vision, 
hatless and streaming with water, and screaming! 

Never before had the boy heard screams from a man. 

'riiis astonishing stranger appeared to be tearing at something on the side 
of his face. There appeared streaks of blood there. He Hung out his arms as if 
in despair, leapt in the air like a frantic creature, ran violently ten or twelve 
yards and then fell and rolled on the ground and over and out of sight of the 
boy. 

'rhe lad was down the steps and through the hedge in a trice—happily 
with the garden shears still in hand. As he came crashing through the gorse 
bushes, he says he was half minded to turn back, fearing he had to deal with 
a lunatic, but the possession of the shears reassured him. ‘I could ’avc 
jabbed his eyes,’ he explained, ‘anyhow.’ Directly Mr Carrington caught 
sight of him, his demeanour became at once that of a sane but desperate 
man. He struggled to his feet, stumbled, stood up and came to meet the boy. 

‘Look!’ he cried, ‘I can’t get ’em offl’ 

And with a qualm of horror the boy saw that attached to Mr Carrington’s 
cheek, to his bare arm, and to his thigh, and lashing furiously with their lithe 
brown muscular bodies, were three of these horrible larvae, their great jaws 
buried deep in his Hesh and sucking for dear life. They had the grip of 
bulldogs, and Mr Carrington’s efforts to detach the monster from his face 
had only served to lacerate the Hesh to which it had attached itself, and 
streak face and neck and coat with living scarlet. 

‘I’ll cut ’im,’ cried the boy; ‘’old on. Sir.’ 

And with the zest of his age in such proceedings, he severed one by one 
the heads from the bodies of Mr Carrington’s assailants. ‘ Yup,’ said the boy 
with a wincing face as each one fell before him. Kven then, so tough and 
determined was their grip that the severed heads remained for a space, still 
fiercely biting home and still sucking, with the blood streaming out of their 
necks behind. But the boy stopped that with a few more slashes of his 
scissors—^in one of which Mr Carrington was implicated. 

‘I couldn’t get ’em offl’ repeated Carrington, and stood for a space, 
swaying and bleeding profusely. He dabbed feeble hands at his injuries and 
examined the result upon his palms. Then he gave way at the knees and fell 
headlong in a dead faint at the boy’s feet, between the still leaping bodies of 
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his defeated foes. Very luckily it didn’t occur to the boy to splash water on 
his face—for there were still more of these horrors under the alder roots— 
and instead he passed back by the pond and went into the garden with the 
intentiim of calling assistance. And there he met the gardener-coachman 
and told him of the whole affair. 

When they got back to Mr Carrington he was silling up, dazed and weak, 
but able lo warn them against the danger in the pool. 


2 


Such were the circumstances by which the world had its lirsi nolilicalion 
that the Iniod was loose again. In another week Keston ('imimiMi was in full 
operation as what naturalists call a centre of distribution. 'This time there 
were no wasps or rats, no earwigs and no nettles, but there were at least 
three water-spiders, several dragon-lly larvae which presently became 
dragon-llies, dazzling all Kent with their hovering sapphire bodies, and a 
nasty gelatinous, scummy growth that swelled over the pond margin, and 
sent its slimy green masses surging halfway up the garden path to Doctor 
Winkles’ house. And there began a growth of rushes and cquisetum and 
polamogeton that ended only with the drying of the pond. 

It speedily became evident to the public mind that this time there was not 
simply one centre of distribution, but quite a number of centres, 'riiere was 
one at I^aling, there can be no doubt now, and from that came the plague of 
Hies and red spiders; there was one at Sunbury, productive of ferocious 
great eels, that could come ashore and kill sheep; and there was one in 
Bloomsbury that gave the world a new strain of cockroaches of a quite 
terrible sort—an old ln)use it was in Bloomsbury, and much inhabited by 
undesirable things. Abruptly the world found itself confronted with the 
Hiekleybrow experiences all mer again, with all sorts of queer exag¬ 
gerations of familiar monsters in the place of the giant hens and rats and 
wasps, h’aeh centre burst out with its own eharaeterislie local fauna and 
Hora. . . . 

We know now that everyone of these centres corresponded to one ol'the 
patients of Doctor Winkles, but that was by no mea:is apparent at the lime, 
l^oetor Winkles was the last person to incur any odium in the matter. 'There 
W'as a panic quite naturally, a passionate indignation; but it was indignation 
not against Doctor Winkles but against the T'ood, and not so much against 
the T'ood as against the unfortunate Bensington, whom from the very first 
the popular imagination had insisted upon regarding as the sole and only 
person responsible fiM* this new thing. 

'The attempt to lynch him that followed is just one of those explosive 
events that bulk largely in history and are in reality the least significant ot 
occurrences. 

The history of the outbreak is a mystery. 'The nucleus of the crowd 
certainly came from an Anti-Boomfood meeting in Hyde Park organised by 
extremists of the Caterham party, but there seems ni^ one in the w’orld wln) 
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actually first proposed, no one who ever first hinted a suggestion of the 
outrage at which so many people assisted. It is a problem from M. Gustave 
le Hon, a mystery in the psychology of crowds. I'hc fact emerges that about 
three o’clock on Sunday afternoon a remarkably big and ugly London 
crowd, entirely out of hand, came rolling down Thursday Street intent on 
Hensington’s exemplary death as a warning to all scientific investigators, 
and that it came nearer accomplishing its object than any London crowd has 
ever come since the Hyde Park railings came down in remote middle 
Victorian times. This crowd came so close to its object indeed, that for the 
space of an hour or more a word would have settled the unfortunate 
gentleman’s fate. 

The first intimation he had of the thing was the noise of the people 
outside. He went to the window and peered, realising nothing of what 
impended. P’or a minute perhaps he watched them seething about the 
entrance, disposing of an inelfectual dozen policemen who barred their way, 
before he fully realised his own importance in the affair. It came upon him 
in a flash—that that roaring, swaying multitude was after him. He was all 
alone in the flat—fortunately perhaps—his cousin Jane having gone down 
to l^aling to have tea with a relation on her mother’s side, and he had no 
mv)re idea of how to behave under such circumstances than he had of the 
etiquette of the Day of Judgment. He was still dashing about the flat asking 
his furniture what he should do, turning keys in locks and then unlocking 
them again, making darts at door and window and bedroom—when the 
floor clerk came tt) him. 

‘There isn’t a moment. Sir,’ he said. ‘I’hey’ve got your number from the 
board in the hall! They’re coming straight up!’ 

He ran Mr Hensington out into the passage, already echoing with the 
approaching tumult from the great staircase, locked the door behind them, 
and led the way into the opposite flat by means of his duplicate key. 

‘It’s our only chance now,’ he said. 

He flung up a window which opened on a ventilating shaft, and showed 
that the wall w'as set with iron staples that made the rudest and most 
perilous of wall ladders to serve as a fire escape from the upper flats. He 
shoved Mr Hensington out of the window, showed him how' to cling on, and 
pursued him up the ladder, goading and jabbing his legs with a bunch of 
keys whenever he desisted from climbing. It seemed to Hensington at limes 
that he must climb that vertical ladder for evermore. Above, the parapet w as 
inaccessibly remote, a mile perhaps, below— He did not care to think of 
things below. 

‘Steady on!’ cried the clerk, and gripped his ankle. It was quite horrible 
having his ankle gripped like that, and Mr Hensington tightened his hold on 
the iron staple above to a drowning clutch and gave a faint squeal of terror. 

It became evident the clerk had broken a window, and then it seemed he 
had leapt a vast distance sideways, and there came the noise of a window- 
frame sliding in its sash. He was bawling things. 

Mr Hensington moved his head round cautiously until he could see the 
clerk. ‘Come down six steps,’ the clerk commanded. 

All this moving about seemed very foolish, but very, very cautiously Mr 
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Bcnsington lowered a fool. 

‘Don’t pull me!’ he cried, as the clerk made to help him from the open 
window. 

It seemed to him that to reach the window from the ladder would be a 
very respectable feat for a flying fox, and it was rather with the idea of a 
decent suicide than in any hope of accomplishing it that he made the step at 
last, and quite ruthlessly the clerk pulled him in. ‘You'll have to stop here,’ 
said the clerk: ‘my keys are no good here. It's an American lock. I'll get out 
and slam the door behind me and see if I can find the man of this floor. 
You’ll be locked in. Don't go to the window, that's all. It's the ugliest crowd 
I’ve ever seen. If only they think you’re out they’ll probably content 
themselves by breaking up your stuff-’ 

‘The indicator said In,’ said Hensington. 

‘'The devil it did! Well, anyhow. I’d better not be found-' 

He vanished w'ith a slam of the door. 

Hensington was left to his own initiative again. 

It took him under the bed. 

'Fherc presently he was found by Cossar. 

Hensington was almost comatt^se with terri>r when he was found, for 
(]i^ssar had burst the door in with his shoulder by jumping at it across the 
breadth of the passage. 

‘C(^me out of it, Hensington,' he said. ‘It's all right. It’s me. We've got to 
get out of this. 'They're setting the place on fire. "The porters are all clearing 
out. 'I'he servants are gone. It’s lucky 1 caught the man who knew. 

‘Look here!’ 

Hensington, peering fi\im under the bed, became aware of some 
unaccountable garments on C'ossar’s arm, and, of all things, a black bonnet 
in his hand! 

‘'They’re having a clear-out,’ said C^iossar. ‘If they don’t set the place on 
fire they’ll come here. 'Troops may not be here for an hour yet. Infty per 
cent, hooligans in the crowd, and the more furnished flats they go into the 
better they’ll like it. Obviously. . .. 'I'hcy mean a clear-out. You put this 
skirt and biMinet on, Hensington, and clear out with me.' 

‘D’you menu —?’ began Hensington, protruding a head, tortoise fashion. 

‘1 mean, put ’em on and come! Obviously.’ And with a sudden vehemence 
he dragged Hensington from under the bed, and began to dress him for his 
new’ impersonation of an elderly woman of the people. 

1 Ic rolled up his trousers and made him kick otl his slippers, took of! his 
collar and tie and coat and vest, slipped a black skirt over his head, and put 
on a red flannel bodice and a body over the same. He made him take ofi his 
all too characteristic spectacles, and clapped the bonnet on his head. ‘You 
might have been born an old woman,’ he said as he tied the strings. 'I hen 
came the spring-sided boots—a terrible wrench lor corns—and the shawl, 
and the disguise was complete. ‘Up and down,’ said Cossar, and Hensington 
obeyed. 

‘You’ll do,’ said Cossar. 

And in this guise it was, stumbling awkwardly over his unaccustomed 
skirts, shouting womanly imprecations upon his own head in a weird 
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falsetto to sustain his part, and to the roaring note of a crowd bent upon 
lynching him, that the original discoverer of Hcrakleophorbia IV. 
proceeded down the corridor of Chesterfield Mansions, mingled with that 
inflamed disorderly multitude, and passed out altogether from the thread of 
events that constitutes our story. 

Never once after that escape did he meddle again with the stupendous 
development of the b'ood of the Gods, he of all men had done most to begin. 


3 


'fhis little man who started the whole thing passes out of the story, and after 
a time he passed altogether out of the world of signifleant activities. Hut 
because he started the whole thing it is seemly to give his exit an intercalary 
page of attention. One may picture him in his later days as 'funbridge Wells 
came to know him. b'or it was at 'funbridge Wells he reappeared after a 
temporary obscurity, so soon as he fully realised how transitory, how quite 
exceptional and unmeaning that fury of rioting was. He reappeared under 
the wing of cousin Jane, treating himself for nervous shock to the exclusion 
of all other interests, and totally inditferent, as it seemed, to the battles that 
were raging then about those new centres of distribution, and about the 
baby Children of the Food. 

He took up his quarters at the Mount Glory Hydrotherapeutic Hotel, 
where there are quite extraordinary facilities for baths; C^arbiniated Haths, 
Creosote Baths, Galvanic and Faradic 'freatment. Massage, Pine Baths, 
Starch and Hemlock Baths, Radium Baths, Light Baths, Heat Baths, Bran 
and Needle Baths, 'Far and Birdsdown Baths, all sorts of baths; and he 
devoted his mind to the development of that system of curative treatment 
that was still imperfect when he died. And sometimes he would go out in a 
hired vehicle and a sealskin-trimmed coat, and sometimes, when his feet 
permitted, he would walk to the Pantiles, and there he would sip chalybeate 
water under the eye of his cousin Jane. 

His stooping shoulders, his pink appearance, his beaming glasses, became 
a 'feature' of'Funbridge Wells. No one was the least bit unkind to him, and 
indeed the place and the I lotel seemed very glad to have the distinction of 
his presence. Nothing could rob him of that distinction now. And though he 
preferred not to follow the development of his great invention in the daily 
papers, yet w'hen he crossed the Lounge of the Hotel or walked down the 
Pantiles and heard the whisper ‘'Fhere he is! "I'hai’s him!’ it was not 
dissatisfaction that softened his mouth and gleamed for a moment in his 
eye. 

This little figure, this minute little figure, launched the Food of the Gods 
upon the WH)rld! One docs not know which is the most amazing, the 
greatness or the littleness of these scientific and philosophical men. 'Fhcre 
you have him on the Pantiles, in the overcoat trimmed with fur. He stands 
under the chinawarc window where the spring sprouts, and holds and sips 
the glass of chalybeate water in his hand. One bright eye over the gilt rim is 
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fixed, with an expression of inscrutable severity, on cousin Jane. ‘M,’ he 
says, and sips. 

So we make our souvenir, so we focus and photograph this discoverer of 
ours for the last time, and leave him, a mere dot in our foreground, and pass 
to the greater picture that has developed about him, to the story of his Food, 
how the scattered (liant Children grew up day by day into a world that was 
all too small for them, and how the net of Boomfood Laws and Boomfood 
Conventions, which the Boomfood Commission was weaving even 
then, drew closer and closer upon them with every year of their growth. 
Until- 




BOOK TWO 


THE FOOD IN THE VILLAGE 





THE COMING OF THli FOOD 

I 

Our theme, which began so compactly in Mr Kensington’s study, has 
already spread and branched until it points this way and that, and 
henceforth our whole story is one of dissemination. 'I'o follow the hood of 
the (lods further is to trace the ramifications of a perpetually branching 
tree; in a little while, in the quarter of a lifetime, the b’ood had trickled and 
increased from its first spring in the little farm near 1 lieklcybrow until it had 
spread, it and the report and shadow of its power, throughout the world. It 
spread beyond Iingland very speedily. Soon in America, all over the 
continent of liurope, in Japan, in Australia, at last all over the world, the 
thing was working towards its appointed end. Always it worked slowly, by 
indirect courses and against resistance. It was bigness insurgent. In spite of 
prejudice, in spite of law and regulation, in spite of all that obstinate 
conservatism that lies at the base of the formal order of mankind, the b’ood 
of the (lods, once it had been set going, pursued its subtle and in\incible 
progress. 

The (Children of the b'ood grew steadily through all these years; that was 
the cardinal fact of the time. But it is the leakages make history. The 
children who had eaten grew, and soon there were other children growing; 
and all the best intentions in the world could not stop further leakages and 
still further leakages. The b'ood insisted on escaping with the pertinacity of 
a thing alive, b'lour treated with t he stuff crumbled in dry weather almost as 
if by intention into an impalpable powder, and would lift and travel before 
the lightest breeze. Now it would be some fresh insect wi>n its way to a 
temporary fatal new development, now some fresh outbreak lfi)m the 
sewers of rats and such-like vermin, b’or some days the village of 
Fangbourne in Kerkshire fought with giant ants. Three men were bitten and 
died. 'I'here would be a panic, there would be a struggle, and the salient evil 
would be fought down again, leaving always something behind, in the 
obscurer things of life—changed for ever. Then again another acute and 
startling outbreak, a swift upgrowth of monstrous weedy thickets, a drifting 
dissemination about the world of inhumanly growing thistles, of 
cockroaches men fought with shotguns, or a plague of mighty flics. 

'I’here was some strange and desperate struggles in obscure places. 'I'he 
I'ood begot heroes in the cause of littleness.... 

And men tot)k such happenings into their lives, and met them by the 
expedients of the moment, and told one another there was ‘no change in the 
essential order of things.’ After the first great panic, (^aterham, in spite of 
his power of eloquence, became a secondary figure in the political w'orld, 
remained in men’s minds as the exponent of an extreme view. 
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Only slowly did he win a way towards a central position in affairs, ‘'rherc 
was no change in the essential order of things’— that eminent leader of 
modern thought, Doctor Winkles, was very clear upon this—and the 
exponents of what was called in those days Progressive Liberalism grew^ 
quite sentimental upon the essential insincerity of their progress. 'I'heir 
dreams, it would appear, ran wholly on little nations, little languages, little 
households, each self-supported on its little farm. A fashion for the small 
and neat set in. To be big was to be ‘vulgar,’ and dainty, neat, mignon, 
miniature, ‘minutely perfect,' became the key words of critical approval.. .. 

Meanwhile, quietly, taking their time as children must, the Children of 
the P'ood, growing into a world that changed to receive them, gathered 
strength and stature and knowledge, became individual and purposeful, 
rose slowly towards the dimensions of their destiny. Presently they seemed 
a natural part of the world; all these stirrings of bigness seemed a natural 
part of the world, and men wondered how things had been before their time. 
There came to men’s cars stories of things the giant boys could do, and they 
said ‘Wonderful!’—without a spark of wonder. The popular papers would 
tell of the three sons of Cossar, and how these amazing children w ould lift 
great cannons, hurl masses of iron for hundreds of yards, and leap two 
hundred feet. 'I’hey were said to be digging a well, deeper than any well or 
mine that man had ever made, seeking, it w^as said, for treasures hidden in 
the earth since ever the earth began. 

These Children, said the popular magazines, w ill level mountains, bridge 
seas, tunnel your earth to a honeycomb. ‘Wonderful!’ said the little folks, 
‘isn’t it? What a lot of conveniences we shall have!’ and went about their 
business as though there was no such thing as the b’ood of the Cods on 
earth. And indeed these things were no more than the first hints and 
promises of the powers of the Children of the h'ood. It was still no more than 
child’s play with them, no more than the first use of a strength in w hich no 
purpose had arisen. I’hey did not know’ themselves for what they were. 
'I'hey wxTc children, slow-growing children of a new race. 'Fhc giant 
strength grew^ day by day—the giant w ill had still to gnnv into purpose and 
an aim. 

Looking at it in a shortened perspective of time, those years of transition 
have the quality of a single consecutive occurrence; but indeed no one saw 
the coming of Bigness in the world, as no one in all the world till centuries 
had passed saw, as one happening, the Decline and Fall of Rome. 'They w-ho 
lived in those days were too much among these developments to see them 
together as a single thing. It seemed even to wise men that the F'ood was 
giving the world nothing but a crop of unmanageable, disconnected 
irrelevancies, that might shake and trouble indeed, but could do no more to 
the established order and fabric of mankind. 

To one observer at least the most wonderful thing throughout that period 
of accumulating stress is the invincible inertia of the great mass of people, 
their quiet persistence in all that ignored the enormous presences, the 
promises of still more enormous things, that grew among them. Just as 
many a stream will be at its smoothest, will look more tranquil, running 
deep and strong, at the very verge of a cataract, so all that is most 
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conservative in man seemed settling quietly into a serene ascendency during 
these latter days. Reaction became popular, there was talk of the bankruptcy 
of science, of the dying of Progress, of the advent of the Mandarins, talk of 
such things amidst the echoing footsteps of the Children of the Food. 'I'he 
fussy pointless Revolutions of the old time, a vast crowd of silly little people 
chasing some silly little monarch and the like, had indeed died out and 
passed away; but Change had not died out. It was only c:hange that had 
changed. The New was coming in its own fashion and beyond the common 
understanding of the world. 

To tell fully of its coming would be to write a great history, but 
everywhere there was a parallel chain of happenings. 'lo tell therefore of the 
manner of its coming in one place is to tell something of the whole. It 
chanced one stray seed of Immensity fell into the pretty petty village of 
Cheasing Hyebright in Kent, and the story of its queer germination there 
and of the tragic futility that ensued, one may attempt—following one 
thread, as it were, to show the direction in which the whole great interwoven 
fabric rolled olfthe loom of'Fime. 


2 

Cheasing Kyebright had of course a V'icar. 'I'here arc vicars and vicars, and 
of all sorts 1 love an innovating vicar, a piebald progressive professional 
reactionary, the least. Hut the Vicar of Cheasing Hyebright was one of the 
least innovating of vicars, a most w'orthy, plump, ripe, and conservative- 
minded little man. It is becoming to go back a little in our story to tell of 
him. I le matched his village, and one may figure them best together as they 
used to be, on the sunset evening when Mrs Skinner—you will remember 
her flight!—brought the IhhkI with her all unsuspected into these rustic 
serenities. 

'The village was looking its very best just then, under that western light. It 
lay dinvn along the valley beneath the beech woods of the Hanger, a beading 
of thatched and red-tiled collages, cottages with trellised porches and 
pyracanthus-lined faces, that clustered closer and ck>ser as the road 
dropped fnmi the yew trees by the church uwvards the bridge. 'The vicarage 
peeped not too ostentatiously between the trees beyond the inn, an early 
Georgian front ripened by time, and the spire t^f the church rose happily in 
the depression made by the valley in the outline of the hills. A winding 
stream, a thin intermittency of sky blue and foam, glittered amidst a thick 
margin of reeds and loose-strife and overhanging willows, along the centre 
of a sinuous pennant of meadow. 'Fhe w^holc prospect had that curiously 
Imglish quality of ripened cultivation, that look of still completeness that 
apes perfection, under the sunset warmth. 

And the Vicar, too, looked mellow. He looked habitually and essentially 
mellow, as though he had been a mellow baby born into a melknv elass, a 
ripe and juicy little boy. One could see. even before he mentioned it, that he 
had gone to an ivy-clad public school in its anecdotate, with magnificent 
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traditions, aristocratic associations and no chemical laboratories, and 
proceeded thence to a venerable college in the very ripest Gothic. Few 
books he had younger than a thousand years; of these, Yarrow and l^llis and 
good pre-Methodist sermons made the bulk. He was a man of moderate 
height, a little shortened in appearance by his equatorial dimensions, and a 
face that had been mellow from the first was now climacterically ripe. The 
beard of a David hid his redundancy of chin; he wore no watch chain out of 
refinement, and his modest clerical garments were made by a West End 
tailor. ... And he sat with a hand on either shin, blinking at his village in 
beatific approval. He waved a plump palm towards it. His burthen sang out 
again. What more could anyone desire? 

‘We arc fortunately situated,’ he said, putting the thing tamely. 

‘We are in a fastness of the hills,’ he expanded. 

He explained himself at length. ‘We are out of it all.’ 

For they had been talking, he and his friend, of the Horrors of the Age, of 
Democracy, and Secular Education, and Sky Scrapers, and Motor Cars, 
and the American Invasion, the Scrappy Reading of the Public, and the 
disappearance of any Taste at all. 

‘We are out of it all,’ he repeated, and even as he spoke, the footsteps of 
someone coming smote upon his ear and he rolled over and regarded her. 

You figure the old woman’s steadfastly tremulous advance, the bundle 
elutched in her gnarled lank hand, her nose (which was her countenance) 
wrinkled with breathless resolution. You see the poppies nodding fatefully 
on her bonnet, and the dust-white spring-sided boots beneath her skimpy 
skirts, pointing with an irrevocable slow alternation cast and west. Beneath 
her arm, a restive captive, waggled and slipped a scarcely valuable umbrella. 
What was there to tell the Vicar that this grotesque old figure was—si) far as 
his village was eoncerned at any rate—no less than iTuitful ('hanec and the 
Unforeseen, the Hag weak men call Fate. But for us, you understand, no 
more than Mrs Skinner. 

As she was too much encumbered for a curtsey, she pretended not to see 
him and his friend at all, and so passed flip, flop, within three yards of them, 
onward down towards the village. 'I'he Viear watched her slow transit in 
silence, and ripened a remark the while.... 

'Phe incident seemed to him of no importance whatever. Old womankind, 
aerc peremiius^ has carried bundles since the world began. What difference 
has it made? 

‘We arc out of it all,’ said the Vicar. ‘We live in an atmosphere of simple 
and permanent things. Birth and 'Foil, simple seed-time and simple harvest. 
'Fhc Uproar passes us by.’ He was always very great upon what he called the 
permanent things. ‘'I'hings change,’ he would say, ‘but Humanity —acre 
perennius.' 

Thus the Vicar. He loved a classical quotation subtly misapplied. Below, 
Mrs Skinner, inelegant but resolute, had involved herself curiously with 
Wilmcrding’s stile. 
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No one knows what the Vicar made of the Giant Puff-Balls. 

No doubt he was among the first to discover them. I’hey were scattered at 
intervals up and down the path between the near down and the village end, a 
path he frequented daily in his constitutional round. Altogether, of these 
abnormal fungi there were, from first to last, quite thirty. 'I'he Vicar seems 
to have stared at each severally and to have prodded most of them with his 
stick once or twice. One he attempted to measure with his arms, but it burst 
at his Ixion embrace. 

He spoke to several people about them and said they were ‘marvellous!’ 
and he related to at least seven different persons the well-known story of the 
fiagstone that was lifted from the cellar floor by a growth of fungi beneath. 
He looked up his Sowerby to sec if it was LycolyerJou coelatum or 
gigunteimi —like all his kind since Gilbert White became famous, he 
Gilbert-Whited. He cherished a theory thal gigaiitemii is unfairly named. 

One docs not know if he tibserved that those white spheres lay in the very 
track that old woman of yesterday had followed, or if he noted that the last 
t)f the scries swelled not a score of yards from the gate of the Gaddies’ 
cottage. If he observed these things, he made no attempt to place his 
observation on record. His observation in matters botanical was that the 
inferior sort of scientific people call a ‘trained observation'—you look for 
certain definite things and neglect everything else. And he did nothing to 
link this phenomenon with the remarkable expansion of the Caddies’ baby 
that had been going on now for some weeks, indeed ever since Caddies 
walked over one Sunday afternoon a month or more ago to see his mother- 
in-law and hear Mr Skinner (since defunct) brag about his management of 
hens. 


_ 4 _ 

I'he growth of the puff-balls following on the expansion of the Caddies’ 
baby really ought to have opened the Vicar’s eyes. The latter fact had already 
come right into his arms at the christening—almost ovcrpowcringly.... 

'I'hc youngster bawled with deafening violence when the cold water that 
scaled its divine inheritance and its right to the name of ‘Albert Edward 
Caddies’ fell upon its brow. It was already bcyoml maternal porterage, and 
Caddies, staggering indeed, but grinning triumphantly at quantitatively 
inferior parents, bore it back to the free-sitting occupied by his party. 

‘I never saw such a child!’ said the Vicar. 

This was the first public intimation that the Caddies’ baby, which had 
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begun its earthly career a little under seven pounds, did alter all intend to be 
a credit to its parents. Very soon it was clear it meant to be not only a credit 
but a glory. And within a month their glory shone so brightly as to be in 
connection with people in the Caddies’ position, improper. 

'rhe butcher weighed the infant eleven times. He was a man of few words, 
and he soon got through with them. 'The first time he said, ‘’b^s a good ’un’; 
the next time he said, ‘My word!’ the third time he said, ‘IfV//, mum,’ and 
after that he simply blew enormously each time, scratched his head, and 
looked at his scales with an unprecedented mistrust. bAcryone came to see 
the Big Baby—so it was called by universal consent—and most of them said, 
‘H’s a Bouncer,’ and almost all remarked to him, "Did they?’ Miss b'letcher 
came and said she ‘never which was perfectly true. 

Lady Wondershoot, the village tyrant, arrived the day after the third 
weighing, and inspected the phenomenon narrowly through glasses that 
filled it with howling terror. ‘It’s an unusually Big child,’ she told its 
mother, in a loud instructive voice. ‘You ought to take unusual care of it, 
Caddies. Of course it won’t go on like this, being bottle fed, but we must do 
what we can for it. I’ll send you down some more llanncl.’ 

'The doctor came and measured the child with a tape, and put the figures 
in a notebook, and old Wr Drifthassock, who farmed by Up Marden, 
brought a manure traveller two miles out of his way to look at it. 'The 
traveller asked the child’s age three times over, and said finally that he was 
blowcd. He left it to be inferred how and why he was blowcd; apparently it 
was the child’s size blowcd him. He also said it ought to be put into a baby 
show. And all day long, out of school hours, little children kept ci>ming and 
saying, ‘Please, Mrs Caddies, mum, may we have a look at your baby, 
please, mum?’ until Mrs Caddies had to put a stop to it. And amidst all these 
scenes of amazement came Mrs Skinner, and stood and smiled, standing 
somewhat in the background, with each elbow in a lank gnarled hand, and 
smiling, smiling under and about her nose, with a smile of infinite 
profundity. 

‘It makes even that old wretch of a grandmother look quite pleasant,’ said 
Lady Wondershoot. ‘'Phough I’m sorry she’s come back to the village.’ 

Of course, as with almost all cottagers’ babies, the eleemosynary element 
had already come in, but the child soon made it clear by colossal bawling, 
that so far as the filling of its bottle went, it hadn’t come in yet nearly 
enough. 

The baby was entitled to a nine days’ w'onder, and everyone wondered 
happily over its amazing growth for twice that time and more. And then you 
know, instead of its dropping into the background and giving place to other 
marvels, it went on growing more than ever! 

Lady Wondershoot heard Mrs Greenfield, her housekeeper with infinite 
amazement. 

‘Caddies downstairs again. No food for the child! My dear Greenfield, it’s 
impossible. 'I’he creature eats like a hippopotamus! I’m sure it can’t be 
true.’ 

‘I’m sure I hope you’re not being imposed upon, my lady,’ said Mrs 
(ireenfield. 
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‘It’s so dillicult to tell with these people,’ said I .ady Wondershoot. ‘Now I 
do wish, my good (jreenlield, that you’d just go down there yourself this 
afternoon and .sv^^see it have its bottle. Hig as it is, I cannot imagine that it 
needs more than six pints a day.’ 

‘It hasn’t no business to, my lady,’ said Mrs Oreenfield. 

'rhe hand of Lady Wondershoot quivered, with that C^.O.S. sort of 
emotion, that suspicious rage that stirs in all true aristocrats, at the thought 
that possibly the meaner classes are after all—as mean as their betters, 
and—where the sling lies—scoring points in the game. 

Hut Mrs (jreenlield could observe no evidence of peculation, and the 
order for an increasing daily supply to the Caddies' nursery was issued. 
Scarcely had the first instalment gone, when Caddies was back again at the 
great house in a stale abjectly apologetic. 

‘W^e look the grates' care ot 'em. Airs (ircenfield, 1 do assure you, mum, 
but he's regular bust 'em! 'They Hew with such vilence, mum, that one 
bultim broke a pane of the window, mum, and one hit me a regular stinger 
jest 'ere, mum.' 

Lady W'lmdershocn, when she heard that this amazing child had 
pi^silively burst out of its beautiful charity clothes, decided that she must 
speak to (Saddles herself. I le appeared in her presence with his hair hastily 
wetted and smoothed by hand, breathless, and clinging to his hat brim as 
though it was a life-belt, and he stumbled at the carpet edge out of sheer 
distress of mind. 

Lady WiaidershotU liked bullying Caddies. (Saddles was her ideal lower- 
class person, dishonest, faithful, abject, industrious, and inconceivably 
incapable ol'responsibility. She told him it was a serious matter, the way his 
child was going on. 

‘It's 'is appetite, my ladyshiy*,' said Caddies, with a rising note. 

‘C'dieck 'im, my ladyship, you can't,' said ('addles, ‘^rhere c' lies, my 
hulyship, and kicks tait 'e docs, and 'owls, that disircssin'. W'e 'aven't the 
'earl, my ladyship. If we 'ad—the neighbours would interfere. . . .' 

Lady Wondershoot consulted the parish doctor. 

‘What I want to know,' said Lady W'ondershool, ‘is it rii^ht this child 
should have such an extraordinary quantity i)f milk.'*' 

‘'The pri>per allowance for a child of that age,' said the parish diK'tor, ‘is a 
pint and a half ti> two pints in the twenty-lbiir hours. I don't see that you are 
called upon to provide more. If you d(>, it is your own generosity. 01 course 
wc might try the legitimate quantity for a lew days. Hut the child, I must 
admit, seems for some reason to be physiologically dillerent. Possibly what 
is called a Sport. A case of (jeneral Hypertrophy.' 

‘It isn’t fair to the other parish children,’ said Lady Wondershoot. ‘I am 
certain we shall have complaints if this goes on.’ 

‘I don’t see that anyone can be expected to give more than the recognised 
allowance. We might insist on its doing with that I'r, it it wouldn t, send it as 
a case into the Infirmary.’ 

‘I suppose,’ said Lady W'ondershoot, reflecting, ‘that apart from the size 
and the appetite, you don’t find anything else abnormal nothing 
monstrous?' 
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‘No. No, I don’t. But no doubt if this growth goes on, we shall find grave 
moral and intellectual deficiencies. One might almost prophesy that from 
Max Nordau’s law. A most gifted and celebrated philosopher. Lady 
Wondershoot. He discovered that the abnormal is—^abnormal, a most 
valuable discovery, and well worth bearing in mind. I find it of the utmost 
help in practice. When I come upon anything abnormal, I say at once. ‘This 
is abnormal.’ His eyes became profound, his voice dropped, his manner 
verged upon the intimately confidential. He raised one hand stiffly. ‘And I 
treat it in that spirit,’ he said. 


5 


‘Tut, tut!’ said the Vicar to his breakfast things—the day after the coming of 
Mrs Skinner. ‘'Fut, tut! what’s this?’ and poised his glasses at his paper with 
a general air of remonstrance. 

‘Giant wasps! What’s the world coming to? ... American journalists, I 
suppose! Hang these Novelties! Giant gooseberries arc good enough for me. 

‘Nonsense!’ said the Vicar, and drank off his coffee at a gulp, eyes 
steadfast on the paper, and smacked his lips incredulously. 

‘Bosh!’ said the Vicar, rejecting the hint altogether. 

But the next day there was more of it, and the light came. 

Not all at once, however. When he went for his constitutional that day he 
was still chuckling at the absurd story his paper would have had him 
believe. Wasps indeed—killing a dog! Incidentally as he passed by the site 
of that first crop of puff-balls he remarked that the grass was growing very 
rank there, but he did not connect that in any way with the matter of his 
amusement. ‘We should certainly have heard something of it,’ he said; 
‘Whitstablc can’t be twenty miles from here.’ 

Beyond he found another puff-ball, one of the second crop, rising like a 
roc’s egg out of the abnormally coarsened turf. 

The thing came upon him in a flash. 

He did not take his usual round that morning. Instead he turned aside by 
the second stile and came round to the Caddies’ cottage. ‘Where’s that 
baby?’ he demanded, and at the sight of it, ‘Goodness me!’ 

He went up the village blessing his heart and met the doctor full tilt 
coming down. He grasped his arm. ‘What does this mean?' he said. ‘Have 
you seen the paper these last few days?’ 

The doctor said he had. 

‘Well, what’s the matter with that child? What’s the matter with 
everything, wasps, puff-balls, babies, eh? What’s making them grow so big? 
This is most unexpected. In Kent too! If it was America now-’ 

‘It’s a little difficult to say just what it is,’ said the doctor. ‘So far as I can 
grasp the symptoms-’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘It’s Hypertrophy—General Hypertrophy.’ 

‘Hypertrophy?’ 
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‘Yes. C}eneral—affecting all the bodily structures—all the organism. I 
may say that in my own mind., between ourselves. I’m very nearly 
convinced it’s that. . .. Hut one has to be careful.’ 

‘Ah, said the Vicar, a good deal relieved to find the doctor equal to the 
situation. ‘But how is it it’s breaking out in this fashion, all twer the place?’ 

‘'I'hat again,’ said the doctor, ‘is difficult to say.’ 

‘Urshot. Here. It’s a pretty clear ease of spreading.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the doctor. ‘Yes. I think so. It has a strong resemblance at any 
rate to some sort of epidemic. Probably Hpidemic 1 lypertrophy will meet 
I he case.’ 

Mipidemic!’ said the Vicar. ‘You don't mean it’s contagious?' 

'rhe doctor smiled gently and rubbed one hand against the other. ‘'I'hat 1 
couldn’t say,’ he said. 

‘Hut—!’ cried the Vicar, round-eyed. ‘If it's catc/iinj^ —it—allccts //.v!' 

He made a stride up the road and turned about. 

‘I’ve just been there,’ he cried. ‘Hadn't I better—? I'll go home at once 
and have a bath and fumigate my clothes.' 

'The doctor regarded his retreating back for a moment and then turned 
about and went towards his own house. . . . 

Hut on the way he reflected that one case had been in the village a month 
without anyone catching the disease, and after a pause of hesitation decided 
to be as brave as a dtKtor should be and take the risks like a man. 

And indeed he was well advised by his second thoughts. Growth was the 
last thing that could ever happen to him again. He could have eaten—and 
the Vicar could have eaten—Herakleophorbia by the truckful, lu^r growth 
had done with them. Growth had done with these two gentlemen for 
evermore. 



It was a day or so after this conversation, a day or so that is alter the burning 
of the Hxperimental barm, that Winkles came to Redwood and showed him 
an insulting letter. It was an anonymous letter, and an authi^r should respect 
his character's secrets. ‘You are only taking credit lor a natural 
phenomenon,' said the letter, ‘and trying to advertise yoursell by your letter 
to 77 /c 'rimes. You and your Hoomfood! Let me tell you, this absurdly 
named food of yours has only the most accidental connection with those big 
wasps and rats. 'The plain fact is there is ar epidemic of Hypertrophy— 
C-ontagious Hypertrophy—which you have about as much claim ti) control 
as you have to control the solar system. 'I'he thing is as old as the hills. I here 
was Hypertrophy in the family of Anak. Quite outside your range, at 
Cheasing l{yebright, at the present lime there is a baby-' 

‘Shaky up and down writing. Old gentleman apparently,’ said Redwood. 
‘Hut it’s odd a baby-’ 

He read a few lines further and had an inspiration. 

‘Hy Jove!’ said he. ‘'I'hat’s my missing Mrs Skinner!’ 
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He descended upon her suddenly in the afternoon of the following day. 

She was engaged in pulling onions in the little garden before her 
daughter’s cottage when she saw him coming through the garden gate. She 
stood for a moment ‘consternated,’ as the country folks say, and then folded 
her arms, and w^th the little bunch of onions held defensively under her left 
elbow, awaited his approach. Her mouth opened and shut several times; she 
mumbled her remaining tooth, and once quite suddenly she curtsied, like 
the blink of an arc-light. 

‘I thought I should find you,’ said Redwood. 

‘I thought you might. Sir,’ she said, without joy. 

‘Where’s Skinner?’ 

‘’E ain’t never written to me. Sir not once, nor come nigh of me since I 
came here, Sir.’ 

‘Don’t you know' w^hat’s become of him?’ 

‘Him not having written, no. Sir,’ and she edged a step towards the left 
with an imperfect idea of cutting offRedw'ood from the barn door. 

‘No one knows what has become of him,’ said Redw ood. 

‘I dessay ’e knows,’ said Mrs Skinner. 

‘He doesn’t tell.’ 

‘He w as always a great one for looking after ’imself and leaving them that 
was near and dear to ’im in trouble, w'as Skinner. 'Though clever as could 
be,’ said Mrs Skinner... . 

‘Where’s this child?' asked RedwHH)d abruptly. 

She begged his pardon. 

‘'This child I hear about, the child you’ve been giving our stuff to—the 
child that w'eighs two stone.’ 

Airs Skinner’s hands worked and she dropped the onions. ‘Reely, Sir,’ 
she protested, ‘I don’t hardly know. Sir, what you mean. My daughter. Sir, 
Mrs Caddies, "as a baby. Sir.’ And she made an agitated curtsey and tried to 
look innocently inquiring by tilting her nose to one side. 

‘You’d better let me see that baby, Mrs Skinner,’ said Redwood. 

Mrs Skinner unmasked an eye at him as she led the w ay tow ards the barn. 
‘Of course. Sir, there may ’ave been a FttU\ in a little can of Nicey I give his 
father to bring over from the farm, or a little perhaps what 1 happened to 
bring about with me, so to speak. Me packing in a hurry and all. . .' 

‘Um!’ said Rcdw'ood, after he had cluckered to the infant for a space. 
‘Oom!’ 

He told Mrs Caddies the baby was a very fine child indeed, a thing that 
was getting well home to her intelligence*—and he ignored her altogether 
after that. Presently she left the barn—through sheer insignificance. 

‘Now you’ve started him, you’ll have to keep on with him, you know ,’ he 
said to Airs Skinner. 

He turned on her abruptly. ‘Don’t splash it about this time,’ he said. 

‘Splash it about. Sir?’ 

‘Oh! you know.' 

She indicated knowledge by convulsive gestures. 

‘You haven’t told these people here? 'The parents, the squire and so on at 
the big house, the doctor, no one?’ 
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Mrs Skinner shook her head. 

'I wouldn’t,’ said Redwood.... 

He went to the door of the barn and surveyed the world about him. 'The 
door of the barn looked between the end of the cottage and some disused 
piggeries through a five-barred gate upon the high road. Beyond was a high 
red brick wall rich with ivy and wallflower and pennywort and set along the 
top with broken glass. Beyond the corner of the wall, a sunlit notice board 
amidst green and yellow branches reared itself above tlic rich tones of the 
lirst fallen leaves and announced that ‘'lYespassers in these Woods will be 
Prosecuted.’ 'Phe dark shadow of a gap in the hedge threw a stretch of 
barbed wire into relief. 

‘Um,’ said Redwood, then in a deeper note, ‘Oom!’ 

'Phere came a clatter of horses and the sound of wheels and Lady 
Wondershoot’s greys came into view. He marked the faces of coachman and 
footman as the equipage approached. 'Phe ci^achman was a very fine 
specimen, full and fruity, and he drove with a sort of sacramental dignity. 
Others might doubt their calling and position in the world, he at any rate 
was sure—he drove her ladyship. "I'he footman sat beside him with folded 
arms and a face i^f inflexible certainties. 'Phen the great lady herself became 
visible, in a hat and mantle disdainfully inelegant, peering through her 
glasses. 'Pwo young ladies pnnruded necks and peered also. 

'Phe Vicar passing on the other side swept off the hat from his David’s 
brow unheeded.... 

Redwood remained standing in the doorway for a long lime after the 
carriage had passed, his hands folded behind him. His eyes went to the 
green-grey upland of down, and into the cloud-curdled sky, and came back 
to the glass-set wall. He turned upon the cool shadows within and amidst 
spots and blurs ifl* colour regarded the giant child amidst that Rembrandt- 
esque gloom, naked except for a swathing of flannel, sealed upon a huge 
truss of straw and playing with its toes. 

‘I begin to see what we have done,' he said. 

He mused, and young CYtddles and his own child and C^ossar's brood 
mingled in his musing. 

He laughed abruptly. ‘Good Lord!’ he said at some passing thought. 

He roused himself presently and addressed Mrs Skinner. ‘Anyhow he 
mustn’t be tortured by a break in his food. 'Phat at least we can prevent. I 
shall send you a can every six months. 'Phat ought to do for him all right.’ 

Mrs Skinner mumbled something about ‘if you think so, Sir, and 
‘probably got packed by mistake. ... 'I'hought no harm in giving him a 
little,’ and so by the aid of various aspen gestures indicated that she 
understood. 

So the child went on growing. 

And growing. 

‘Practically,’ said Lady Wondershoot, ‘he’s eaten up every calf in the 
place. If I have any more of this sort of thing from that man Caddies- 
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But even so secluded a place as ('heasing Iwebright could not rest for long 
in the theory of Hypertrophy—Contagious or not—in view of the growing 
hubbub about the Food. In a little while there were painful explanations for 
Mrs Skinner—explanations that reduced her to speechless mumblings of 
her remaining tooth—explanations that probed her and ransacked her and 
exposed her—until at last she was driven to lake refuge from a universal 
convergence of blame in the dignity of inconsolable widowhood. She turned 
her eye—which she constrained to be watery—upon the angry Lady of the 
Manor, and wiped suds from her hands. 

‘You forget, my lady, what I’m bearing up under.’ 

And she followed up this warning note with a slightly defiant: 

‘It’s ’IM I think of, my lady, night twd day.’ 

She compressed her lips and her viuee tiailened and faltered: ‘Bein' et, my 
lady.’ 

And having established herself on these grounds, she repeated the 
atfirmation her ladyship had refused before. ‘I 'ad no mi>re idea what I was 
giving the child, my lady, than anyone could ’ave.. ..’ 

Her ladyship turned her mind in more hopeful directions, wigging 
Caddies of etnirse tremendously by the way. Hmissaries, full of diplomatic 
threatenings, entered the whirling lives of Bensington and Redwood. 'They 
presented themselves as Parish CCouncillors, stolid and clinging phono- 
graphieally to prearranged statements. ‘We hold you responsible, Mr 
Bensington, for the injury inllieted upon our parish. Sir. We hold you 
responsible.’ 

A firm of solicitors, with a snake of a style—Banghurst, Brown, Mapp, 
Codlin, Brown, Tedder, and Snoxlon, they called themselves, and 
appeared invariably in the form of a small rufous cunning-looking 
gentleman with a pointed nose—said vague things about damages, and there 
was a polished personage, her ladyship’s agent, who came in suddenly upon 
Redwood one day and asked, ‘Well, Sir, and what do you propose to do?’ 

To which Redwood answered that he proposed to discontinue supplying 
the food for the child, if he or Bensington were bothered any further about 
the matter. ‘I give it for nothing as it is,’ he said, ‘and the child will yell your 
village to ruins before it dies if you don’t let it have the stufl'. 'I’he child’s on 
your hands and you have to keep it. Lady Wondershoot can’t always be 
Lady Bountiful and Karthly Providence of her parish without sometimes 
meeting a responsibility, you know.’ 

‘The mischief s done,’ Lady Wondershoot decided when they told her— 
with expurgations—what Redwood had said. 

‘The mischief s done,’ echoed the Vicar. 

Though indeed as a matter of fact the mischief was only beginning. 
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'I'he giant child was ugly—the Vicar would insist. ‘He always had been 
ugly—as all excessive things must be.’ 'I'hc Vicar’s views had carried him 
out of sight of just judgment in this matter, 'i'he child was much subjected 
to snapshots even in that rustic retirement, and their net testimony is 
against the Vicar, testifying that the young monster was at first almost 
pretty, with a copitius curl of hair reaching to his brow and great readiness 
to smile. Usually Caddies, who was slightly built, stands smiling behind the 
baby, perspective emphasising his relative smallness. 

After the second year the good looks of the child became more subtle and 
more contestable. He began to grow, as his unfortunate grandfather would 
no doubt have put it, ‘rank.’ He lost colour and developed an increasing 
ell'ect of being somehow, albeit colossal, yet slight. He was vastly delicate. 
His eyes and something about his face grew liner, grew, as people say, 
‘interesting.’ Ilis hair, after one cutting, began to tangle into a mat. ‘It’s the 
degenerate strain coming out in him,’ said the parish doctor, marking these 
things, but just how far he was right in that, and just how far the youngster’s 
lapse from ideal healthfulness was the result of living entirely in a white¬ 
washed barn upon Lady Wondershoot’s sense of charity tempered by 
justice, is open to question. 

The photographs of him that present him from three to six show' him 
developing into a round-eyed, flaxen-haired youngster with a truncated 
nose and a friendly stare. There lurks about his lips that never very remote 
promise of a smile that all the photographs of the early giant children 
display. In summer he wears loose garments of ticking tacked together with 
string; there is usually one of those straw baskets upon his head that 
workmen use for their tools, and he is barefooted. In one picture he grins 
broadly and holds a bitten melon in his hand. 

The winter pictures are less numerous and satisfactory. He wears huge 
sabots, no doubt of beechwood, and (as fragments of the inscription ‘John 
Stickells, Iping’ show') sacks for socks, and his trousers and jacket are 
unmistakably cut from the remains of a gaily patterned carpet. Underneath 
that there were rude swathings of flannel; five or six yards of flannel arc tied 
comforter fashion about his neck. The thing on his head is probably another 
sack. He stares, sometimes smiling, sometimes a little ruefully, at the 
camera. Even when he was only five years old, one sees that half w'himsical 
wrinkling over his soft brown eyes that characterised his face. 

He was from the first, the Vicar always declared, a terrible nuisance about 
the village. He seems to have had a proportionate impulse to play, much 
curiosity and sociability, and in addition there w'as a certain craving within 
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him—I grieve to say—for more to eat. In spite of what Mrs Greenfield 
called an "exeessively generous’ allowance of food from Lady Wondershoot, 
he displayed what the doctor perceived at once was the ‘Criminal Appetite.’ 
It carries out only too completely Lady Wondershoot’s worst experiences of 
the lower classes, that in spite of an allowance of nourishment inordinately 
beyond what is known to be the maximum necessity even of an adult human 
being, the creature was found to steal. And what he stole he ate with an 
inelegant voracity. His great hand would come over garden walls; he would 
covet the very bread in the baker’s carts, ('heeses went from Marlow’s store 
loft, and never a pig trough was safe from him. Some farmer walking over 
his field of swedes would find the great spoor of his feet and the evidence of 
his nibbling hunger, a root picked here, a root picked there, and the holes, 
with childish cunning, heavily erased. lie ate a swede as one devours a 
radish. He would stand and eat apples from a tree, if no one was about, as 
normal children eat blackberries from a bush. In one way at any rate this 
shortness of provisions was good for the peace of CMieasing Lyebright—for 
many years he ate up every grain very nearly i>f the b'ood of the Ciods that 
was given him. . . . 

Indisputably the child was troublesome and out of place. ‘He was always 
about,’ the Vicar used to say. He could not go to school; he could not go to 
church by virtue of the obvious limitations of its cubical content. There was 
some attempt to satisfy the spirit of that ‘most foolish and destructive law’— 
I quote the Vicar—the Hlementary liducation Act of 1S70, by getting him to 
sit outside the open window while instruction was going on within. Hut his 
presence there destroyed the discipline of the other children. 'They were 
always popping up and peering at him, and every time he spoke they 
laughed tc^gether. His voice was so odd! So they let him stay away. 

Nor did they persist in pressing him to come to church, for his vast 
proportions were of little help to devotion. Yet there they might have had an 
easier task; there are good reasons for guessing there were the germs i^f 
religious feeling somewhere in that big carcass. 'I'he music perhaps drew 
him. He was often in the churchyard on a Sunday morning, picking his way 
softly among the graves after the congregation had gone in, and he would sit 
the whole service out beside the porch, listening as one listens outside a hive 
of bees. 

At first he showed a certain want of tact; the people inside would hear his 
great feet crunch restlessly round their place of worship, or become aware of 
his dim face peering in through the stained glass, half curious, half envious, 
and at times some simple hymn would catch him unawares and he would 
howl lugubriously in a gigantic attempt at unison. Whereupon little 
Sloppet, who was organ-blower and verger and beadle and sexton and bell¬ 
ringer on Sundays, besides being postman and chimney-sweep all the week, 
w'ould go out very briskly and valiantly and send him mournfully away. 
Sloppet, I am glad to say, felt it—in his more thoughtful moments at any 
rate. It was like sending a dog home when you start out for a walk, he told 
me. 

But the intellectual and moral training of young Caddies, though 
fragmentary, was explicit. From the first. Vicar, mother and all the world. 
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combined to make it clear to him that his giant strength was not tor use. It 
was a misfortune that he had to make the best of. He had to mind what was 
told him, do what was set him, be careful never to break anything nor hurt 
anything. Particularly he must not go treading on things or jostling against 
things or jumping about. He had to salute the gentlefolks respectfully and 
be grateful for the food and clothing they spared him out of their riches. 
And he learnt all these things submissively, being by nature and habit a 
teachable creature and only by food and accident gigantic. 

hor I .ady Wondershoot, in these early days, he displayed the profoundest 
awe. She lound she could talk to him best when she was in short skirts and 
had her dog-whip, and she gesticulated with that and was always a little 
contemptuous and shrill. Hut simetimes the Vicar played master, a minute, 
middle-aged, rather breathless David pelting a childish C}oliath with 
reproof and reproach and dictatorial command. 'Vhe monster was now so 
big that it seems it was impossible for anyone to remember he was after all 
only a child of seven, with all a child’s desire for notice and amusement and 
fresh experience, with all a child’s craving for response, attention and 
alfection, and all a child’s capacity for dependence and unrestricted dullness 
and misery. 

'The Vicar, walking down the village road some sunlit morning, would 
encounter an ungainly eighteen feet of the Inexplicable, as fantastic and 
unpleasant to him as some new form of Dissent, as it padded fitfully along 
with craning neck, seeking, always seeking the two primary needs of 
childhood, something to eat and something with which to play. 

'There would come a look of furtive respect into the creature’s eyes and an 
attempt to touch the matted forelock. 

In a limited way the Vicar had an imagination—at any rate, the remains of 
one—and with young Caddies it to<ik the line of developing the huge 
possibilities of personal injury such vast muscles must possess. Suppose a 
sudden madness—! Suppose a mere lapse into disrespect—! However, the 
truly brave man is not the man who does not feel fear but the man who 
overcomes it. livery time and always the Vicar got his imagination under. 
And he iiseel always to address young (Saddles stoutly in a good clear service 
tenor. 

‘Heing a good boy, Albert lid ward?’ 

And the young giant, edging closer to the wall and blushing deeply, 
would answer, ‘Yessir—trying.’ 

‘Mind you do,’ said the Vicar and would go past him with at most a slight 
acceleration of his breathing. And out ol respect lor his manhiH^d he made it 
a rule, whatever he might fancy, never to look back at the danger, when once 
it was passed. 

In a fitful manner the Vicar would give young Caddies private tuition. He 
never taught the monster to read—it was not needed—but he taught him the 
more important points of the C'atechism, his duty to his neighbour lor 
example, and of that Deity who would punish Caddies with extreme 
vindictiveness if ever he ventured to disobey the Vicar and Lady 
Wondershoot. 'The lessons would go on in the Vicar’s yard, and passers-by 
would hear that great cranky childish voice droning out the essential 
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teachings of the l{stablishcd Church. 

‘To onner 'n 'bey the King and allooer put ’nthority under ’im. 'I'o s’bmit 
mesclf t’all my gov’ncrs, teachers, spir'shall pastors an’ masters. I'o order 
myself lowly ’n rev’rcntly t’all my betters-’ 

Presently it became evident that the effect of the growing giant on 
unaccustomed hi)rses was like that of a camel, and he was told to keep off the 
high road, not only near the shrubbery (where the oafish smile over the wall 
had exasperated her ladyship extremely), but altogether, 'fhat law he never 
completely obeyed, because of the vast interest the high road had for him. 
Hut it turned what had been his constant resort into a stolen pleasure. He 
was limited at last almost entirely to old pasture and the Downs. 

I do not know what he would have done if it had not been for the Downs. 
'I'here there were spaces where he might wander for miles, and over these 
spaces he wandered. He would pick branches from trees and make insane 
vast nosegays there until he was forbidden, take up sheep and put them in 
neat rows from which they immediately wandered (at this he invariably 
laughed very heartily) until he w^as forbidden, dig away the turf, great 
wanton holes, until he was forbidden.... 

1 le would wander over the Downs as far as the hill above Wreckstone, but 
not further, because there he came upon cultivated land, and the people by 
reason of his depredations upon their root crops, and inspired moreover by 
a sort of hostile timidity his big unkempt appearance frequently evoked, 
always came out against him with yapping dogs to drive him away. 'Phey 
would threaten him and lash at him with cart whips. I have heard that they 
would sometimes tire at him with shotguns. And in the other direction he 
ranged within sight of Hickleybrow. I^orn above "I'hursley Hanger he could 
get a glimpse of the London, Chatham, and Dover railway, but ploughed 
fields and a suspicious hamlet prevented his nearer access. 

And after a lime there came boards, great boards with red letters that 
debarred him every direction. He could not read what the letters said: ‘Out 
of Bounds,’ but in a little while he understood. He was often to be seen in 
those days, by the railway passengers, sitting, chin on knees, perched up on 
the Down hard by the 'I’hursley chalk pits, where afterwards he was set 
working. 'I'he train seemed to inspire a dim emotion of friendliness in him, 
and sometimes he would wave an enormous hand at it, and sometimes give 
it a rustic incoherent hail. 

‘Big,’ the peering passenger would say. ‘One of these Boom children. 
They say, Sir, quite unable to do anything for itself—little better than an 
idiot in fact, and a great burden on the locality.’ 

‘Parents quite poor, I’m told.’ 

‘Lives on the charity of the local gentry.’ 

Everyone would stare intelligently at that distant squatting monstrous 
figure for a space. 

‘Good thing that was put a stop to,’ some spacious thinking mind would 
suggest. ‘Nice to ’avc a few thousand of them on the rates, eh?’ 

And usually there was someone wise enough to tell this philosopher: 
‘You’re about Right there. Sir,’ in hearty tones. 
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I Ic had his bad days. 

'rhcre was, for example, that trouble with the river. 

He made little boats out »)f whole newspapers, an art he learnt by 
watching the Spender boy, and he set them sailing down the stream, great 
paper cocked hats. When they vanished under the bridge which marks the 
boundary of the strictly private grounds about liyebright House, he would 
give a great shout and run round and across Tormat’s new Held—I .ord! how 
'rormat's pigs did scamper to he sure, and turn their good fat into lean 
muscle!—and so to meet his boats by the ford. Right across the nearer lawns 
these paper boats of his used to go, right in front of liyebright 1 louse, right 
under l.ady Wondershoot’s eyes! Disorganising folded newspapers! A 
pretty thing! 

Gathering enterprise from impunity he began babyish hydraulic 
engineering. He delved a huge port for his paper fleets with an old shed do(^r 
that served him as a spade, and, no one chancing to observe his operatums 
just then, he devised an ingenious canal that incidentally Hooded Lady 
Wondershoot's ice-house, and finally he dammed the river. He dammed it 
right across with a few vigorous doorfuls of earth—he must have worked 
like an avalanche'—and down came a most amazing spate through the 
shrubbery and washed away Miss Spinks and her easel and the most 
promising water-colour sketch she had ever begun, or, at any rate, it washed 
away her easel and left her wet to the knees and dismally tucked up in flight 
to the house, and thence the waters rushed through the kitchen garden and 
so by the green door into the lane and dtiwn into the river bed again by 
Short’s ditch. 

Meanwhile, the Vicar, interrupted in conversation with the blacksmith, 
was amazed to sec distressful stranded fish leaping out of a few residual 
pools, and heaped green weed in the bed of the stream where ten minutes 
before there had been eight feet and more of clear cool water. 

After that, horrified at his own consequences, young (Saddles fled his 
home for two days and nights. He returned only at the insistent call of 
hunger, to bear with stoical calm an amount of violent scolding that was 
more in proportion to his size than anything else that had ever before fallen 
to his lot in the Happy Village. 
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Immediately alter that alfair Lady WondershoDi, easting about t\>r 
exemplary additions to the abuse and fastings she had inllieted, issued a 
Ukase. She issued it lirst to her butler and very suddenly, so that she made 
him jump. He was elearing away the breakfast things and she was staring 
out of the tall window on the terraee where the fawns would eome to be fed. 
'Jobbet,' she said, in her most imperial voiee, "Jobbel, this 'Thing must work 
for its living.' 

And she made it quite elear not only to Jobbet (whieh was easy), but to 
everyone else in the village, including young C'addles, that in this matter, as 
in all things, she meant what she said. 

"Keep him employed,' said Lady Wondershoot. ‘'That's the tip for 
Master (Saddles.' 

‘It's the 'I'ip, I fancy, for all Humanity,' said the Vicar. ‘'I'he simple 
duties, the modest round, seed-time and harvest-' 

‘hxacily,' said Lady Wondershoot. ‘What I always say. Satan linds siMTte 
mischief still for idle hands to do. At any rate among the labouring classes. 
We bring up our under-housemaids on that principle, always. What shall 
we set him to do?' 

'I’his was a little difficult. 'They thought of many things, and meanwhile 
they broke him into labour a bit by using him instead of a horse messenger 
to carry telegrams and notes when extra speed was needed, and he also 
carried luggage and packing-cases and things of that sort very conveniently 
in a big net they found for him. 1 le seemed to like empk)yment, regarding it 
as a sort of game, and Kinkle, Lady Wondershoot’s agent, seeing him shift a 
rockery for her one day, was struck by the brilliant idea of putting him into 
her chalk quarry at 'Thursley Hanger hard by Hickleybrow. This idea was 
carried out, and it seemed they had settled his problem. 

He worked in the chalk pit, at first with the zest of a playing child, and 
afterwards with an effect of habit, delving, loading, doing all the haulage of 
the trucks, running the full ones down the lines towards the siding, and 
hauling the empty ones up by the wire of a great w’indlass; working the 
entire quarry at last single-handed. 

I am told that Kinkle made a very good thing indeed out of him for Lady 
Wondershoot, consuming as he did scarcely anything but his food, though 
that never restrained her denunciation of ‘the Creature’ as a gigantic 
parasite upon her charity.... 

At that time he used to wear a sort of smock of sacking, trousers of 
patched leather, and iron-shod sabots. Over his head was sometimes a queer 
thing, a worn-out beehive straw chair it was, but usually he went 
bareheaded. He would be moving about the pit with a powerful 
deliberation, and the Vicar on his constitutional round w'ould get there 
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about midday to find him shamefully eating his vast need of food with his 
back to all the world. 

His food was brought to him every day, a mess of grain in the husk, in a 
truck, a small railway truck, like one of the trucks he was perpetually filling 
with chalk, and this load he used to char in an old lime kiln and then devour. 
Sometimes he would mix with it a bag of sugar. Sometimes he would sit 
licking a lump of such salt as is given to cows, or eating a huge lump of dates, 
stones and all, such as one sees in London on barrows. l^)r drink he walked 
to the rivulet beyond the burnt-out site of the b-xperimental barm at 
Hickleybrow and put down his face to the stream. It was from his drinking 
in that way after eating that the hood of the (}iHis did at last get loose, 
spreading first of all in huge weeds from the river-side, then in big frogs, 
bigger trout and stranding carp, and at last in a fantastic exuberance of 
vegetation all over the little valley. 

And after a year or so the queer monstrous grub things in the field before 
the blacksmith’s grew so big and developed into such frightful skipjacks and 
cockchafers—motor cockchafers the boys called them—that they drove 
Ladv Wondershoot abn^ad. 
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Hut soon the b’ood was to enter upon a new phase of its work in him. In spite 
of the simple instructions of the VMcar, instructions intended to round off 
the modest natural life befitting a giant peasant, in the most complete and 
final manner, he began to ask questions, to inquire into things, to think. As 
he grew from boylunid to adolescence it became increasingly evident that 
his mind had processes of its own—out of the Vicar's control. 'The Vicar did 
his best to ignore this distressing phenomenon, but still—he could feel it 
there. 

'I'he young giant’s material for thought lay about him. Quite in¬ 
voluntarily, with his spacious views, his constant overlooking of things, he 
must have seen a good deal of human life, and as it grew^ clearer to him that 
he too, save for this clumsy greatness of his, was also human, he must have 
come to realise more and more just how^ much was shut against him by his 
melancholy distinction. The social hum of the school, the mystery of 
religion that was partaken in such finery, and which exhaled so sweet a 
strain of melody, the jovial chorusing from the Inn, the warmly glowing 
rooms, candle-lit and fire-lit, into which he peered out of the darkness, or 
again the shouting excitement, the vigour of flannelled exercise upon some 
imperfectly understood issue that centred about the cricket-field, all these 
things must have cried aloud to his companionable heart. It would seem 
that as his adolescence crept upon him, he began to take a very considerable 
interest in the proceedings of lovers, in those preferences and pairings, 
those close intimacies that are so cardinal in life. 

One Sunday, just about that hour when the stars and the bats and the 
passions of rural life come out, there chanced to be a young couple ‘kissing 



486 The Food of the Gods 

each other a bit’ in Love Lane, the deep hedged lane that runs out back 
towards the Upper Lodge. They were giving their little emotions play, as 
secure in the warm still twilight as any lovers could be. 'fhe only 
conceivable interruption they thought possible must come pacing visibly up 
the lane; the twelve-foot hedge towards the silent Downs seemed to them an 
absolute guarantee. 

Then suddenly—incredibly—they were lifted and drawn apart. 

They discovered themselves held up, each with a finger and thumb under 
the armpits, and with the perplexed brown eyes of young Caddies scanning 
their warm flushed faces. They were naturally dumb with the emotions of 
their situation. 

"Why do you like doing that?’ asked young Caddies. 

I gather the embarrassment continued until the swain, remembering his 
manhood, vehemently, with loud shouts, threats, and virile blasphemies, 
such as became the occasion, bade young Caddies under penalties put them 
down. Whereupon young Caddies, remembering his manners, did put them 
down politely and very carefully, and conveniently near for a resumption of 
their embraces, and having hesitated above them for a while, vanished again 
into the twilight.. .. 

‘Hut I felt precious silly,’ the swain confided to me. ‘We couldn’t 'ardly 
look at one another. Hein’ caught like that. 

‘Kissing we was —you know. 

‘And the cur’ous thing is, she blamed it all on to me,’ said the swain. 

‘Flew out something outrageous, and wouldn’t ’ardly speak to me all the 
way ’ome.. ..’ 

'rhe giant was embarking upon investigations, there could be no doubt. 
His mind, it became manifest, was throwing up questions. He put them to 
few people as yet, but they troubled him. His mother, one gathers, 
si)metimes came in for cross-examination. 

He used to come into the yard behind his mother’s cottage, and, after a 
careful inspection of the ground for hens and chicks, he would sit down 
slowly with his back against the barn. In a minute the chicks, who liked him, 
would be pecking all over him at the mossy chalk mud in the scams of his 
clothing, and if it was blowing up for wet, Mrs Caddies’ kitten, who never 
lost her confidence in him, would assume a sinuous form and start 
scampering into the cottage, up to the kitchen fender, round, out, up his leg, 
up his body, right up to his shoulder, meditative moment, and then scat! 
back again, and so on. Sometimes she would stick her claws in his face out of 
sheer gaiety of heart, but he never dared to touch her because of the 
uncertain weight of his hand upon a creature so frail. Besides, he rather 
liked to be tickled. And after a time he would put some clumsy questions to 
his mother. 

‘Mother,’ he would say, ‘if it’s good to work, why doesn’t everyone 
work?’ 

His mother would look up at him and answer, ‘It’s good for the likes of 
us.’ 

He would meditate, ^Why?^ 

And going unanswered, ‘What’s work /or, mother? Why do I cut chalk 
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and you wash clothes, day after day, while Lady Wondershooi goes about in 
her carriage, mother, and travels off to those beautiful foreign countries you 
and I mustn't see, mother?' 

‘She's a lady,' said Mrs Caddies. 

‘Oh,' said young C^addles, and meditated profoundly. 

‘If there wasn’t gentlefolks to make work for us to do,’ said Mrs Caddies, 
‘how should we poor people get a living?’ 

I'his had to be digested. 

‘Mother,’ he tried again; ‘if there wasn’t any gentlefolks, wouldn’t things 
belong to people like me and you, and if they did-' 

‘Lord sakes and drat the Boy!’ Mrs Caddies would say—she had with the 
help of a good memory become quite a florid and vigorous individuality 
since Mrs Skinner died. ‘Since your poor dear grandma was took, there’s no 
abiding you. Don’t you arst no questions and you won't be told no lies. If 
once I was to start out answerin’ you serious y’r father'd 'ave to go and arst 
someone else for 'is supper—let alone finishin’ the washin'.’ 

‘All right, mother,' he would say, after a wondering stare at her. ‘1 didn't 
mean to worry.’ 

And he would go on thinking. 
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He was thinking too four years after, when the Vicar, now no longer ripe but 
over-ripe, saw him for the last time of all. You figure the old gentleman 
visibly a little older now, slacker in his girth, a little coarsened and a little 
weakened in his thought and speech, with a quivering shakiness in his hand 
and a quivering shakiness in his convictions, but his eye still bright and 
merry for all the trouble the h'ood had caused his village and himself. He 
had been frightened at times and disturbed, but was he not alive still and the 
same still?—and fifteen long years, a fair sample of eternity—had turned the 
trouble into use and wont. 

‘It was a disturbanee, I admit,' he would say, ‘and things are dilferenl. 
Different in manv ways. 'There was a lime when a boy could weed, but now a 
man must go out with axe and crowbar—in some places down by the 
thickets at least. And it’s a little strange still to us old-fashioned people for 
all this valley, even what used to be the river bed before they irrigated, to be 
under wheat—as it is this year—twenty-five feet high. They used the old - 
fashioned scythe here twenty years ago, and they would bring home the 
harvest on a wain—rejoicing in a simple honest fashiem. A little simple 
drunkenness, a little innocent dalliance perhaps, to conclude. . . . Poor dear 
Lady Wondershoot—she didn’t like these innovations. Very conservative, 
poor dear lady! A touch of the eighteenth ceniurv about her, I always said. 
Her language for example. ... Bluff vigour... . 

‘She died comparatively poor. These big weeds got into her garden. She 
was not one of these gardening women, but she liked her garden in order— 
things growing where they were planted and as they were planted—under 
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control.... The way things grew was unexpected—upset her ideas. .. . She 
didn’t like the perpetual invasion of this young monster—at least she began 
to fancy he was always gaping at her over the wall. .. . She didn’t like his 
being nearly as high as her house. ... Jarred with her sense of proportion. 
Poor dear lady! 1 had hoped she would last my time. It was the big 
cockchafers we had for a year or so that decided her. 'They came from the 
giant larvae—nasty things as big as rats—in the valley turf. ... 

‘And the ants no doubt weighed with her also. 

‘Since everything was upset and there was no peace and quietness 
anywhere now, she said she thought she might just as well be at Monte 
Carlo as anyw^hcre else. And she went. 

‘She played pretty boldly. I’m told. Died in an hotel there. Very sad end. 

. . . lixile.... Not—not what one considers meet.... A natural leader of our 
English people. . . . Uprooted. So! . .. 

‘Yet after all,’ harped the Vicar, ‘it comes to very little. A nuisance of 
course. (Children cannot run about so freely as they used to do, what with 
ant bites and so forth. Perhaps it’s as well. .. . 'fherc used to be talk—as 
though this stuff w’ould revolutionise everything.. .. Hut there is something 
that defies all these forces of the New. ... I don’t know of course. I’m not 
one of your modern philosophers—explain everything with ether and 
atoms. Evolution. Rubbish like that. What I mean is something the ’Ologies 
don’t include. Matter of reason—not understanding. Ripe wisdom. Human 
nature. Acre perenmits, .. . (^all it w'hat you w ill.’ 

And so at last it came to the last time. 

'fhe Vicar had no intimation of w'hat lay so close upon him. He did his 
customary walk, over by Farthing Down, as he had done it for more than a 
score of years, and so to the place w-hcncc he would watch young (^addles. 
He did the rise over by the chalk pit crest a little puftily—he had long since 
lost the Muscular Christian stride of early days—but Caddies was not at his 
work, and then, as he skirted the thicket of giant bracken that was beginning 
to obscure and overshadow the Hanger, he came upon the monster’s huge 
form seated on the hill—brooding as it were upon the world. (Saddles’ knees 
w'cre drawn up, his cheek w'as on his hand, his head a little aslant. He sat 
with his shoulder tow’ards the Vicar, so that those perplexed eyes could not 
be seen. He must have been thinking very intently, at any rate he was sitting 
very still.. .. 

He never turned round. He never knew that the Vicar, w ho had played so 
large a part in shaping his life, looked then at him for the very last of 
innumerable times—did not know even that he was there. (So it is so many 
partings happen.) The Vicar was struck at the time by the fact that, after all, 
no one on earth had the slightest idea of what this great monster thought 
about when he saw lit to rest from his labours. Hut he was loo indolent to 
follow up that new theme that day; he fell back from its suggestion into his 
older grooves of thought. 

'Acre percmiiusf he whispered, walking slowly homeward by a path that 
no longer ran straight athwart the turf after its former fashion, but wound 
circuitously to avoid new sprung tussocks of giant grass. ‘No! nothing is 
changed. Dimensions arc nothing. "I’hc simple round, the common task-’ 
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And that night, quite painlessly, and all unknowing, he himself went the 
common way—out of ihis Mystery of Change he had spent his life in 
denying. 

'rhey buried him in the churchyard of Cheasing liyebright, near to the 
largest yew, and the modest tombstone bearing his epitaph—it ended with: 
Ut hi Principio, nunc est et semper —was almost immediately hidden from the 
eye of man by a spread of giant grey lassellcd grass too stout for scythe or 
sheep, that came sweeping like a fog over the village out of the germinating 
moisture of the valley meadows in which the h'ood of the (iods had been 
working. 




BOOK THREE 


THE HARVEST OF THE FOOD 





THE ALTERED WORLD 

I 

Change played in its new fashion with the world for twenty years. To most 
men the new things eame little by little and day by day, remarkably enough, 
but not so abruptly as to overwhelm. But tt> one man at least the full 
aeeumulation of those two decades of the b'ood’s work was to be revealed 
suddenly and amazingly in one day. b’or our purpose it is convenient to take 
him for that one day and to tell something (if the things he saw. 

'I’his man was a convict, a prisoner for life—his crime is no concern of 
ours—whom the law saw lit to pardon after twent\' years. One summer 
morning this poor wreteh, who had left the world a young man of three and 
twenty, found himself thrust out again from the grey simplicity of toil and 
discipline that had become his life, into a dazzling freedom. I’hey had put 
unaccustomed clothes upon him; his hair had been growing for some weeks, 
and he had parted it now for some days, and there he stood, in a sort of 
shabby and clumsy newness of body and mind, blinking with his eyes and 
blinking indeed with his soul, ouisUc again, trying to realise one incredible 
thing, that after all he was again for a little while in the world of life, and for 
all other incredible things, totally unprepared. He was so fortunate as to 
have a brother who cared enough for their distant common memories to 
come and meet him and clasp his hand, a brother he had left a little lad and 
who was now a bearded prosperous man—whose very eyes were unfamiliar. 
And together he and this stranger fri>m his kindred came down into the 
town of Dover saying little to one another and feeling many things. 

They sat for a space in a public-house, the one answering the questions of 
the other about this person and that, reviving queer old points of view, 
brushing aside endless new aspects and new perspectives, and then it was 
time to go to the station and take the London train. 'I’heir names and the 
personal things they had to talk of do not matter to our story, but only 
the changes and all the strangeness that this ptnir re'.urning soul found in the 
once familiar world. 

In Dover itself he remarked little except the goodness of beer from 
pewter—never before had there been such a draught of beer, and it brought 
tears of gratitude to his eyes. ‘Beer’s as good as ever,’ said he, believing it 
infinitely better.... 

It was only as the train rattled them past b’olkestone that he could look out 
beyond his more immediate emotions, to sec what had happened to the 
world. He peered out of the window. ‘It’s sunny,’ he said tor the twelfth 
time. ‘I couldn’t a’ had better weather.’ And then for the first time it dawned 
upon him that there were novel disproportions in the world. ‘Lord sakes,’ 
he cried, sitting up and looking animated for the first time, ‘but them’s 
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mortal great thisscis growing out there on the bank by that broom. If so be 
they he thisscis? Or’ave I been forgetting?’ 

But they were thistles, and what he took for tall bushes i>f broom was the 
new grass, and amidst these things a company of British soldiers—red- 
coated as ever—was skirmishing in accordance with the directions i>f the 
drill book that had been partially revised after the Boer War. Then whack! 
into a tunnel and, then into Sandling Junction, which was now embedded 
and dark—its lamps were all alight—in a great thicket of rhododendron that 
had crept out of some adjacent gardens and grown enormously up the 
valley. 'Inhere was a train of trucks on the Sandgale siding piled high with 
rhododendron logs, and here it was the returning citizen heard first of 
Boom food. 

As they sped out again into a country that seemed absolutely unchanged, 
the two brothers were hard at their explanations. The one was full of eager, 
dull questions, the other had never thought, had never troubled to see the 
things as a single fact, and he was allusive and difiicult to follow. ‘It’s this 
here Boomfood stuff,’ he said, touching his bottom rock of knowledge. 
‘Don’t you know? ’Aven’t they told you, any of ’em? Boomfoi^d! You 
know—Boomfood. What all the election’s about. Scientific sort of stuff. 
’Asn’t no one ever told you?’ 

I le thought prison had made his brother a fearful duffer not to know that. 

'fhey made wide shots at each other by way of question and answer. 
Between these scraps of talk were intervals of window gazing. At first the 
man’s interest in things was vague and general. His imagination had been 
busy with what old so and so would say, how so and so would look, how he 
would say to all and sundry certain things that would present his ‘putting 
away’ in a mitigated light, rhis Boomfood came in at first as it were a thing 
in an odd paragraph of the newspaper, then as a source of intellectual 
difficulty with his brother. But it came to him presently that Boomfood was 
persistently coming in upon any topic he began. 

In those days the world was a patchwork of transition, so that this great 
new fact came to him in a series of shocks of contrast. I'he process ofehange 
had not been uniform; it had spread from one centre of distribution here 
and another centre there. 'The cemntry was in patches: great areas where the 
Food was still to come, and areas where it was already in the soil and in the 
air, sporadic and contagious. It was a bold new motif creeping in among 
ancient and venerable airs. 

The contrast was very vivid indeed along the line from Dover to London 
at that time. For a space they traversed just such a countryside as he had 
known since his childhood, the small oblongs of field, hedge-lined, of a size 
for pigmy horses to plough, the little roads three cart-widths wide, the elms 
and oaks and poplars dotting these fields about, little thickets of willow 
beside the streams, ricks of hay no higher than a giant’s knees, dolls’ 
eottages with diamond panes, brickfields and straggling village streets, the 
larger houses of the petty great, flower-grown railway banks, garden-set 
stations, and all the little things of the vanished nineteenth century still 
holding out against Immensity. Here and there would be a patch of wind- 
sown, wind-tattered giant thistle defying the axe; here and there a ten-foot 
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puff-ball or the ashen stems of some burnt-out patch of monster grass; but 
that was all there was to hint at the coming of the hood. 

hor a couple of score of miles there was nothing else to foreshadow in any 
way the strange bigness t)f the wheat and of the weeds that were hidden from 
him not a dozen miles from his route just over the hills in the Cheasing 
Hycbright valley. And then presently, the traces of the hood would begin, 
^rhe first striking thing was the great new viaduct at 'lonbridge, where the 
swamp of the choked Medway (due to a giant variety of Chara) began in 
those days, 'hhen again the little country, and then, as the petty 
multitudinous immensity of I.ondon spread out under its haze, the traces of 
man’s tight to keep out greatness became abundant and incessant. 

In that south-eastern region of London at that time, and all about where 
Cossar and his children lived, the hood had become mysteriously insurgent 
at a hundred points; the little life went on amidst daily portents that only the 
deliberation of their increase, the slow parallel growth of usage to their 
presence, had robbed of their warning. But this returning citizen peered out 
to see for the first time the facts of the h’ood strange and predominant, 
scarred and blackened areas, big unsightly defences and preparations, 
barracks and arsenals that this subtle persistent influence had forced into 
the life of men. 

Here on an ampler scale the experience of the first lixperimental Farm 
had been repeated time and again. It had been in the inferior and accidental 
things of life—under foot and in waste places, irregularly and irrelevantly— 
that the coming of a new force and new issues had first declared itself. 'Fhere 
were great evil-smelling yards and enclosures where some invincible jungle 
of weed furnished fuel for gigantic machinery (little cockneys came to stare 
at its clangorous oiliness and tip the men a sixpence); there were roads and 
tracks for big motors and vehicles, roads made of the interwoven fibres of 
hypertrophied hemp; there were towers containing steam sirens that could 
yell at once and warn the world against any new insurgence of vermin, or, 
what was queerer, venerable church towers conspicuously fitted with a 
mechanical scream. 'There were little red painted refuge huts and garrison 
shelters, each with its 300-yard rifle range, where the riflemen practised 
daily with soft-nosed ammunition at targets in the shape of monstrous rats. 

Six times since the day of the Skinners there had been outbreaks of giant 
rats—each time from the south-west London sewers, and now they were as 
much an accepted fact there as tigers in the della by ("alcutta.. .. 

Ilis brother had bought a paper in a heedless sort of way at Sandling, and 
at last this chanced to catch the eye of the released man. He opened the 
unfamiliar sheets—they seemed to him to be smaller, more numerous, and 
different in type from the papers of the times before—and he found himself 
confronted with innumerable pictures about things so strange as to be 
uninteresting, and with tall columns of printed matter whose headings, for 
the most part, were as unmeaning as though they had been written in a 
foreign tongue—‘Great Speech by Mr C^aterham’; ‘'The Hoomfood Laws.’ 

‘Who’s this here Caterham?’ he asked, in an attempt to make 
conversation. 

^He^s all right,’ said his brother. 
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‘Ah! Sort of politician, ch?’ 

‘Goin’ to turn out the Government. Jolly well time he did.’ 

‘Ah!’ He reflected. ‘I suppose all the lot I used to know, Chamberlain, 
Rosebery, all that lot— What?' 

His brother had grasped his wrist and pointed out of the window. 

‘That’s the Cossars!’ The eyes of the released prisoner followed the 
finger’s direction and saw- 

‘My Gawd!’ he cried, for the first time really overcome with amazement. 
The paper dropped into final forgottenness between his feet. "I'hrough the 
trees he could see very distinctly, standing in an easy attitude, the legs wide 
apart and the hand grasping a ball as if about to throw it, a gigantic human 
figure a good forty feet high. 'The figure glittered in the sunlight, clad in a 
suit of woven white metal and belted with a broad belt of steel, b’or a 
moment it focussed all attention, and then the eye was wrested to another 
more distant Giant who stood prepared to catch, and it became apparent 
that the whole area of that great bay in the hills just north of Sevenoaks had 
been scarred to gigantic ends. 

A hugely banked entrenchment overhung the chalk pit, in which stood 
the house, a monstrous squat Hgyptian shape that Cossar had built fi>r his 
sons when the Giant Nursery had served its turn, and behind was a great 
dark shed that might have covered a cathedral, in which a spluttering 
incandescence came and went, and from out of which came a 'I'iianic 
hammering to beat upon the ear. "I'hen the attention leapt back to the giant 
as the great ball of iron-bound timber soared up out of his hand. 

The two men sUhhI up and stared. The ball seemed as big as a cask. 

‘Caught!’ cried the man from prison, as a tree blotted out the thrower. 

I’he train looked on these things only for the fraction of a minute and then 
passed behind trees into the Chislehursi tunnel. ‘My Gawd!’ said the man 
from prison again as the darkness closed about them. ‘Why! that chap was as 
’igh as a ’ouse.’ 

‘'I'hat’s them young Cossars,’ said his brother, jerking his head allusively, 
‘what all this trouble’s about. . . .’ 

They emerged again to discover more siren surmounted towers, more red 
huts, and then the clustering villas of the outer suburbs. The art of bill- 
sticking had lost nothing in the interval, and from countless tall hoardings, 
from house ends, from palings, and a hundred such points of vantage came 
the polychromatic appeals of the great Hoomfood election. ‘Caterham,’ 
‘Boomfood,’ and ‘Jack the Giant-killer’ again and again and again, and 
monstrous caricatures and distortions, a hundred varieties of misrepre¬ 
sentations of those great and shining figures they had passed so nearly only a 
few minutes before.. .. 
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11 had been the purpose of the younger brother to do a very magnifieent 
thing, t(^ celebrate this return to life by a dinner at some restaurant of 
indisputable quality, a dinner that should be followed by all that glittering 
sueeession of impressions the Music Halls of those days were so capable of 
giving. It was a worthy plan to wipe ott* the more superficial stains of the 
prison house by this display of free indulgence; but so far as the second item 
went the plan was changed, 'fhe dinner stood, but there was a desire already 
more powerful than the appetite for shows, already more efficient in turning 
the man’s mind away from his grim prepossession with his past than any 
theatre could be, and that was an enormous curiosity and perplexity about 
this Hoomfood and these Boom children, this new portentous giantry that 
seemed to dominate the world. ‘I 'aven’t the 'ang of 'em,' he said. ‘'I'hey 
disturve me.' 

His brother had that tineness of mind that can even set aside a 
contemplated hospitality. 'It's vo//r evening, dear old boy,' he said. 'We'll 
try to get into the mass meeting at the People's Palace.' 

And at last the man from prison had the luck to lind himself wedged into a 
packed multitude and staring from afar at a little brightly lit platform under 
an organ and a gallery. 'The organ had been playing something that had set 
boots tramping as the people swarmed in; but that was over now. 

Hardly had the man from prison settled into place and done his quarrel 
with an importunate stranger who elbowed, before C^aterham came. He 
walked out of a shadow towards the middle of the platform, the most 
insignificant little pigmy, away there in the distance, a little black tigure 
with a pink dab h^r a face—in profile one saw his quite distinctive aquiline 
nose—a little figure that trailed after it, most inexplicably, a cheer. A cheer 
it was that began away there and grew and spread. A little spluttering ol 
voices about the platform at first that suddenly leapt up into a Hame of 
sound and swept athwart the whole mass of humanity within the building 
and without. How they cheered! Hooray! Hoo-ray! 

No one in all those myriads cheered like the man from prison. I he tears 
poured down his face, and he only stopped cheering at last because f he thing 
had choked him. You must have been in prison as long as he before you can 
understand, or even begin to understand, what it means to a man to let his 
lungs go in a crowd. (But for all that he did not even pretend to himself that 
he knew what all this emotion was about.; Hooray! O Goel!—Hoo-ray! 

And then a sort of silence, ('alerham had subsided to a conspicuous 
patience and subordinate and inaudible persons were saying and doing 
formal and insignificant things. It was like hearing voices through the noise 
of leaves in spring. 'Wawawawa—’ What did it matter? People in the 
audience talked to one another. 'Wawawawawa—' the thing went on. 
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Would that grey-headed duffer never have done? Interrupting? Of course 
they were interrupting. ‘Wa, wa, wa, w^a—’ Hut shall we hear (^aterhani any 
better? 

Meanwhile at any rate there was Caterhani to stare at, and one could 
stand and study the distant prospect of the great man’s features. He was 
easy to draw' was this man, and already the w'orld had him to study at leisure 
on lamp chimneys and children’s plates, on Anti-Hoomfood medals and 
Anti-Bi)omfood flags, on the selvedges of Caterham silks and cottons and in 
the linings of Good Old English Caterham hats. He pervades all the 
caricature of that time. One sees him as a sailor standing to an old-fashioned 
gun, a port-fire labelled 'New Hoomfood Laws’ in his hand; while in the sea 
wallows that huge ugly threatening monster, 'Hoomfood’; or he is cap-a-pie 
in armour, St George’s cross on shield and helm, and a cowardly titanic 
Caliban sitting amidst desecrations of the 'New Hoomfood Regulations'; or 
he comes flying down as Perseus and rescues a chained and beautiful 
Andromeda (labelled distinctly about her belt as 'Civilisation’) from a 
wallowing waste of sea monster bearing upon its various necks and claws 
‘Irreligion,’ ''I'rampling Egotism,’ 'Alechanism,' 'Alonstrosity,' and the 
like. Hut it w'as as 'Jack the Giant-killer’ that the popular imagination 
considered Caterham most correctly cast, and it was in the vein of a Jack the 
Giant-killer poster that the man from prison enlarged that distant 
miniature. 

The ‘Wawaw'awa’ came abruptly to an end. 

He’s done. He’s sitting down. Yes! No! Yes! It's (Caterham! 'Caterham!' 
'Caterham!’ And then came the cheers. 

It takes a multitude to make such a stillness as followed that disorder of 
cheering. A man alone in a wilderness—it’s stillness of a sort of doubt, but 
he hears himself breathe, he hears himself move, he hears all sorts of things. 
Here the voice of Caterham was the one single thing heard, a thing very 
bright and clear, like a little light burning in a black velvet recess. Hear 
indeed! One heard him as though he spoke at one’s elbow. 

It was stupendously effective to the man from prison, that gesticulating 
little figure in a halo of light, in a halo of rich and swaying sounds; behind it, 
partially effaced as it were, sat its supporters on the platform, and in the 
foreground was a wide perspective of innumerable backs and profiles, a vast 
multitudinous attention. That little figure seemed to have absorbed the 
substance from them all. 

Caterham spoke of our ancient institutions, 'liarearear,’ roared the 
crowd. ‘Ear! ear!’ said the man from prison. He spoke of our ancient spirit of 
order and justice. ‘Earearear!’ roared the crowd. ‘Ear! Ear!’ cried the man 
from prison, deeply moved. He spoke of the wisdom of our forefathers, of 
the slow growth of venerable institutions, of moral and social traditions that 
fitted our English national characteristics as the skin fits the hand. 'Ear! 
Ear!’ groaned the man from prison, with tears of excitement on his cheeks. 
And now all these things were to go into the melting pot. Yes, into the 
melting pot! Because three men in London twenty years ago had seen fit to 
mix something indescribable in a bottle, all the order and sanctity of 
things—Cries of ‘No! No!’—Well, if it was not to be so, they must exert 
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themselves, they must say good-bye to hesitation—Here there came a gust 
of cheering. 'Fhey must say good-bye to hesitation and half measures. 

‘We have heard, gentlemen,’ cried Caterham, ‘of nettles that beciune 
giant nettles. At first they are no more than other nettles, little plants that a 
iirm hand may grasp and wrench away; but if you leave them—if you leave 
them, they grow with such a power of poisonous expansion that at last you 
must needs have axe and rope, you must needs have danger to life and limb, 
you must needs have toil and distress—men may be killed in their felling, 

man may be killed in their felling-’ 

J'here came a stir and interruption and then the man from prison heard 
Caterham’s voice again, ringing clear and strong: ‘Learn about Hoomfood 
from Hoomfood itself and—' He paused —"Gnisp your nettle before it is too 
later 

He stopped and stood wiping his lips. ‘A crystal,' cried someone, ‘a 
crystal,' and then came that same strange swift growth to thunderous 
tumult, until the whole world seemed cheering. . . . 

'fhe man fnmi prison came out of the hall at last, marvelKmsly stirred, 
and with that in his face that marks those who have seen a vision. He knew, 
everyiMie knew; his ideas were ni^ longer vague. He had come back to a 
world in crisis, to the immediate decision of a stupendous issue. He must 
play his part in the great conflict like a man—like a free responsible man. 
'I'he antagonism presented itself as a picture. On the one hand those 
easy gigantic mail-clad figures of the morning—one saw them now in a 
different light—on the other this little black-clad gesticulating creature 
under the limelight, that pigmy thing with its ordered How of melodious 
persuasion, its little marvellously penetrating voice, John ('aterham—‘jack 
the Cjiant-killcr.' They must all unite to ‘grasp the nettle’ before it was 
‘too late.' 
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'i'he tallest and strongest and most regarded of all the children of the hood 
were the three sons of (^ossar. 'fhe mile or so of land near Sevenoaks in 
which their boyhood passed became so trenched, so dug out and twisted 
about, so covered with sheds and huge working models and all the play i^f 
their developing powers, it w'as like no other place on earth. And Umg since 
it had become too little for the things they sought to do. 'fhe eldest son was a 
mighty schemer of wheeled engines; he had made himself a sort of giant 
bicycle that no road in the world had room t«>r, no bridge could bear. 1 here 
it stood, a great thing of wheels and engines, capable of two hundred and 
fifty miles an hour, useless save that now and then he would mount it and 
fling himself backwards and forwards across that cumbered wt)rk yard. He 
had meant to go around the little world with it; he had made it with that 
intention, while he was still no more than a dreaming boy. Now its spokes 
were rusted deep red like wounds, wherever the enamel had been chipped 
away. 
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‘You must make a road for it first, Sonnic,' Cossar had said, ‘before you 
can do that.’ 

So one morning about dawn the young giant and his brothers had set to 
work to make a road about the world. Vhey seem to have had an inkling of 
opposition impending, and they had worked with remarkable vigour. 'The 
world had discovered them soon enough, driving that road as straight as a 
flight of a bullet towards the Hnglish ("hannel, already some miles of it 
levelled and made and stamped hard. 'I’liey had been stopP'-’^J before 
midday by a vast crowd of excited people, owners of land, land agents, local 
authorities, lawyers, policemen, soldiers even. 

‘We're making a road,’ the biggest boy had explained. 

‘Make a road by all means,' said the leading lawyer on the ground, ‘but 
please respect the rights of other people. You have already infringed the 
private rights of twenty-seven private proprietors; let alone the special 
privileges and property of an urban district board, nine parish councils, a 
county council, two gas works, and a railway company.. . .' 

‘Cjoodney!’ said the elder boy Cossar. 

‘You will have to stop it.' 

‘Hut don't you want a nice straight road in the place of all these rotten 
rutty little lanes?’ 

‘1 won’t say it wouldn't be advantageous, but-’ 

‘It isn’t to be done,' said the eldest Cossar boy, picking up his tools. 

‘Not in this way,' said the lawyer, ‘certainly.' 

‘flow is it to be done?' 

'The leading lawyer's answer had been complicated and vague. 

C'ossar had come down to see the mischief his children had done, and 
reproved them severely and laughed enormously and seemed to be 
extremely happy over the affair. ‘You boys must wail a bit,’ he shi>uled up to 
them, ‘before you can do things like that.’ 

‘'I'he lawyer told us we must begin by preparing a scheme, and getting 
special powers and all sorts of rot. Said it would take us years.' 

‘IfV’// have a scheme before long, little boy,’ cried (^ossar, hands ti^ his 
mouth as he shouted, ‘never fear, h'or a bit you’d belter play abt)ut and make 
models of the things you want to do.’ 

'I'hey did as he told them like obedient sons. 

Hut for all that the Cossar lads brooded a little. 

‘It’s all very well,’ said the second to the first, ‘but 1 don’t always want 
just to play about and plan. I want to do something real^ you know. We 
didn’t come into this world so strong as we are, just to play about in this 
messy little bit of ground, you know, and take little walks and keep out of 
the towns’—for by that time they were forbidden all boroughs and urban 
districts. ‘Doing nothing’s just wicked. Can’t we find out something the 
little people want done and do it for them—just for the fun of doing it? 

‘Lots of them haven’t houses fit to live in,’ said the second boy. ‘Let’s go 
and build ’em a house close up to London that will hold heaps and heaps of 
them and be ever so comfortable and nice, and let’s make ’em a nice little 
road to where they all go and do business—a nice straight little road, and 
make it all as nice as nice. We’ll make it all so clean and pretty that they 



The Food of the Gods i^qj 

won’t any of them be able to live grubby and beastly like most of them do 
now. Water enough for them to wash with, we’ll have—you know they’re so 
dirty now that nine out of ten of their houses haven’t even baths in them, the 
filthy little skunks! You know, the ones that have baths spit insults at 
the ones that haven’t, instead of helping them to get them—and call ’em the 
(}reat Unwashed. Yoit know. We’ll alter all that. And we’ll make elecirieity 
light and cook and clean up for them, and all. Taney! 'fhey make their 
women—wemen whi) arc going to be mothers—crawl about and scrub 
floors! 

‘We could make it all beautifully. We cimld bank up a valley in that range 
of hills over there and make a nice reservoir, and we could make a big place 
here tt) generate (Uir electricity and have it all simply lovely. (Wouldn’t 
we? . . . And then perhaps they’d let us do some other things.' 

‘Yes,’ said the elder brother, ‘we could do it nice for them.' 

‘'Then said the second brother. 

‘/ don’t mind,’ said the elder brother, and looked about for a handy tool. 

And that led to amnher dreadful bother. 

Agitated multitudes were at them in no time, telling them for a thousand 
reasons to stop, telling them to stop for no reason at all—babbling, 
confused, and varied multitudes. 'I'he place they were building was too 
high—it couldn’t possibly be safe. It was ugly; it interfered with the letting 
of proper-sized houses in the neighbourhood; it ruined the tone of the 
neighbourhood; it was unneighbourly; it was contrary to the l.ocal Building 
Regulations; it infringed the right of the local authority to muddle about 
with a minute expensive electric supply of its own; it interfered with the 
concerns of the local water company. 

Local Government Hoard clerks roused themselves to judicial obstruc¬ 
tion. 'The little lawyer turned up again to represent about a dozen 
threatened interests; local landowners appeared in opposition; people with 
mysterious claims claimed to be bought off at exorbitant rates; the 'I'rades 
Unions of all the building trades lifted up collective voiees; and a ring of 
dealers in all sorts of building material became a bar. l:.\traordinary 
associations of people with prophetic visions of aesthetic horrors rallied to 
protect the scenery of the place where they would build the great house, ot 
the valley where they would bank up the water. 'These last people were 
absolutely the w’orst asses of the lot, the Cossar boys considered. In no time 
that beautiful house of the C^ossar boys w^as just like a walking stick thrust 
into a wasp’s nest. 

‘I never did!’ said the elder boy. 

‘We can’t go on,’ said the second brother. 

‘Rotten little beasts they are,’ said the third ot the brothers; ‘we can t do 
anythingV 

‘liven when it’s for their own comfort. Such a nice place we’d have made 
for them too.’ 

‘They seem to spend their silly lives getting in each other’s way, said the 
eldest boy. ‘Rights and laws and regulations and rascalities: it s like a game 
of spellicans. .. . Well, anyhow, they’ll have to live in their grubby dirty 
silly little houses for a bit longer. It’s very evident we can’t go on with this.’ 
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And the Cossar children left that great house unfinished, a mere hole of 
foundations and the beginning of a wall, and sulked back to their big 
enclosure. After a time the hole was filled with water and with stagnation, 
and weeds and vermin; and the h’ood, either dropped there by the sons of 
Cossar or blowing thither as dust, set growth going in its usual fashion. 
Water voles came out over the country and did infinite havoc, and one day a 
farmer caught his pigs drinking there, and instantly and with great presence 
of mind—for he knew of the great hog of Oakham—slew them all. And from 
that deep pool it was the mosquitoes came, quite terrible mosquitoes, whose 
only virtue was that the sons of Cossar, after being bitten for a little, could 
stand it no longer, and chose a moonlight night when law and order were 
abed, and drained the water clean away into the river by Brook. 

But they left the big weeds and the big water voles and all sorts of big 
undesirable things still living and breeding on the site they had chosen, the 
site on which the fair great house of the little people might have towered to 
heaven.... 


4 


'I'hat had been in the boyhood of the Sons, but now they were nearly men. 
And the chains had been lightening upon them and tightening with every 
year of growth. Kach year they grew and the b'ood spread and great things 
multiplied, each year the stress and tension rose. 'I'hc Food had been at first 
for the great mass of mankind a distant marvel, and now it was coming In)mc 
to every threshold and threatening, pressing against and distorting the 
whole order of life. It blocked this, it overturned that, it changed natural 
products, and by changing natural products it stopped employments and 
threw men out of work by the hundred thousand; it swept over boundaries 
and turned the world of trade into a world of cataclysms; no wonder 
mankind hated it. 

And since it is easier to hate animate than inanimate things, animals more 
than plants, and one’s fellow men more completely than any animals, the 
fear and trouble engendered by giant nettles and six-foot grass blades, awful 
insects and tiger-like vermin, grew all into one great power of detestation 
that aimed itself with a simple directness at that scattered band of great 
human beings, the Children of the Food. That hatred had become the 
central force in political affairs. 'Fhe old party lines had been traversed and 
clfaced altogether under the insistence of these newer issues, and the 
conflict lay now between the party of the temporisers, who were for setting 
little political men to control and regulate the Food, and the party of 
reaction, for whom Caterham spoke, speaking always with a more sinister 
ambiguity, crystallising his intention first in one threatening phrase and 
then another, now that men must ‘prune the bramble growth,’ now that 
they must find a ‘cure for elephantiasis,’ and at last upon the eve of the 
election that they must ‘Grasp the nettle.’ 

One day the three sons of Cossar, who were now no longer boys but men, 
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sal among the masses of their futile work and talked together after their 
fashion of all these things. 'Fhcy had been working all day at one of a series 
of great and complicated trenches their father had bid them make, and now 
it was sunset and they sat in the little garden space before the great house 
and looked at the world and rested, until the little servants within should say 
their food was ready. 

You must figure these mighty forms, forty feet high the least of them was, 
reclining on a patch of turf that would have seemed a stubble of reeds to a 
common man. One sat up and chipped earth from his huge boots with an 
iron girder he grasped in his hand; the second rested on his elbow; the third 
whittled a pine tree into shape, making the air aromatic with resin. 'I'hey 
were clothed not in cloth but in under-garments of woven rope and outer 
clothes of felted aluminium wire; they were shod with timber and iron and 
the links and buttons and belts of their clothing were all of plated steel. 'Fhe 
great single-storeyed house they lived in, Hgyptian in its massiveness, half 
built of monstrous blocks of chalk and half excavated from the living rock of 
the hill, had a front a full hundred feet in height, and beyond, the chimneys 
and wheels, the cranes and covers of their work sheds rose marvellously 
against the sky. Through a circular window in the house there was visible a 
spout from which some white-hot metal dripped and dripped in measured 
drops into a receptacle out of sight. 'The place was enclosed and rudely 
fortified by monstrous banks of earth backed with steel both over the crests 
of the Downs above, and across the dip of the valley. It needed something of 
common size to mark the nature of the scale. 'I'he train that came rattling 
from Sevenoaks athwart their vision, and presently plunged into the tunnel 
out of their sight, hniked by contrast with them like a small automatic toy. 

‘'I’hey have made all the woods this side of Ighlham out of bounds,' said 
one, ‘and moved the board that was out by Knockholi two miles and mi>rc 
this w'ay.' 

‘It is the least they could do,' said the youngest, after a t>ause. ‘'I’hey arc 
trying to take the wind out of C^aierham's sails.' 

‘It's not enough for that and—it is almost too much for us,' said the third. 

‘'They are cutting us i^if from Brother Redwood. Last time I went to him 
the red mnices had crept a mile in, either way. 'I he road to him along the 
Downs is no more than a narrow- lane.’ 

'I'he speaker thought. ‘What has come to our Brother Redwood?' 

‘Why?’ said the eldest brother. 

'I'he speaker hacked a bough fn^m his pine. ‘He was like—as though he 
wasn't awake. Me didn't seem to listen to w'hat I had to say. And he said 
something of—love.’ 

'I'he youngest tapped his girder on the edge of his iron sole and laughed. 
‘Brother Redwood,' he said, ‘has dreams.' 

Neither spoke for a space. 'I'hen ihe eldest brother said, ‘'J'his cooping up 
and cooping up grows more than I can bear. At last, T believe, they will draw- 
a line round our boots and tell us to live on that.' 

'I'he middle brother swept aside a heap of pine boughs with one hand and 
shifted his attitude. ‘What they do now- is nothing to what they will do when 
Caterham has power.’ 
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‘If he gets power,’ said the youngest brother, smiting the ground with his 
girder. 

‘As he will,’ said the eldest, staring at his feet. 

'rhc middle brother eeased his lopping and his eye went to the great 
banks that sheltered them about. ‘'I'hen, brothers,’ he said, ‘our youth will 
be over and as Father Redwood said to us long ago, we must quit ourselves 
like men.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the eldest; ‘but what exaetly does that mean? Just what does it 
mean—when that day of trouble comes?’ 

He too glanced’at those rude vast suggestions of entrenchment about 
them, looking not so much at them as through them and over the hills to the 
innumerable multitudes beyond. Something of the same sort came into all 
their minds, a vision of little people coming out to war, in a flood, the little 
people inexhaustible, incessant, malignant. . .. 

‘'rhey are little,’ said the youngest brother; ‘but they have numbers 
beyond counting, like the sands of the sea.’ 

‘They have arms—they have weapons even, that our brothers in 
Sunderland have made.’ 

‘Besides, Brothers, e.xcept for vermin, except for little accidents with evil 
things, what have we seen of killing?’ 

‘I know,’ said the eldest brother. ‘F’or all that—we are what we are. When 
the day of trouble comes we must do the thing \\c have to do.’ 

He closed his knife w ith a snap—the blade was the length of a man—and 
used his new' pine staff to help himself ri.se. lie stood up and turned towards 
the squat grey immensity of the house. I'he crimson of the sunset caught 
him as he rose, caught the mail and clasps about his neck and the w'oven 
metal of his arms, and to the eyes of his brother it seemed as though he was 
suddenly suffused with blood. . . . 

As the young giant rose a little black figure became visible to him against 
that western incandescence on the top of the embankment that towered 
above the summit of the down. The black limbs w aved in ungainly gestures. 
Something in the fling of the limbs suggested haste to the young giant’s 
mind. He waved his pine mast in reply, tilled the whole valley with his vast 
Hallo! threw' a ‘Something’s up’ to his brothers, and set olf in twenty-foot 
strides to meet and help his father. 


5 


It chanced too that a young man who was not a giant was delivering his soul 
about these sons of Cossar just at that same time. He had come over the hills 
beyond Sevenoaks, he and his friend, and he it was did the talking. In the 
hedge as they came along they had heard a pitiful squealing and had 
intervened to rescue three nestling tits from the attack of a couple of giant 
ants. 'I’hat adventure it was had set him talking. 

‘Reaetionaryl’ he was saying, as they came within sight of the (Cossar 
encampment. ‘Who wouldn’t be reactionary? Look at that square of 
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ground, that space of (jod’s earth that was once sweet and fair, torn, 
desecrated, disembowelled! 'Fhose sheds! 'I'hat great wind-wheel! That 
monstrous wheeled machine! "I'hose dykes! Look at those three monsters 
squatting there, plotting some ugly devilment or other! Look—look at all 
the land!’ 

His friend glanced at his face. ‘You have been listening to ("aterham,’ he 
said. 

‘Using my eyes. Looking a little into the peace and order of the past we 
leave behind. This foul Food is the last shape of the Devil, still set as ever 
upon the ruin of our world. 'Fhink what the world must have been before 
our days, what it was still when our mothers bore us, and see it now! 'rhink 
how these slopes once smiled under the golden harvest, how the hedges, full 
of sweet little flowers, parted the modest portion of this man from that, how 
the ruddy farm-houses dotted the land and the voice of the church bells 
from yonder tenver stilled the whole world each Sabbath into Sabbath 
prayer. And now, every year, still more and more of monstrous weeds, of 
monstrous vermin, and these giants growing all about us, straddling over 
us, blundering against all that is subtle and sacred in our world. Why here— 
Look!’ 

He pointed, and his friend’s eyes followed the line of his white finger. 

‘One of their footmarks. See! It has smashed itself three feet deep and 
more, a pitfall for horses and rider, a trap to the unwary. There is a briar 
rose smashed to death; there is grass uprooted and a teazle crushed aside, a 
farmer’s drain pipe snapped and the edge of the pathway broken down. 
Destruction! So they are doing all over the world, all over the order and 
decency the world of men has made. 'I’rampling on all things. Reaction! 
What else?’ 

‘Hut—reaction. What do you hope to do?’ 

‘Stop it!’ cried the young man from Oxford. ‘Hefore it is loo late.’ 

‘Hut-’ 

‘It’s mu impossible,’ cried the young man from Oxford, with a jump in his 
voice. ‘\X'e want the firm hand; we want the subtle plan, the resolute mind. 
W'e have been mealy-mouthed and weak-handed; we have trilled and 
temporised, and the hood has grown and grown. Vet even now-’ 

I le stopped for a moment. ‘ This is the echo of C^aterham,’ said his friend. 

‘liven now. liven now there is hope—^abundant hiipe, if only we make 
sure of what we want and what we mean to destroy. The mass of people are 
with us, much more with us than they were a few years ago; the law is with 
us, the constitution and order of society, the spirit of the established 
religions, the customs and habits of mankind arc with us—^and against the 
hood. Why should we temporise? Why should we lie? We hate it, we don’t 
want it; why then should we have it? Do you mean to just grizzle and 
obstruct passively and do nothing—till the sands are out?’ 

He stopped short and turned about. ‘Look at that grove of nettles there. 
In the midst of them are homes—deserted—where once families of simple 
men played out their honest lives! 

‘And there!’ he swung round to where the young Cossars muttered to one 
another of their wrongs. 
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‘Look at them! And I know their father, a brute, a sort of brute beast with 
an intolerant loud voice, a creature who has run amuck in our all too 
merciful world for the last thirty years and more. An engineer! To him all 
that we hold dear and sacred is nothing. Nothing. 'Fhe splendid traditions of 
our race and land, the noble institutions, the venerable order, the broad 
slow march from precedent to precedent that has made our English people 
great and this sunny island free—it is all an idle talc, told and done with. 
Some claptrap about the Future is worth all these sacred things. .. . 'Fhis 
sort of man who would run a tramway over his mother’s grave if he thought 
that was the cheapest line the tramway could take. ... And you think to 
temporise, to make some scheme of compromise, that will enable you to live 
in your way while that—that machinery—lives in its. I tell you it is 
hopeless—hopeless. As well make treaties with a tiger! They want things 
monstrous—we want them sane and sweet. It is one thing or the other.’ 

‘But what can you do?’ 

‘Much! All! Stop the F’ood! They arc still scattered, these giants, still 
immature and disunited. Chain them, gag them, muzzle them. At any cost 
stop them. It is their world or ours! Stop the Food. Shut up these men who 
make it. Do anything to stop Cossar! You don’t seem to remember—ime 
generation—only one generation needs holding down and then—'Then we 
could level those mounds there, fill up their footsteps, take the ugly sirens 
from our church towers, smash all our elephant guns, and turn our faces 
again to the old order, the ripe old civilisation for which the soul of man is 
fitted.’ 

‘It’s a mighty effort.’ 

‘F'or a mighty end. And if we don’t? Don’t you see the prospect before us 
clear as day? Everywhere the giants will increase and multiply; everywhere 
they will make and scatter the Food. 'I'he grass will grow gigantic in our 
fields, the weeds in our hedges, the vermin in the thickets, the rats in the 
drains. More and more and more. 'I’his is only a beginning. 'The insect 
world will rise on us, the plant world, the very fishes in the sea will swamp 
and drown our ships. 'Fremendous growths will obscure and hide our 
houses, smother our churches, smash and destroy all the order of our cities, 
and we shall become no more than a feeble vermin under the heels of the 
new race. Mankind will be swamped and drowned in things of its own 
begetting! And all for nothing! Size! Alere size! Imlargemcnt and da capo. 
Already we go picking our way among the first beginnings of the coming 
time. And all w'c do is say “How convenient!” To grumble and do nothing. 
No!' 

He raised his hand. 

‘Let them do the thing they have to do! So also will I. I am for Reaction— 
unstinted and fearless Reaction. Unless you mean to take this Food also, 
what else is there to do in all the world? We have trifled in the middle ways 
too long. You! 'Frifling in the middle w^ays is your habit, your circle of 
existence, your space and time. So, not 1.1 am against the Food, with all my 
strength and purpose against the Food.’ 

He turned on his companion’s grunt of dissent. ‘Where arc you?’ 

‘It’s a complicated business-’ 
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‘Oh!—Driftwood!’ said the young man from Oxford, very bitterly, with a 
liing of all his limbs. ‘'I'he middle way is nothingness. It is one thing or the 
other. Hat or destroy. Hat or destroy! What else is there to do?’ 


'I'Hli GIANT LOVHRS 
I 


Now it chanced in the days when Caierham was campaigning against the 
Hoom-childrcn before the Cieneral lileciion that was—amidst the most 
tragic and terrible circumstances—to bring him into power, that the giant 
Princess, that Serene Highness whose early nutrition had played so great a 
part in the brilliant career of Doctor Winkles, had come from the kingdom 
of her father to lingland, on an occasion that was deemed important. She 
was aifianccd for reasons of state to a certain Prince—and the wedding was 
lo be made an event of international significance. 'Phere had arisen 
mysterious delays. Rumour and Imagination collaborated in the story and 
many things w\*re said. 'Phere were suggestions of a recalcitrant Prince wiio 
declared he would not be made to look like a fool—at least to this extent. 
People sympathised with him. 'Phat is the most significant aspect of the 
affair. 

Now' it may seem a strange thing, but it is a fact that the giant Princess, 
when she came to lingland, knew of no other giants w hatever. She had lived 
in a world where tact is almost a passion and reservations the air of one’s life. 
'Phey had kept the thing from her; they had hedged her about from sight or 
suspicion of any gigantic form, until her appointed coming to Pngland was 
due. Until she met young Redwood she had no inkling that there was such a 
thing as another giant in the world. 

In the kingdom of the father of the Princess there were wild wastes of 
upland and mountains where she had been accustomed to roam freely. She 
loved the sunrise and the sunset and all the great drama of the open heavens 
more than anything else in the world, but among a people at once so 
democratic and so vehemently loyal as the Hnglish her freedom was much 
restricted. People came in brakes, in excursions trains, in organised 
multitudes to sec her; they would cycle long distances to stare at her, and it 
was necessary to rise betimes if she would walk in peace. It was still near the 
dawn that morning when young Redwood came upon her. 

'Phe Cireat Park near the Palace w'here she lodged stretched, for a score of 
miles and more, w'cst and south of the western palace gates. 'Phe chestnut 
trees of its avenues reached high above her head, liach one as she passed it 
seemed to proffer a more abundant wealth of blossom. Por a time she was 
content with sight and scent, but at last she was won over by these offers, 
and set herself so busily to choose and pick that she did not perceive young 
Redwood until he was close upon her. 

She moved among the chestnut trees, with the destined lover drawing 
near to her, unanticipated, unsuspected. She thrust her hands in among the 
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branches, breaking them and gathering them. She was alone in the world. 
Then- 

She looked up, and in that moment she was mated. 

We must needs put our imaginations to his stature lo see the beauty he 
saw. 'That unapproachable greatness that prevents our immediate sympathy 
with her did not exist for him. There she stood, a gracious girl, the first 
created being that had ever seemed a mate for him, light and slender, lightly 
clad, the fresh breeze of the dawn moulding the subtly folding robe upon 
her against the soft strong lines of her form, and with a great mass of 
blossoming chestnut branches in her hands. The collar of her robe opened 
to show the whiteness of her neck and a soft shadowed roundness that 
passed out of sight towards her shoulders. 'The breeze had stolen a strand or 
so of her hair, too, and strained its red-tipped brown across her cheek. Her 
eyes were open blue, and her lips rested always in the promise of a smile as 
she reached among the branches. 

She turned upon him with a start, saw him and for a space they regarded 
one another. h"or her, the sight of him was so amazing, so incredible, as to 
be, for some moments at least, terrible. He came to her with the shock of a 
supernatural apparition; he broke all the established law of her world. He 
was a youth of one and twenty then, slenderly built, with his father's 
darkness and his father's gravity. He was clad in a sober soft brown leather, 
close-fitting easy garments, and in brown hose that shaped him bravely. His 
head went uncovered in all weathers. They stood regarding ime another— 
she incredulously amazed, and he with his heart beating fast. It was a 
moment without a prelude, the cardinal meeting of their lives. 

hor him there was less surprise. He had been seeking her, and yet 
his heart beat fast. He came towards her, slowly, with his eyes upon her 
face. 

‘You are the Princess,’ he said. ‘My father has told me. You are the 
Princess who was given the Food of the Gods.' 

‘I am the Princess—yes,' she said, with eyes of wonder. ‘Put—w^hat are 
you?’ 

‘I am the son of the man who made the Food of the Gods.' 

‘The Food of the Gods!' 

‘Yes, the Food of the Gods.’ 

‘But-’ 

Her face expressed infinite perplexity. 

‘What? I don’t understand. The Pood of the Gods?’ 

‘You have not heard?’ 

‘The Food of the Gods! NoT 

She found herself trembling violently. I'he colour left her face. ‘I did not 
know,’ she said. ‘Do you mean-?’ 

He waited for her. 

‘Do you mean there are other—^giants?’ 

He repeated. ‘Did you not know?’ 

And she answered with the growing amazement of realisation "NoT 

The whole world and all the meaning of the world was changing for her. 
A branch of chestnut slipped from her hand. ‘Do you mean to say,’ she 
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repeated stupidly, 'that there are other giants in the world? 'J'hai some 
food-?’ 

He eaught her amazement. 

‘You know nothing?' he cried. ‘You have never heard of us? You, whom 
the h'ood has made akin to us!' 

'I'here was terror still in the eyes that stared at him. Her hand rose 
towards her throat and fell again. She whispered "So' 

It seemeel to her that she must weep or faint. 'I’hen in a moment she had 
rule over herself and she was speaking and thinking clearly. ‘All this has 
been kept from me,' she said. ‘It is like a dream. I have dreamt—I have 
dreamt such things. Hut waking— No. 'lell me! 'Tell me! What are you? 
What is this b'ood of the (lods? 'Fell me slowly—and clearly. Why have they 
kept it fn^ii me, that I am not ak^ie?' 


2 

‘'Tell me,' she said, and young Redwood, tremuli^us and e\v.iied, set himself 
to tell her—it was poor and broken telling for a time—ol the b'ood of the 
Cjods and the giant children who were scattered o\xv the world. 

You must ligure them bi>th. Hushed and startled in their bearing, getting 
at one another's meaning through endless half-heard, half-spoken phrases, 
repeating, making perplexing breaks and new departures—a wonderful 
talk, in which she awakened innn the ignorance of all her life. And very 
slowly it became clear io her that she was no exception to the order of 
mankind, but one of a scattered brotherhood, who had all eaten the hood 
and grown for ever out of the little limits of the folk beneath their feet. 
Young Redwood spiike of his father, of Cossar, of the Hrothers scattered 
thriHighout the country, of the great dawn of wider meaning that had come 
at last into the history of the world. ‘\X'e are in the beginning of a beginning,' 
he said; ‘this world of theirs is only the prelude of the world the b’ood will 
make. 

‘iV\y lather believes—and I also believe—that a time will ciMiie when 
littleness will have passed altogether out of the world of man. When giants 
shall go freely about this earth—their earth—doing continually greater and 
more splendid things. Hut that—that is to come. We are not even the first 
generation of that—we are the first experiments.' 

‘And of these things,' she said, ‘I knew nothing!’ 

‘'Fhere are times when it seems to me almost as if we had eome too soon. 
Someone, I suppose, had to come lirst. Hut the world was unprepared for 
our eoming and for the coming of all the lesser great things that drew their 
greatness from the b'ood. 'I'here have been blunders; there have been 
conflicts. 'I'hc little people hate our kind. ... 

‘They are hard towards us because they are so little. . . . And because our 
feet are heavy on the things that make their lives. But at any rate they hate us 
now; they will have none of us—only if we could shrink back to the common 
size of them would they begin to forgive.... 
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‘They are happy in houses that are prison cells to us; their cities arc too 
small for us; we go in misery along their narrow ways; we cannot worship in 
their churches.... 

‘We see over their walls and over their protections; w^e look inadvertently 
into their upper windows; wc look over their customs; their laws are no 
more than a net about our feet.. .. 

‘Hvery time we stumble we hear them shouting; every time wc blunder 
against their limits or stretch out to any spacious act.. . . 

‘Our easy paces are wild flights to them, and all they deem great and 
w'onderful no more than doll’s pyramids to us. "I'heir pettiness of method 
and appliance and imagination hampers and defeats our powers. There are 
no machines to the powder of our hands, no helps to fit our needs. They hold 
our greatness in servitude by a thousand invisible bands. Wc arc stronger, 
man for man, a hundred times, but we are disarmed; our very greatness 
makes us debtors; they claim the land wc stand upon; they tax our ampler 
need of food and shelter, and for all these things we must toil with the tools 
these dwarfs can make us—and to satisfy their dwarfish fancies. . . . 

‘'fhey pen us in, in every way. Hven to live one must cross their 
boundaries. Hven to meet you here to-day I have passed a limit. All that is 
reasonable and desirable in life they make out of bounds for us. We may not 
go into the towns; we may not cross the bridges; we may not step on their 
ploughed fields or into the harbours of the game they kill. I am cut off now 
from all our Brethren except the three sons of (’ossar, and even that way the 
passage narrows day by day. One could think they sought occasion against 
us to do some more evil thing. . ..’ 

‘But we are strong,’ she said. 

‘We should be strong—yes. We feel, all of us—you ti>o I know’ must 
feel—that we have powder, power to do great things, power insurgent in us. 
But before we can do anything-’ 

He flung out a hand that seemed to sweep away a w'orld. 

‘Though I thought I was alone in the world,’ she said, after a pause, ‘I 
have thought of these things. They have taught me always that strength was 
almost a sin, that it was better to be little than great, that all true religion was 
to shelter the weak and little, encourage the weak and little, help them to 
multiply and multiply until at last they crawled over one another, to 
sacrifice all our strength in their cause. But .. . always I have doubted the 
things they taught.’ 

‘This life,’ he said, ‘these bodies of ours, arc not for dying.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Nor to live in futility. But if wc would not do that, it is already plain to all 
our Brethren a conflict must come. I know not what bitterness of conflict 
must presently come, before the little folks will suffer us to live as we need to 
live. All the Brethren have thought of that. Cossar, of whom I told you; he 
too has thought of that.’ 

‘They are very little and weak.’ 

‘In their way. But you know all the means of death are in their hands, and 
made for their hands. P'or hundreds of thousands of years, these little 
people, whose world we invade, have been learning how to kill one another. 
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'I'hcy arc very able at that. 'I'hey are able in many ways. And besides, they 
can deceive and change suddenly. ... I do not know. . . . There comes a 
conflict. You—you perhaps are different from us. hor us, assuredly, the 
conflict comes. . . . 'The thing they call War. We know it. In a way we 
prepare for it. But you know—those little people!—we do not know how to 
kill, at least we do not want to kill-’ 

‘Look,' she interrupted, and he heard a yelping horn. 

He turned at the direction of her eyes, and found a bright yellow motor 
car, with dark goggled driver and fur-clad passengers, whopping, 
throbbing, and buzzing resentfully at his heel. He moved his foot, and the 
mechanism, with three angry snorts, resumed its fussy way towards the 
town, ‘lulling up the roadway!’ floated up to him. 

'I'hen someone said, ‘Look! Did you see? "I here is the monster Princess 
over beyond the trees!’ and all their goggled faces came round to stare. 

‘I say,’ said another. ‘77/u/ won’t do... .’ 

‘All this,’ she said, ‘is more amazing than I can tell.’ 

‘'Phat they should not have told you,’ he said, and left his sentence 
incomplete. 

‘Until you came upon me, I had lived in a world where I was great— 
alone. 1 had made myself a life—for that. I had thought I was the victim of 
some strange freak of nature. And now my world has crumbled down, in 
half an hour, and I see another w'orld, other conditions, wider 
possibilities—fellowship ’ 

‘Fellow^ship,’ he answered. 

‘I want you to tell me more yet, and much more,’ she said. ‘You know* this 
passes through my mind like a talc that is told. You even. ... In a day 
perhaps, or after several days, I shall believe in yi)u. Now^—Now I am 
dreaming. . . . Listen!’ 

'Phe first stroke of a clock above the palace ollice far away had penetrated 
to them. Hach counted mechanically ‘Seven.’ 

‘I’his,’ she said, ‘should be the hour of my return. 'Phey will be taking my 
bowl of coffee into the hall where I sleep. 'Phe little oflicials and servants— 
you cannot dream how' grave they are—will be stirring about their little 
duties. 

‘'Phey will w'ondcr. . . . But I want to talk to you.’ 

She thought. ‘But I want to think too. I w^ant now to think alone, and 
think out this change in things, think away the old solitude, and think you 
and those others into my world. ... I shall go. I shall go back to-day to my 
place in the castle, and to-morrow, as the dawn comes, I shall come again— 
here.’ 

‘I shall be here waiting for you.’ 

‘All day I shall dream and dream of this new world you have given me. 
Even now, I can scarcely believe-’ 

She took a step back and surveyed him from the feet to the face. Their 
eyes met and locked for a moment. 

‘Yes,’ she said, with a little laugh that was half a sob. ‘You are real. But it is 
very wonderful! Do you think—indeed—? Suppose to-morrow I come and 
find you—^a pigmy like the others!... Yes, I must think. And so for to-day 
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as the little people do- 

She held out her hand, and for the first time they touched one another, 
'rheir hands clasped firmly and their eyes met again. 

‘Good-bye,’ she said, ‘for today. Good-bye! Good-bye, Brother Giant!’ 
He hesitated with some unspoken thing, and at last he answered her 
simply, ‘Ciood-bye.’ 

b\)r a space they held each other’s hands, studying each the other’s face. 
And many times after they had parted, she looked back half doubtfully at 
him, standing still in the place where they had met.. . . 

She walked into her apartments across the great yard of the Palace like 
one who walks in a dream, with a vast branch of chestnut trailing from her 
hand. 


3 


These two met altogether fourteen times before the beginning of the end. 
They met in the Great Park, or on the heights and among the gorges of the 
rusty-roaded, heathery moorland, set with dusky pine woods, that stretched 
to the south-west. Twice they met in the great avenue of chestnuts, and five 
times near the broad ornamental water the king, her great-grandfather, had 
made, 'fhere was a place where a great trim lawn, set with tall conifers, 
sloped graciously to the water’s edge, and there she would sit, and he would 
lie at her knees and look up in her face and talk, telling of all the things that 
had been, and of the work his father had set before him, and of the great and 
spacious dream of what the giant people should one day be. Commonly they 
met in the early dawn, but once they met there in the afternoon, and found 
presently a multitude of peering eavesdroppers about them, cyclists, 
pedestrians, peeping from the bushes, rustling (as sparrows will rustle 
about one in the London parks) amidst the dead leaves in the woods behind, 
gliding down the lake in boats towards a point of view, trying to get nearer 
to them and hear. 

It was the first hint that oft'ered of the enormous interest the countryside 
was taking in their meetings. And once—it was the seventh time, and it 
preeipitated the scandal—they met out upon the breezy moorland under a 
clear moonlight, and talked in whispers there, for the night was warm and 
still. 

Very soon they had passed from the realisation that in them and through 
them a new world of giantry shaped itself in the earth, from the 
contemplation of the great struggle between big and little, in which they 
were clearly destined to participate, to interests at once more personal and 
more spacious, liach time they met and talked and looked on one another, it 
crept a little more out of their subconscious being towards recognition, that 
something more dear and wonderful than friendship was between them, 
and walked‘between them and drew their hands together. And in a little 
while they came to the word itself and found themselves lovers, the Adam 
and Kve of a new race in the world. 
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'I'hcy set foot side by side into the wonderful valley of love, with its deep 
and quiet places. 'I'he world changed about them with their changing mood, 
until presently it had become, as it were, a tabernacular beauty about their 
meetings, and the stars were no more than flowers of light beneath the feet 
of their love, and the dawn and sunset the coloured hangings by the way. 
'I’hcy ceased to be beings of flesh and blood to one another and themselves; 
ihey passed into a bodily texture of tenderness and desire. 'They gave it first 
whispers and then silence, and drew close and looked into one another's 
moonlit and shadowy faces under the infinite arch of the sky. And the still 
black pine trees stood about them like sentinels. 

'I'he beating steps of time were hushed into silence, and it seemed to them 
the universe hung still. Only their hearts were audible, beating, 'fhey 
seemed to be living together in a world where there is no death, and indeed 
so it was with them then. It seemed to them that they sounded, and indeed 
they sc^unded, such hidden splendours in the very heart of things as none 
have ever reached before. Iwen for mean and little souls, love is the 
revelation of splendours. And these were giant lovers who had eaten the 
hood of the (jods. . . . 

You may imagine the spreading consternatiim in this i>rdcred world when 
it became known that the Princess who was altianced to the Prince, the 
Princess, Her Serene Highness! with royal blood in her veins! met— 
frequently met—the hypertrophied offspring of a common professor of 
chemistry, a creature of no rank, no position, no wealth, and talked to him as 
though there were no Kings and Princes, no order, no reverence—nothing 
but (jiants and Pigmies in the world, talked to him and, it was only too 
certain, held him as her lover. 

‘If those newspaper fellows get hold of it!' gasped Sir Arthur Poodle 
Hootlik.. . . 

‘I am lold—' whispered the old Bishop of I’rumps. . . . 

‘New story upstairs,' said the first footman, as he nibbled among the 
dessert things. ‘So far as 1 can make out this here giant Princess-' 

‘'They say—' said the lady who kept the stationer's shop by the main 
entrance to the Palace, where the little Americans get their tickets for the 
State Apartments. . . . 

And then: 

‘\X^e are authorised to deny—' said ‘Picaroon’ in Gossip. 

And so the whole trouble came out. 



‘'They say that we must part,’ the Princess said to her lover. 

‘But why?’ he cried. ‘What new folly have these people got into their 
heads?' 

‘Do you know,’ she asked, ‘that to love me—is high treason?' 

‘My dear,’ he cried; ‘but does it matter? What is their right—right 
without a shadow of reason—and their treason and their lovalty to us.'*’ 





Si4 The Food of the Gods 

‘You shall hear,’ she said, and told him of the things that had been told to 
her. 

‘It was the queerest little man w'ho came to me—with a soft beautifully 
modulated voice, a softly moving little gentleman who sidled into the room 
like a cat and put his pretty white hand up so, whenever he had anything 
significant to say. He is bald, but not of course nakedly bald, and his nose 
and face are chubby rosy little things and his beard is trimmed to a point in 
quite the loveliest way. He pretended to have emotions several times and 
made his eyes shine. You know he is quite a friend of the real royal family 
here, and he called me his dear young lady and was perfectly sympathetic 
even from the beginning. “Aiy dear young lady,” he said, “you know —you 
mustn't^"" several times, and then, “you owe a duty.” ’ 

‘Where do they make such men?’ 

‘He likes it,’ she said. 

‘But I don’t see-’ 

‘He told me serious things.’ 

‘You don’t think,' he said, turning on her abruptly, ‘that there's anything 
in the sort of thing he said?’ 

‘'I'hcre’s something in it quite certainly,’ said she. 

‘You mean-’ 

‘I mean that without knowing it we have been trampling on the most 
sacred conceptions of the little folks. We who are royal are a class apart. We 
are worshipped prisoners, processional toys. We pay for worship by 
losing—our elementary freedom. And I was to have married that Prince— 
You know nothing of him though. Well, a pigmy Prince. He doesn’t matter. 
... It seems it would have strengthened the bonds between my country and 
another. And this country aho —was to profit. Imagine it!—strengthening 
the bonds!’ 

‘And now?’ 

‘They want me to go on with it—^as though there was nothing betw een us 
two.’ 

‘Nothing!’ 

‘Yes. But that isn’t all. He said-’ 

‘Your specialist in 'Pact?' 

‘Yes. lie said, it would be better for you, better for all the giants, if \wc 
two—abstained from conversation. That was how he put it.’ 

‘But what can they do if w'c don’t?’ 

‘He said you might have your freedom.’ 

‘He said, with a stress, “My dear young lady, it would be better, it would 
be more dignified, if you parted, willingly.” 'I'hat was all he said. With a 
stress on willingly.’ 

‘But—I What business is it of these little wretches, where we love, how we 
love? What have they and their world to do with us?’ 

‘They do not think that.’ 

‘Of course,’ he said, ‘you disregard all this.’ 

‘It seems utterly foolish to me.’ 

‘That their laws should fetter us! That we, at the first spring of life, 
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should be tripped by their old engagements, their aimless institutions! 
Oh—I We disregard it.’ 

‘I am yours. So far—yes.’ 

‘So far? Isn’t that all?’ 

‘But they—If they want to part us-’ 

‘What can they do?’ 

‘I don’t know. What can they do?’ 

‘Who cares what they can do, or what they will do? I am yours and you are 
mine. What is there more than that? I am yours and you are mine—for ever. 
Do you think I will stop for their little rules, for their little prohibitions, 
their scarlet boards indeed!—and keep from_\w/?’ 

‘Yes. But still, what can they do?’ 

‘You mean,’ he said, ‘what are we to do?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘We? We can go on.’ 

‘But if they seek to prevent us?’ 

He clenched his hands. He looked round as if the little people were 
already coming to prevent them. Then turned away from her and looked 
about the world. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Your question was the right one. What can 
they do?’ 

‘Here in this little land,’ she said and stopped. 

He seemed to survey it all. ‘'I'hey are everywhere.’ 

‘But we might-’ 

‘Whither?’ 

‘We could go. We could swim the seas together. Beyond the seas-’ 

‘I have never been beyond the seas.’ 

‘'Fhere arc great and desolate mountains amidst which we should seem no 
more than little people, there are remote and deserted valleys, there arc 
hidden lakes and snow-girdled uplands untrodden by the feet of men. 
There -’ 

‘But to get there we must fight our way day after day through millions and 
millions of mankind.’ 

‘It is our only hope. In this crow’ded land there is no fastness, no shelter. 
What place is there for us among these multitudes? 'I’hey who are little can 
hide from one another, but where arc we to hide? There is no place where 
we could eat, no place where we could sleep. If we fled—night and day they 
would pursue our footsteps.’ 

A thought came to him. 

‘'I’herc is one place,’ he said, ‘even in this island.’ 

‘Where?’ 

‘The place our Brothers have made over beyond there. They have made 
great banks about their house, north and south and cast and west; they have 
made deep pits and hidden places and even now—one came over to me quite 
recently. He said—I did not altogether heed what he said then. But spoke of 
arms. It may be—there—we should find shelter.. . . 

‘For many days,’ he said, after a pause, ‘I have not seen our Brothers.. . . 
Dear! I have been dreaming, I have been forgetting! The days have passed 
and I have done nothing but look to see you again.... I must go to them and 
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talk to them and tell them of you and of all the things that hang over us. If 
they will help us, they can help us. Then indeed we might hope. I do not 
know how strong their place is, but certainly Cossar will have made it 
strong. Before all this—before you came to me, I remember now—^there was 
trouble brewing. 'There was an election—when all the little people settle 
things by counting heads. It must be over now'. 'There were threats against 
all our race, against all our race, that is, but you. 1 must see our Brothers. I 
must tell them all that has happened between us and all that threatens now.’ 



He did not come to their next meeting until she had waited some time. 'They 
were to meet that day about midday in a great space of park that fitted into a 
bend of the river, and as she waited, looking ever southward under her 
hand, it came to her that the W'orld was very still, that indeed it was 
broodingly still. And then she perceived that, spite of the lateness of the 
hour, her customary retinue of voluntary spies had failed her. Left and 
right, when she came to look, there was no one in sight, and there was never 
a boat upon the silver curve of the 'Thames. She tried to find a reason for this 
strange stillness in the world., .. 

'Then, a grateful sight for her, she saw' young Redwood far away over a 
gap in the tree masses that bounded her view'. 

Immediately the trees hid him and presently he was thrusting through 
them and in sight again. She could sec there was something different, and 
then she saw that he was hurrying unusually and then that he limped. He 
gestured to her and she walked towards him. His face became clearer, and 
she saw w'ith infinite concern that he winced at every stride. She was 
running now, towards him, her mind full of questions and vague fear. He 
drew near to her and spoke w ithout a greeting. 

‘Arc we to part?’ he panted. 

‘No,’ she answered. ‘Why? What is the matter?' 

‘But if we do not part-! It is nozv." 

‘What is the matter?’ 

‘I do not want to part,’ he said. ‘Only-’ 

He broke off abruptly to ask, ‘You will not part from me?’ 

She met his eyes with a steadfast look. ‘What has happened?’ she pressed. 

‘Not for a time?’ 

‘What time?’ 

‘Years perhaps.’ 

‘Bart! No!’ 

‘You have thought?’ he insisted. 

‘I will not part.’ She took his hand. ‘If this meant death, riow^ I would not 
let you go.’ 

‘If it meant death,’ he said, and she felt his grip upon her fingers. 

He looked about him as if he feared to sec the little people coming as he 
spoke. And then: ‘It may mean death.’ 
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‘Now tell me,’ she said. 

‘They tried to stop my coming.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘And as I came out of my workshop where I make the Food of the Gods 
for the Cossars to store in their camp, I found a little officer of police—a man 
in blue with white clean gloves—who beckoned me to stop. ‘'I'his way is 
closed!’ said he. I thought little of that; I went round my workshop to where 
another road runs west, and there was another officer. ‘'I'his road is closed!’ 
he said, and added: ‘all the roads are closed!’ 

‘And then?’ 

‘I argued with him a little. “They are public roads!” I said. 

‘ “That’s it,” said he. “You spoil them for the public.” 

‘ “Very well,” said I, “I’ll take the fields,” and then up leapt others frt)m 
behind a hedge and said, “These fields are private.” 

‘ “Curse your public and private,” I said, “I’m going to my Princess,” 
and I stooped down and picked him up very gently—kicking and 
shouting—and put him out of my way. In a minute all the fields about me 
seemed alive with running men. I saw one on horseback galloping beside me 
and reading something as he rode—shouting it. He finished and turned and 
galloped away from me—head down. I couldn’t make it out. And then 
behind me I heard the crack of guns.’ 

‘Cjuns!’ 

‘(iuns—just as they shoot at the rats. I'he bullets came through the air 
with a sound like things tearing: one stung me in the leg.’ 

‘And you?’ 

‘C’ame on to you here and left them shouting and running and shooting 
behind me. And now-’ 

‘Now?’ 

‘It is only the beginning. 'They mean that we shall part. Even now they are 
coming after me.’ 

‘We will not.’ 

‘No. But if we arc not to part—then you must come with me to our 
Brothers.’ 

‘Which way?’ she said. 

‘To the east. Yonder is the way my pursuers will be coming. This then is 
the way we must go. Along this avenue of trees. Let me go first, so that if 
they are waiting-’ He made a stride, but she had seized his arm. 

‘No,’ cried she. ‘I come close to you, holding you. Perhaps I am royal, 
perhaps I am sacred. If I hold you— Would God w’c could fly with my arms 
about you!—it may be, they will not shoot at you-’ 

She clasped his shoulder and seized his hand as she spoke; she pressed 
herself nearer to him. ‘It may be they will not shoot you,’ she repeated, and 
with a sudden passion of tenderness he took her into his arms and kissed her 
cheek. For a space he held her. 

‘Even if it is death,’ she whispered. 

She put her arms about his neck and lifted her face to his. 

‘Dearest, kiss me once more.’ 

He drew her to him. Silently they kissed one another on the lips, and for 
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another moment clung to one another. Then hand in hand, and she striving 
always to keep her body near to his, they set forward if haply they might 
reach the camp of refuge the sons of Cossar had made, before the pursuit of 
the little people overtook them. 

And as they crossed the great spaces of the park behind the castle there 
came horsemen galloping out from among the trees and vainly seeking to 
keep pace with their giant strides. And presently ahead of them were houses 
and men with guns running out of the houses. At the sight of that, though he 
sought to go on and was even disposed to fight and push through, she made 
him turn aside towards the south. 

As they fled a bullet whipped by them overhead. 


YOUNG CADDLES IN LONDON 

I 

All unaware of the trend of events, unaw'are of the laws that were closing in 
upon all the Brethren, unaware indeed that there lived a Brother for him on 
the earth, young Caddies chose this time to come out of his chalk pit and sec 
the world. His brooding came at last to that. There was no answer to all his 
questions in Cheasing liyebright; the new Vicar was less luminous even 
than the old, and the riddle of his pointless labour grew at last to the 
dimensions of exasperation. ‘Why should 1 work in this pit day after day?' 
he asked. ‘Why should 1 walk within bounds and be refused all the wonders 
of the world beyond there? What have I done, to be condemned to this?’ 

And one day he stood up, straightened his back, and said in a loud voice, 
‘No!’ 

‘I won’t,’ he said, and then with great vigour cursed the pit. 

Then having few words he sought to express his thought in acts. He took 
a truck half filled with chalk, lifted it and flung it, smashed, against another. 
Then he grasped a whole row of empty trucks and spun them down a bank. 
He sent a huge boulder of chalk bursting among them, and then ripped up a 
dozen yards of rail with a mighty plunge of his foot. So he began the 
conscientious wrecking of the pit. 

‘Work all my days,’ he said, ‘at this!’ 

It was an astonishing five minutes for the little geologist he had, in his 
preoccupation, overlooked. 'I'his poor little creature having dodged two 
boulders by a hairbreadth, got out by the westward corner and fled athwart 
the hill, with flapping rucksack and twinkling knickerbockered legs, leaving 
a trail of Cretaceous echinoderms behind him, while young Caddies, 
satisfied with the destruction he had achieved, came striding out to fulfil his 
purpose in the world. 

‘Work in that old pit, until I die and rot and stink! ... What worm did 
they think was living in my giant body? Dig chalk for God knows what 
foolish purpose! Not /!’ 

The trend of road and railway perhaps, or mere chance it was, turned his 
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face to London; and thither he came striding, over the Downs and athwart 
the meadows, through the hot afternoon, to the infinite amazement of the 
world. It signified nothing to him that torn posters in red and white bearing 
various names flapped from every wall and barn; he knew nothing of the 
electoral revolution that had flung Caterham, ‘Jack the Giant-killer,' into 
power. It signified nothing to him that every police station along his route 
had what was known as Caterham’s ukase upon its notice board that 
afternoon, proclaiming that no giant, no person whatever over eight feet in 
height, should go more than five miles from his ‘place of location’ without a 
special permission. It signified nothing to him that in his wake belated 
police officers, not a little relieved to find themselves belated, shook warning 
handbills at his retreating back. He was going to see what the world had to 
show him, poor incredulous blockhead, and he did not mean that occasional 
spirited persons shouting ‘Hi!’ at him should stay his course. He came on 
down by Rochester and (ircenwich towards an ever thickening aggregation 
of houses, walking rather slow'ly now, staring about him and swinging his 
huge chopper. 

People in London had heard something of him before, ht>w that he was 
idiotic but gentle, and wonderfully managed by Lady Wondershoot’s agent 
and the Vicar; how in his dull way he revered these authorities and was 
grateful to them for their care of him, and so forth. So that when they learnt 
from the newspaper placards that afternoon that he also was ‘cm strike,’ the 
thing appeared t(^ many t^f them as a deliberate concerted act. 

‘They mean to try our strength,’ said the men in the trains going home 
from business. 

‘Lucky we havT C^aierham.’ 

‘It's in answer to his proclamation.' 

'The men in the clubs were better informed. They clustered round the 
tape or talked in groups in their smoking rooms. 

‘He has no weapons. I le would have gone to Sevenoaks if he had been put 
up to it.' 

‘C'aterham will handle him. . . .’ 

'I'he shopmen told their customers. 'The waiters in restaurants snatehed a 
moment for an evening paper between the courses. 'I’he cabmen read it 
immediately after the betting news. . . . 

'Phe placards of the chief giwernment evening paper were conspicuous 
with ‘Grasping the Nettle.’ Others relied for eftcci on: ‘Giant Redwood 
continues to meet the Princess.’ 'Fhe luho struck a line of its own with: 
‘Rumoured Revolt of Giants in the North of Imgland. The Sunderland 
Giants start for Scotland.’ 'The Westminster Gaz:ette sounded its usual 
warning note. ‘Giants Beware,’ said the Westminster and tried to 

make a point out of it that might perhaps serve towards uniting the Liberal 
party—at that time greatly torn between seven intensely egotistical leaders. 
'Phe later newspaper dropped into uniformity. ‘'Phe Giant in the New Kent 
Road,’ they proclaimed. 

‘What I want to knows’ said the pale young man in the tea shop, ‘is why 
wc aren’t getting any news of the young (^ossars. You’d think they’d be in it 
most of all....’ 
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‘They tell me there’s another of them young giants got loose,’ said the 
barmaid, wiping out a glass. ‘I’ve always said they was dangerous things to 
’avc about. Right away from the beginning.... It ought to be put a stop to. 
Any’ow, I ’ope ’c won’t come along ’ere.’ 

‘I’d like to ’avc a look at ’im,’ said the young man at the bar recklessly, and 
added, ‘I seen the Princess.’ 

‘D’you think they’ll ’uri ’im?’ said the barmaid. 

‘May ’avc to,’ said the young man at the bar, finishing his glass. 

Amidst a hum of ten million such sayings young Caddies came to 
London.... 


2 

I think of young Caddies always as he was seen in the New Kent Road, the 
sunset warm upon his perplexed and staring face. The nvid was thick with 
its varied traflic, omnibuses, trams, vans, carts, trolleys, cyclists, motors and 
a marvelling crowd—loafers, women, nursemaids, shopping women, 
children, venturesome hobbledehoys—gathered behind his gingerly 
moving feet. 'Fhe hi^ardings were untidy everywhere with the tattered 
election paper. A babblement of voices surged about him. One sees the 
customers and shopmen, crowding in the doorways of the shops, the faces 
that came and went at the windows, the little street boys running and 
shouting, the policeman taking it all quite stilily and calmly, the workmen 
knocking oH' upon scaffoldings, the seething miscellany of the little h^lks. 
'Fhcy shouted to him, vague encouragement, vague insults, the imbecile 
catch words of the day, and he stared down at them, at such a multitude of 
living creatures as he had never before imagined in the world. 

Now that he had fairly entered London he had to slacken his pace more 
and more, the little folks crowded so mightily upon him. 'The crowd grew 
denser at every step, and at last, at a corner where two great ways con¬ 
verged, he came to a stop and the multitude flowed about him and closed 
him in. 

'I'here he stood with his feet a little apart, his back to a big corner gin 
palace that towered twice his height and ended in a sky sign, staring down at 
the pigmies and wondering, trying, I doubt not, to collate it all with the 
other things of his life, with the valley among the downlands, the nocturnal 
lovers, the singing in the church, the chalk he hammered daily, and with 
instinct and death and the sky, trying to get it all together coherent and 
significant. His brows were knit, lie put his huge paw to scratch'his coarse 
hair, and groaned aloud. 

‘I don’t see it,’ he said. 

His accent was unfamiliar. A great babblement went across the open 
space, a babblement amidst which the gongs of the trams, ploughing their 
obstinate way through the mass, rose like red poppies amidst corn. ‘What 
did he say?’ ‘Said he didn’t see.’ ‘Said, where is the sea?’ ‘Said, where is a 
seat?’ ‘He wants a seat.’ ‘Can’t the brasted fool sit on a ’ouse or somethin'?’ 
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‘What arc yc tor, yc swarming little people? What are ye all doing—what 
are ye all for? 

‘What are ye doing up here, ye swarming little people, while Tm a- 
ciUling chalk for ye, down in the chalk pits there?’ 

His queer voice, the voice that had been so bad for school discipline at 
Cheasing liyebright, smote the multitude to silence while it sounded and 
splashed them all to tumult at the end. Some wit was audible screaming 
‘Speech, speech!’ ‘What’s he saying?’ was the burthen of the public mind, 
and an opinion was abroad that he was drunk. ‘Hi, hi, hi,’ bawled the 
omnibus drivers, threading a dangerous way. A drunken American sailor 
wandered about tearfully inquiring, ‘What’s he want anyhenv?' A leathery¬ 
faced rag-dealer upon a little pony-drawn cart soared up over the tumult by 
virtue of his voice. ‘Ciarn ’ome, you Hrasted (liant!' he brawled, ‘darn 
’Ome! You Brasled (ireat Dangerous 'Thing! Can’t you see you’re a- 
frightening the ’orses? C jo \)uic with you! 'Asn’t anyone ’ad the sense to tell 
you the law?’ And over all this uproar yi>ung Caddies stared, perplexed, 
expectant, saying no more. 

Down a side road came a little string of solemn policemen, and threaded 
itself ingeniously into the traliic. ‘Stand back,’ said the little voices; ‘keep 
moving, please.’ 

Yvuing C^addles became aware of a little dark blue llgure thumping at his 
shin. 

lie looked di)wn. "W'hai?' he said, bending forward. 

‘C^an’t stand about here,' shouted the inspector. 

‘No! You can’t stand about here,’ he repealed. 

‘Hut where am 1 to go?’ 

‘Hack to your village. Place of location. Anyhow, now—you've got to 
move on. You're obstructing the traliic.' 

‘What traliic?' 

‘Along the road.’ 

‘Hut where is it going? W'hcre does it come from? W’hat does it mean? 
They’re all around me. What do they want. What are they doin'? 1 want to 
understand. Tm tired of cuttin’ chalk and bein' all alone. W’hat are they 
dt)in’ for me while Tm a-cutiin’ chalk? I may just as well understand here 
and now, as anywhere.' 

‘Sorry. Hut we aren't here to explain things of that sort. 1 must arst you to 
move on.' 

‘Don’t you know?’ 

‘1 must arst you to move on—// you please. ... Td strongly advise you to 
get olf’ome. We’ve ’ad no special instructions yet—but it's against the law. 
. . . C^lear away there. C^lear a-way.' 

'The pavement to his left became invitingly bare, and young (Saddles went 
slowly on his way. Hut now his tongue was loosened. 

‘1 don’t understand,’ he muttered. ‘I don't understand.’ He would appeal 
brokenly to the changing crowd that ever trailed beside him and behind. ‘I 
didn’t know there were such places as this. What are all you people doing 
with yourselves? What’s it all for? What is it all for and where do 1 come in?’ 

He had already begotten a new catch word. Young men of wit and spirit 
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addressed each other in this manner, ‘Ullo Arry O’Cock. Wot’s it all/ar? 
Hh? Wot’s it all bloomin’ well forT 

To which there sprang up a competing variety of repartees, for the most 
part impolite. The most popular and best adapted for general use appears to 
have been "Shu! it,’ or, in a voice of scornful detachment— 

"GartiT 
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What was he seeking? He wanted something the pigmy world did not give, 
some end which the pigmy world prevented his attaining, prevented even 
his seeing clearly, which he was never to see clearly. It was the gigantic 
social side of this lonely dumb monster crying out for his race, for the things 
akin to him, for something he might love and something he might serve, for 
a purpose he might comprehend and a command he could obey. And, you 
know, all this was dumb, raged dumbly within him, could not even had he 
met a fellow' giant have found outlet and expression in speech. All the life he 
knew was the dull round of the village, all the speech he knew was the talk of 
the cottage, that failed and collapsed at the bare outline of his least gigantic 
need. He knew nothing of money, this monstrous simpleton, nothing of 
trade, nothing of the complex pretences upon w’hich the social fabric of the 
little folks was built. He needed, he needed— Whatever he needed, he never 
found his need. 

All through the day and the summer night he wandered, grow ing hungry 
but as yet uniired, marking the varied traflic of the different streets, the 
inexplicable businesses of all these infinitesimal beings. In the aggregate it 
had no other colour than confusion for him. . . . 

He is said to have plucked a lady from her carriage in Kensington, a lady 
in evening dress of the smartest sort, to have scrutinised her closely, train 
and shoulder blades, and to have replaced her—a little carelessly—w'ith the 
profoundest sigh. For that I cannot vouch. For an hour or so he watched 
people fighting for places in the omnibuses at the end of Piccadilly. He was 
seen looming over Kenningion Oval for some moments in the afternoon, 
but when he saw these dense thousands were engaged with the mystery i^f 
cricket and quite regardless of him he went his way w'ith a groan. 

I le came back to Piccadilly Circus between eleven and tw'elve at night and 
found a new sort of multitude. Clearly they were very intent: full of things 
they, for inconceivable reasons, might do, and of others they might not do. 
They stared at him and jeered at him and went their way. 'I'he cabmen, 
vulture-eyed, follow^ed one another continually along the edge of the 
swarming pavement. People emerged from the restaurants or entered them, 
grave, intent, dignified, or gently and agreeably excited, or keen and 
vigilant—beyond the cheating of the sharpest waiter born. 'Fhe great giant, 
standing at his corner, peered at them all. ‘What is it all for?’ he murmured 
in a mournful vast undertone, ‘What is it all for? They are all so earnest. 
What is it I do not understand?’ 



The Tood of ihe Gods ^23 

And nnne of them seemed to sec, as he could do, the drink-sodden 
wretchedness ol the painted women at the corner, the ragged misery that 
sneaked along the gutters, the infinite futility of all this employment, 'fhe 
infinite futility! None of them seemed to feel the shadow of that giant's 
need, that shadow of the future, that lay athwart their paths_ 

Across the road high up mysterious letters flamed and went, that might, 
could he have read them, have measured for him the dimensions of human 
interest, have told him of the fundamental needs and features of life as the 
little folks conceived it. l^irst would come a flaming 
W 

'fhen U would follow. 

T U; 

^rhen P, 

V U P; 

Until at last there stood complete, across the sky, this cheerful message to 
all who felt the burthen of life’s earnestness: 

ruppHR’s roNic: winh for vioour. 

Snap! and it had vanished into night, to be followed in the same slow 
development by a secimd universal solicitude: 

M 1 :AU FY SOAP. 

Not, you remark, mere cleansing chemicals, but something, as they say, 
‘ideal’; and then, completing the tripod of the little life: 

YANK HR'S YHI.LOW PILLS. 

After that there was nothing for it but 'flipper again, in flaming crimson 
letters, snap, snap, across the void. 

IJ P P 

F’arly in the small hours it would seem that young Caddies came to the 
shadowy quiet of Regent's Park, stepped over the railings and lay down on a 
grassy slope near where the people skate in winter time, and there he slept 
an hour or so. And about six o'clock in the mt^rning he was talking to a 
draggled woman he had found sleeping in a ditch near Hampstead Heath, 
asking her very earnestly what she thought she was for. . . . 
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I'he w’andering of C^addles about London came to a head on the second day 
in the morning. For then his hunger overcame him. He hesitated where the 
hot-smelling loaves w’cre being tossed into a cart, and then very quietly 
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knelt down and commenced robbery. He emptied the cart while the baker’s 
man fled for the police, and then his great hand came into the shop and 
cleared counter and cases. Then with an armful, still eating, he went his way 
looking for another shop to go on w'ith his meal. It happened to be one of 
those seasons when work is scarce and food dear, and the crowd in that 
quarter was sympathetic even with a giant who took the food they all 
desired. They applauded the second phase of his meal, and laughed at his 
stupid grimace at the policeman. 

‘I wofT hungry,’ he said, with his mouth full. 

‘Brayvo!’ cried the crowd. ‘Brayvo!’ 

Then when he was beginning his third baker's shop, he was stopped by 
half a dozen policemen hammering with truncheons at his shins. ‘Look 
here, my fine giant, you come along o’ me,’ said the oilicer in charge. ‘You 
ain’t allowed away from home like this. You come i^tf home with me.’ 

'I'hey did their best to arrest him. There was a trolley, I am told, chasing 
up and down the streets at that time, bearing rolls of chain and ships’ cable 
to play the part of handcuffs in that great arrest. 'I'hcrc was no intention 
then of killing him. ‘He is no party to the plot,’ Caterham had said. ‘I will 
not have innocent blood upon my hands.’ 

At first Caddies did not understand the import of these attentions. When 
he did, he told the policemen not to be fools and set oft‘ in great strides that 
left them all behind, 'fhe bakers’ shops had been in the Harrow Road, and 
he went through canal London to St John’s Wood and sat down in a private 
garden there to pick his teeth and be speedily assailed by another posse of 
constables. 

‘You lea’ me alone,’ he growled, and slouched through the gardens— 
spoiling several lawns and kicking down a fence or so, while the energetic 
little policemen followed him up, some through the gardens, some along the 
road in front of the houses. Here there were one or lwi> with guns, but they 
made no use of them. When he came out into the Kdgwarc Road there was a 
new note and a new movement in the crowd, and a mounted policeman rode 
over his foot and got upset for his pains. 

‘You lea’ me alone,’ said Caddies, facing the breathless crowd. ‘I’ve done 
nothing to you.’ 

At that time he was unarmed, for he had left his chalk chopper in Regent’s 
Park. But now, poor wretch, he seems to have felt the need of some weapon. 
He turned back towards the goods yard of the Great Western Railway, 
wrenched up the standard of a tall arc light, a formidable mace for him, and 
flung it over his shoulder. And finding the police still turning up to pester 
him, he went back along the Kdgwarc Road, towards Cricklcwood, and 
struck off sullenly to the north. 

He wandered as far as Waltham, and then turned back westward and then 
again towards London, and came by the cemeteries and over the crest of 
Highgatc about midday into view of the greatness of the city again. He 
turned aside, and sat down in a garden with his back to a house that 
overlooked all London. He was breathless, and his face was lowering, and 
now the people no longer crowded upon him as they had done when first he 
came to London, but lurked in the adjacent garden, and peeped from 
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cautious securities. 'I'hey knew by now the thing was grimmer than they had 
thought. ‘Why can’t they lea’ me alone?’ growled young Caddies. ‘I wus' 
eat. Why can’t they lea’ me alone?’ 

He sat with a darkling face, gnawing at his knuckles and looking down 
over London. All the fatigue, worry, perplexity, and impotent wrath of his 
wanderings was coming to a head in him. ‘They mean nothing,’ he 
whispered. ‘"I’hey mean nothing. And they wonU let me akme, and they will 
get in my way.’ And again, over and over to himself, ‘ineanin’ nothing. 

‘Ugh! the little people!’ 

He bit harder at his knuckles and his scowl deepened. ‘Cuttin’ chalk for 
’em,’ he whispered. ‘And all the world is theirs! I don’t come in— 
anywhere.’ 

Presently with a spasm of sick anger he saw the now familiar form of a 
policeman astride the garden wall. 

‘Lea’ me alone,’ grunted the giant. ‘Lea’ me alone.’ 

‘I got to do my duty,’ said the little policeman, with a face that was white 
and resolute. 

‘You lea’ me alone. I got to live as well as you. I got to think. I got to eat. 
You lea’ me alone.’ 

‘It’s the Law,’ said the little policeman, coming no further. ‘We never 
made the Law.’ 

‘Nor me,’ said young Caddies. ‘Your little people made all thal before I 
was born. You and your law! What I must and what I mustn’t. No food 
for me to cat unless I work a slave, no rest, no shelter, nothin’, and you 
tell me-’ 

‘I ain’t got no business with that,’ said the policeman. ‘I’m not one to 
argue. All I got to do is to carry out the law.’ And he brought his second leg 
over the wall and seemed disposed to get down. Other policemen appeared 
behind him. 

‘I got no quarrel with vu//—mind,’ said young Caddies, with his grip light 
upon his huge mace of iron, his face pale, and a lank explanatory great finger 
to the policeman. ‘I got no quarrel with you. Hut —You lea me aloue.^ 

'File policeman tried to be calm and commonplace, with a monstrous 
tragedy clear before his eyes, ‘(jive me the proclamation,’ he said to some 
unseen follower, and a little white paper was handed to him. 

‘Lea’ me alone,’ said (Saddles, scowling, tense, and drawn together. 

‘'This means,’ said the policeman before he read, ‘go ’ome. Cio ’ome to 
your chalk pit. If not, you’ll be hurt.’ 

Caddies gave an inarticulate growl. 

'Then when the proclamation had been read, the officer made a sign. luiur 
men with rifles came into view and took up positions of affected case along 
the wall. 'Fhey WH)re the uniforms of the rat police. At the sight of the guns, 
young Caddies blazed into anger. He remembered the sting of the 
Wreckstone farmers’ shotguns. ‘You going to shoot off those at me?’ he said, 
pointing, and it seemed to the officer he must be afraid. 

‘If you don’t march back to your pit-’ 

Then in an instant the officer had slung himself back over the wall, and 
sixty feet above him the great electric standard whirled down to his death. 
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Hang, bang, bang, went the heavy guns, and smash! the shattered wall, the 
soil and sub-soil ol* the garden Hew. Something flew with it, that left red 
drops on one of the shooter’s hands. The riflemen dodged this way and that 
and turned valiantly to fire again. Rut young C'addles, already shot twice 
through the body, had spun about to find who it was had hit him so heavily 
in the back. Hang! Hang! He liad a vision of houses and green-houses and 
gardens, of people dodging at windows, the whole sw^aying fearfully and 
mysteriously. He seems to have made three stumbling strides, to have raised 
and dropped his huge mace, and to have clutched his chest. He was stung 
and wrenched by pain. 

What was this, warm and wet, on his hand? . .. 

One man peering from a bedroom window' saw his face, saw him staring, 
with a grimace of weeping dismay, at the blood upon his hand, and then his 
knees bent under him, and he came crashing to the earth, the first of the 
giant nettles to fall to Caterham’s resolute clutch, the very last that he had 
reckoned w'ould come into his hand. 


REDWOOD’S ^rWO DAYS 
I 

So soon as (^aterham knew' the moment for grasping his nettle had come, he 
took the law into his ow n hands and sent to arrest ( A)ssar and Redwood. 

Redwood was there for the taking. He had been undergoing an operation 
in the side, and the doctors had kept all disturbing things from him until his 
convalescence was assured. Now' they had released him. He was just i)ut of 
bed, sitting in a fire-warmed room w'ith a heap of new spapers about him, 
reading for the first time of the agitation that had swept the country inti^ the 
hands of Caterham, and of the trouble that was darkening over the Princess 
and his son. It was in the morning of the day w hen young Caddies died, and 
when the policeman tried to sU)p young Redw'ood on his way the 
Princess. The latest newspapers Redwood had did but vaguely prefigure 
these imminent things. He was re-reading these first adumbrations of 
disaster with a sinking heart, reading the shadow of death more and more 
perceptibly into them, reading to occupy his mind until further news should 
come. When the officers follow'ed the servant into his room, he looked up 
eagerly. 

‘1 thought it was an early evening paper,’ he said. 'I'hen standing up, and 
with a swift change of manner: ‘What’s this? . . .' 

After that Redwood had no news of anything for two days. 

They had come with a vehicle to lake him away, but when it became 
evident that he was ill, it was decided to leave him for a day or so until he 
could be safely removed, and his house was taken over by the police and 
converted into a temporary prison. It was the same house in which Giant 
Redwood had been born and in which Herakleophorbia had for the first 
time been given to a human being, and Redwood had now been a widower 
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and had lived alone in it eight years. 

He had become an iron-grey man, with a little pointed grey beard and still 
active brown eyes. He was slender and soft-voiced, as he had ever been, but 
his features had now that indelinable quality that comes of brooding over 
mighty things. 'Fo the arresting ollicer his appearance was in impressive 
contrast to the enormity of his oll'ences. ‘Here’s this feller,' said the officer in 
command, to his next subordinate, ‘has done his level best to burst up 
everything, and ’c’s got a face like a quiet country gentleman; and here’s 
Judge Hangbrow keepin’ everything nice and in order for everyone, and 'e’s 
gt)t a ’ead like a 'og. Then their manners! One all ccMisideralion and the 
either snort and grunt. Which just shows you, doesn’t it, that appearances 
aren’t to be gone upon, whatever else you do.’ 

Hut his praise of Redwood’s consideration was presently dashed. 'Fhe 
officers found him troublesome at first until they had made it clear that it 
was useless for him to ask questions or beg for papers. They made a sort of 
inspection of his study indeed, and cleared away even the papers he had. 
Redwood’s voice was high and exposlulatory. ‘But don’t you see,’ he said 
over and over again, ‘it’s my son, my only son, that is in this trouble. It isn’t 
the hood I care for, but my son.’ 

‘I wish indeed I could tell you. Sir,’ said the officer. ‘Hut our orders are 
strict.’ 

‘Who gave the orders?’ cried Redwood. 

‘Ah, ihaty Sir—’ said the officer, and moved towards the door. 

‘’l:’s going up and down ’is room,’ said the second officer, when his 
superior came down. ‘ fhat's all right. He’ll walk it off a bit.’ 

‘1 hope ’e will,’ said the chief officer. ‘'The fact is I didn’t see it in that light 
before, but this here Ciiant what’s been gi)ing on with the Princess, you 
know, is this man’s son.’ 

'The two regarded one another and the third policeman for a space. 

‘'I'hen it is a bit rough on him,’ the third policeman said. 

It became evident that Redwood had still imperfectly apprehended the 
fact that an iron curtain had dropped between him and the outer W’orld. 
'They heard him go to the door, try the handle and rattle the lock, and then 
the voice of the officer who was stationed on the landing telling him it was no 
good to do that. Then afterwards they heard him at the windows and saw 
the men outside looking up. ‘It’s no good that way,’ said the second officer, 
'fhen Redwood began upon the bell. The senior officer went up and 
explained very patiently that it could do no good to ring the bell like that, 
and if it was rung for nothing now it might have to be disregarded presently 
when he had need of something. ‘Any reasonable attendance. Sir,’ the 
officer said. ‘Hut if you ring it just by way of protest we shall be obliged. Sir, 
to disconnect.’ 

'I’he last w'ord the officer heard was Redwood’s high-pitched, ‘Hut at least 
you might tell me if my son-’ 
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After that Redwood spent most of his time at the windows. 

Rut the windows otfered him little of the mareh of events outside. It was a 
quiet street at all limes, and that day it was unusually quiet. Scarcely a cab, 
scarcely a tradesman’s cart passed all that morning. Now and then men 
went by—without any distinctive air of events—now and then a little group 
of children, a nursemaid and a woman going shopping, and so forth. 'They 
came on to the stage right or left, up or down the street, with an exasperating 
suggestion of indilfercnce to any concerns mi>re spacious than their own; 
they would discover the police-guarded house with ama/ement and exit in 
the opposite direction, where the great trusses of a giant hydrangea hung 
across the pavement, staring back or pointing. Now and then a man would 
come and ask one of the policeman a question and get a curt reply. . . . 

Opposite the houses seemed dead. A housemaid appeared once at a 
bedroom window and stared for a space, and it occurred to Redwood to 
signal to her. 1^’or a time she watched his gestures as if with interest and 
made a vague response to them, then looked in er her shoulder suddenly and 
turned and went away. An old man hi>bbled out of Number 37 and came 
down the steps and went otf to the right, altogether without looking up. h’or 
ten minutes the only occupant of the road was a cat.. .. 

With such events that interminable momentous morning lengthened out. 

About twelve there came a bawling of news-vendi^rs from the adjaceni 
road; but it passed. Contrary to their wont they left Redwood’s street alone, 
and a suspicion dawned upon him that the police were guarding the end i^f 
the street. He tried to open the window, but this brought a policeman into 
the room forthwith.. .. 

'The clock of the parish church struck twelve, and after an abyss of time— 
one. 

'rhey mocked him with lunch. 

lie ate a mouthful and tumbled the food about a little in order to get it 
taken away, drank freely of whisky, and then took a chair and went back to 
the window. 'The minutes expanded into grey immensities, and for a time 
perhaps he slept.... 

lie aw’oke with a vague impression of remote concussions. 1 le perceived a 
rattling of the windows like the quiver of an earthquake, that lasted for a 
minute or so and died away. Then after a silence it returned. ... 'rhen it 
died away again. He fancied it might be merely the passage of some heavy 
vehicle along the main road. What else could it be? ... 

After a time he began to doubt whether he had heard this sound. 

He began to reason interminably with himself. Why after all was he 
seized? Caterham had been in office two days—just long enough—to grasp 
his Nettle! Grasp his Nettle! Grasp his Giant Nettle! The refrain once 
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started, sang through his mind and would not be dismissed. 

What alter all could Caterham do? I Ic was a religious man. He w as bound 
in a sort of way by that not to do violence without a cause. 

(}rasp his Nettle! Perhaps for example the Princess was to be seized and 
sent abroad. 'There might be trouble with his son. In which case—I But why 
had he been arrested.** Why was it necessary to keep him in ignorance of a 
thing like that? 'The thing suggested—something more extensive. 

Perhaps, for example—they meant to lay all the giants by the heels. 'They 
were all to be arrested together. 'There had been hints of that in the election 
speeches. And then? 

No doubt they had got (^ossar also? 

(Caterham was a religious man. Redwood clung to that. 'The back of his 
mind was a black curtain, and on that curtain there came and went a w'ord— 
a w'i)rd written in letters of lire. He struggled perpetually against that w’ord. 
It was always as it were beginning to get w ritten on the curtain and never 
getting completed. 

He faced it at last. ‘Massacre!' 'There was the word in its full brutality. 

No! No! No! It was impossible! Caterham was a religious man, a civilised 
man. And besides after all these years, after all these hopes! 

Redwood sprang up; he paced the room. He spoke to himself; he shouted. 

Wor 

Mankind was surely not so mad as that—surely not! It was impossible, it 
was incredible, it could not be. What good would it do, to kill the giant 
human when the gigantic in all the lower things had now inevitably come? 
'They could not be st) mad as that! 

‘1 must dismiss such an idea,’ he said aloud; ‘dismiss such an idea! 
Absolutely!’ 

He pulled up short. W'hat was that? 

(Certainly the windows had rattled. He w’cnt to Itn^k out into the street. 
Opposite he saw the instant contirmation of his ears. At a bedrinm at 
Number 35 w’as a woman, tinvel in hand, and at the dining-room of Number 
37 a man was visible behind a great vase of hypertrophied maidenhair fern, 
both staring out and up, both disquieted and curious. 1 Ic could see ninv too 
quite clearly that the policeman on the pavement had heard it also. 'The 
thing was not his imagination. 

He turned to the darkling room. 

‘Cjuiis,’ he said. 

He brooded. 

‘Guns?’ 

'They brought him in strong tea, such as he was accustomed to have. It 
W'as evident his housekeeper had been taken into consultation. Atter 
drinking it, he was tix) restless to sit any longer at the window* and he paced 
the room. His mind became more capable of consecutive thought. 

'The room had been his study for four and twenty years. It had been 
furnished at his marriage, and all the essential equipment dated Irom then, 
the large complex writing desk, the rotating chair, the easy chair at the lire, 
the rotating bookcase, the fixture of indexed pigeon-holes that tilled the 
further recess. 'The vivid 'Turkey carpet, the later Victorian rugs and 
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curtains had mellowed now to a rich dignity of effect, and copper and brass 
shone warm about the open fire. Electric lights had replaced the lamp of 
former days; that was the chief alteration in the original equipment. But 
among these things his connection with the Food had left abundant traces. 
Along one wall, above the dado, ran a crowded array of black-framed 
photographs and photogravures, showing his son and Cossar’s sons and 
others of the Boom-children at various ages and amidst various sur¬ 
roundings. Even young Caddies’ vacant visage had its place in that collec¬ 
tion. In the corner stood a sheaf of the tassels of gigantic meadow grass from 
Cheasing Eyebright, and on the desk there lay three empty poppy heads as 
big as hats. The curtain rods were grass stems. And the tremendous skull of 
the great hog of Oakham hung, a portentous ivory overmantle, with a 
Chinese jar in either eye socket, snout down above the fire.. . . 

It was to the photographs that Redw\H)d went, and in particular to the 
photographs of his son. 

'Fhey brought back countless memories of things that had passed out of 
his mind, of the early days of the Food, of Bensington’s timid presence, of 
his cousin Jane, of Cossar and the night work at the Experimental harm. 
These things came to him now very little and bright and distinct, like things 
seen through a telescope on a sunny day. And then there was the giant 
nursery, the giant childhood, the young giant’s first efforts to speak, his first 
clear signs of affection. 

Guns? 

It flowed in on him, irresistibly, overwhelmingly, that outside there, 
outside this accursed silence and mystery, his son and (^ossar’s sons and all 
these glorious first fruits of a greater age were even now—fighting. Fighting 
for life! Even now his son might be in some dismal quandary, cornered, 
wounded, overcome.. .. 

He swung away from the pictures and went up and down the room 
gesticulating. ‘It cannot be,’ he cried, ‘it cannot be! It cannot end like that! 

‘What was that?’ 

He slopped, stricken rigid. 

The trembling of the windows had begun again, and then had come a 
thud—a vast concussion that shook the house. The concussion seemed to 
last for an age. It must have been very near, h'or a moment it seemed that 
something had struck the house above him—enormous impact that broke 
into a tinkle of falling glass and then a stillness that ended at last with a 
minute clear sound of running feet in the street below. 

Those feet released him from his rigor. He turned towards the window 
and saw it starred and broken. 

His heart beat high with a sense of crisis, of conclusive occurrence, of 
release. And then again, his realisation of impotent confinement fell about 
him like a curtain! 

He could see nothing outside except that the small electric lamp opposite 
was not lighted; he could hear nothing after the first suggestion of a wide 
alarm. He could add nothing to interpret or enlarge that mystery except that 
presently there came a reddish fluctuating brightness in the sky towards the 
south-east. 
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Thh light waxed and waned. When it waned he doubted if it had ever 
waxed. It had crept upon him very gradually with the darkling. It became 
the predominant fact in his long night of suspense. Sometimes it seemed to 
him it had the quiver one associates with dancing flames; at others he 
fancied it was no mi)re than the normal reflection of the evening lights. It 
waxed and waned through the long hours and only vanished at last when it 
was submerged altogether under the rising tide of dawn. Did it mean—? 
What could it mean? Almost certainly it was some sort of fire, near or 
remote, but he could not even tell whether it was smoke or cloud drift that 
streamed across the sky. But about one o'clock there began a flickering of 
searchlights athwart that ruddy tumult, a flickering that continued for the 
rest of the night. 'That too might mean many things? What could it mean? 
What did it mean? Just this stained unrestful sky he had and the suggestion 
of a huge explosion to occupy his mind. 'I’here came no further sounds, no 
further running, nothing but a shouting that might have been only the 
etiorts of distant drunken men. .. . 

He did not turn up his lights! He stood at his draughty broken window a 
distressful, slight black outline to the oflicer who looked ever and again into 
the room and exhorted him to rest. 

All night RedwtH)d remained at his window peering up at the ambiguous 
drift of the sky, and only with the coming of the dawn did he obey his fatigue 
and lie down upon the little bed they had prepared for him between his 
writing desk and the sinking fire in the fireplace under the great hog's skull. 
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bor thirty-six long hours did Redwood remain imprisoned, closed in and 
shut t)fl'from the great drama of the Two Days, while the little people in the 
dawn of greatness fought against the Children of the food. 'Then abruptly 
the iron curtain rose again and he found himself near the very centre ol the 
struggle. 'That curtain rose as unexpectedly as it had fallen. In the late 
afternoon he was called to the window by the clatter of a cab, that stopped 
without. A young man descended and in another minute stood before him 
in the room, a slightly built young man ifl'thirty perhaps, clean shaven, well 
dressed, well mannered. 

‘Mr Redwood, Sir,’ he began, ‘would you be willing to come to Mr 
(^aterham? He needs your presence very urgently.’ 

‘Needs my presence! . . .’ 'I here leapt a question into Redwood’s mind, 
that for a moment he could not put. He hesitated. Then in a voice that broke 
he asked: ‘What has he done to my Son?’ and stood breathless lor the reply. 

‘Your son. Sir? Your son is doing well. So at least we gather.’ 

‘Doing well?’ 

‘He was wounded. Sir, yesterday. Have you not heard.**’ 

Redwood smote these pretences aside. His voice was no longer coloured 
by fear, but by anger. ‘You know I have not heard. You know I have heard 
nothing.’ 
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‘Mr Catcrham feared, Sir—It was a time of upheaval. Everyone—taken 
by surprise. He arrested you to save you, Sir, from any misadventure-’ 

‘He arrested me to prevent my giving any warning or advice to my son. 
Go on. Tell me what has happened. Have you succeeded? Have you killed 
them all?’ 

The young man made a pace or so towards the window, and turned. 

‘No, Sir,’ he said concisely. 

‘What have you to tell me?’ 

‘It’s our proof. Sir, that this fighting was not planned by us. They found 
us ... totally unprepared.’ 

‘You mean?’ 

‘I mean. Sir, the giants have—^to a certain extent—held their own.’ 

The world changed for Redwood, hor a moment something like hysteria 
had the muscles of his face and throat, 'fhen he gave vent to a profound 
‘Ah!’ His heart bounded towards exultation. ‘The giants have held their 
own!’ 

‘There has been terrible fighting—^terrible destruction. It is all a most 
hideous misunderstanding. ... In the north and midlands giants have been 
killed. .. . Everywhere.’ 

‘They arc fighting now?’ 

‘No, Sir. There was a flag of truce.’ 

‘From them?’ 

‘No, Sir. Mr Caterham sent a flag of truce, 'fhe whole thing is a hideous 
misunderstanding. That is why he wants to talk to you, and put his case 
before you. They insist, Sir, that you should intervene-’ 

Redwood interrupted. ‘Do you know’ w'hal happened to my son?’ he 
asked. 

‘He was wounded.’ 

‘Tell me! Tell me!’ 

‘He and the Princess came—before the'—the movement to surround the 
Cossar camp was complete—the Cossar pit at Chislehurst. They came 
suddenly. Sir, crashing through a dense thicket of giant oats, near River, 
upon a column of infantry. ... Soldiers had been very nervous all day, and 
this produced a panic.’ 

‘I’hey shot him?’ 

‘No, Sir. They ran away. Some shot at him—wildly—against orders.’ 

Redwood gave a note of denial. 

‘It’s true, Sir. Not on account of your son, I won’t pretend, but on 
account of the Princess.’ 

‘Yes. I'hat’s true.’ 

‘The two giants ran shouting towards the encampment. 'I’hc soldiers ran 
this way and that, and then some began firing, 'fhey say they saw him 

stagger-’ 

‘Ugh!’ 

‘Yes, Sir. But we know he is not badly hurt.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘He sent the message. Sir, that he was doing well!’ 

‘I'o me?’ 
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‘Who else, Sir?’ 

Redwood stood for nearly a minute with his arms tightly folded, taking 
this in. "I'hcn his indignation found a voice. 

‘Because you were fools in doing the things, because you miscalculated 
and blundered, you would like me to think you are not murderers in 
intention. And besides—The rest?’ 

'Vhc young man looked interrogation. 

‘The other giants?’ 

The young man made no further pretence of misunderstanding. His tone 
fell. ‘I'hirteen, Sir, are dead.’ 

‘And others wounded?’ 

‘Yes, Sir.’ 

‘And C^aterham,’ he gasped, ‘wants to meet me! ... Where are the 
others?’ 

‘Some got to the encampment during the fighting. Sir. . .. 'I'hey seem to 
have known-’ 

‘Well, of course they did. If it hadn’t been for ( A)ssar— (’ossar is there?' 

‘Yes, Sir. And all the surviving giants are there—the ones who didn’t get 
to the camp in the fighting have gone, or are going now' under the fiag of 
truce.’ 

‘That means,’ said RedwHHKl, ‘that you are beaten.’ 

‘We are not beaten. No, Sir. You cannot say we are beaten. But your sons 
have broken the rules of w^ar. Once last night, and now again. After our 
attack had been withdrawn. This afternoon they began to bombard 
London-' 

‘'That’s legitimate!’ 

‘They have been firing shells filled with—poison.’ 

‘Poison?’ 

‘Yes. Poison. The luiod-’ 

‘Herakleophorbia?’ 

‘Yes, Sir. Mr Caterham, Sir-’ 

‘You arc beaten! Of course that beats you. It’s Cossar! What can you hope 
to do now’? What good is it to do anything now^? You will breathe it in the 
dust of every street. What is there to fight for more? Rules of War, indeed! 
And now Caterham wants to humbug me to help him bargain. Good 
heavens, man! Why should I come to your exploded windbag? He has 
played his game . . . murdered and muddled. Why should I?’ 

'I’he young man stood with an air of vigilant respect. 

‘It is a fact. Sir,’ he interrupted, ‘that the giants insist that they shall see 
you. They will have no ambassador but you. Unless you come to them, I am 
afraid. Sir, there W'ill be more bloodshed.’ 

"On your side, perhaps.’ 

‘No, Sir—on both sides. I’he world is resolved the thing must end.’ 

Redwood looked about the study. His eyes rested for a moment on the 
photograph of his boy. He turned and met the expectation of the young 
man. 

‘Yes,’ he said at last, ‘I will come.’ 
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His encounter with Caterham was entirely difterent from his anticipation. 
He had seen the man only twice in his life, once at dinner and once in the 
lobby of the House, and his imagination had been active not with the man 
but with the creation of the newspapers and caricaturists, the legendary 
Caterham, Jack the Giant-killer, Perseus, and all the rest of it. 'I'he clement 
of a human personality came in to disorder all that. 

Here was not the face of the caricatures and portraits, but the face of a 
w'orn and sleepless man, lined and drawn, yellow in the whites of the eyes, a 
little weakened about the mouth. Here, indeed, were the red-brown eyes, 
the black hair, the distinctive aquiline profile of the great demagogue, but 
here was also something else that smote any premeditated scorn and 
rhetoric aside. 'This man was suii'ering; he was suffering acutely; he was 
under enormous stress. h>om the beginning he had an air of impersonating 
himself. Presently, with a single gesture, the slightest movement, he 
revealed to Redwood that he was keeping himself up with drugs. I le moved 
a thumb to his waistcoat pocket, and then, after a few sentences more, threw 
concealment aside, and slipped the little tabloid to his lips. 

Moreover, in spite of the stresses upon him, in spile of the fact that he was 
in the wrong, and Redwood's junior by a dozen years, that strange quality in 
him, the something—personal magnetism one may call it for want of* a 
belter name—that had won his way for him to this eminence of disaster was 
with him still. On that also Redwi)od had failed to reckon. From the first, so 
far as the course and conduct of their speech went, Caterham prevailed over 
Redwood. All the quality of the first phase of their meeting was determined 
by him, all the tone and procedure was his. 'I'hat happened as if it was a 
matter of course. All Redwood’s expectations vanished at his presence. He 
shook hands before Redwood remembered that he meant to parry that 
familiarity; he pitched the note of their conference from the outset, sure and 
clear, as a search for expedients under a common catastrophe. 

If he made any mistake it was when ever and again his fatigue got the 
better of his immediate attention, and the habit of the public meeting 
carried him away. 'I’hen he drew himself up—through all their interview 
both men stood—and looked away from Redwood, and began to fence and 
justify. Once even he said ‘Gentlemen!’ 

Quietly, expandingly, he began to talk.... 

There were moments when Redwood ceased even to feel himself an 
interlocutor, when he became the mere auditor of a monologue. He became 
the privileged spectator of an extraordinary phenomenon. He perceived 
something almost like a specific difterence between himself and this being 
whose beautiful voiee enveloped him, who was talking, talking. 'I'his mind 
before him was so powerful and so limited. F>om its driving energy, its 
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personal weight, its invincible oblivion to certain things, there sprang up in 
Redwood’s mind the most grotesque and strange of images. Instead of an 
antagonist who was a fellow creature, a man one could hold morally 
responsible, and to whom one could address reasonable appeals, he saw 
Caterham as something, something like a monstrous rhinoceros, as it were, 
a civilised rhinoceros begotten of the jungle of democratic affairs, a monster 
of irresistible onset and invincible resistance. In all the crashing conflicts of 
that tangle he was supreme. And beyond? 'Fhis man was a being supremely 
adapted to make his way through multitudes of men. h'or him there was no 
fault so important as self-contradiction, no science so significant as the 
reconciliation of ‘interests.' Hconomic realities, topographical necessities, 
the barely touched mines of scientific expedients existed for him no more 
than railways or rifled guns or geographical literature exist for his animal 
prototype. What did exist were gatherings, and caucuses, and votes—above 
all votes. He was votes incarnate—^millions of votes. 

And now in the great crisis, with the giants broken but not beaten, this 
vote-monster talked. 

It was so evident that even now he had everything to learn. He did not 
know there were physical laws and economic laws, quantities and reactions 
that all humanity voting Hcniinc amtradicente cannot vote away, and that are 
disobeyed only at the price of destruction. He did not know there are moral 
laws that cannot be bent by any force of glamour, or are bent only to fly back 
with vindictive violence. In the face of shrapnel or the Judgment Day, it was 
evident to Redwot^d that this man would have sheltered behind some 
curiously dodged vote of the House of Commons. 

VC'hat most cimcerned his mind now was not the powers that held the 
fastness away there to the south, not defeat and death, but the elfect of these 
things upon his Majority, the cardinal reality in his life. 1 le had to defeat the 
giants or go under. He was by no means absolutely despairful. In this hour 
of his utmost failure, with blood and disaster upon his hands, and the rich 
promise of still more horrible disaster, with the gigantic destinies of the 
world towering and toppling iwer him, he was capable of a belief that by 
sheer exertion of his voice, by explaining and qualifying and restating, he 
might yet reconstitute his power. He was puzzled and distressed no doubt, 
fatigued and suffering, but if only he could keep up, if only he could keep 
talking- 

As he talked he seemed to Redwood to advance ai.d recede, to dilate and 
contract. Redwood’s share of the talk was of the most subsidiary sort, 
w’edges, as it were suddenly thrust in. ‘'Fhal's all nonsense.’ ‘No.’ ‘It’s no 
use suggesting that.’ ‘'I’hen why did you begin?’ 

It is doubtful if Caterham really heard him at all. Round such 
interpolations Caterham’s speech flowed indeed like some swift stream 
about a rock. 'Fhere this incredible man stood, on his oflieial hearthrug, 
talking, talking with enormous pow’er and skill, talking as though a pause in 
his talk, his explanations, his presentation of standpoints and lights, of 
considerations and expedients, w^ould permit some antagonistic influence to 
leap into being—into vocal being, the only being he could comprehend. 
'I'here he stood amidst the slightly faded splendours of that official room in 
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which one man after another had succumbed to the belief that a certain 
power of intervention was the creative control of an empire.... 

The more he talked the more certain Redwood's sense of stupendous 
futility grew. Did this man realise that while he stood and talked there, the 
whole great world was moving, that the invincible tide of growth llowcd and 
flowed, that there were any hours but parliamentary hours, or any weapons 
in the hands of the Avengers of Hlood? Outside, darkling the whole room, a 
single leaf of giant Virginian creeper tapped unheeded on the pane. 

Redwood became anxious to end this amazing monoU)gue, to escape to 
sanity and judgment, to that beleaguered camp, the fastness of the future, 
where, at the very nucleus of greatness, the Sons were gathered together. 
For that this talking was endured. He had a curious impression that unless 
this monologue ended he would presently find himself carried away by it, 
that he must fight against Caterham's voice as one fights against a drug. 
Facts had altered and were altering beneath that spell. 

What was the man saying? 

Since Redwood had to report it to the Children of the Food, in a sort of 
way he perceived it did matter. He would have to listen and guard his sense 
of realities as well as he could. 

Much about bloodguiltiness. 'That was eloquence. 'That didn't matter. 
Next? 

He was suggesting a convention! 

He was suggesting that the surviving C>hildren of the Food should 
capitulate and go apart and form a community of their own. 'I'here were 
precedents, he said, for this. ‘We would assign them territory-' 

‘Where?' interjected Redwood, stooping to argue. 

Caterham snatched at that concession. He turned his face to Redwood's, 
and his voice fell to a persuasive reasonableness. 'Fhat could be determined. 
'I'hat he contended was a quite subsidiary question. I'hen he went on to 
stipulate: ‘And except for them and where they are we must have absolute 
control, the Food and all the F'ruits of the Food must be stamped out-' 

Redwood found himself bargaining: ‘'Fhe Princess?' 

‘She stands apart.' 

‘No,' said Redwood, struggling to get back to the old footing. ‘That's 
absurd.' 

‘'Fhat afterwards. At any rate we are agreed that the making of the F'ood 
must stop-' 

‘I have agreed to nothing. I have said nothing-’ 

‘But on one planet, to have two races of men, one great, one small! 
Consider what has happened! (Consider that it is but a little foretaste of what 
might presently happen if this F'ood has its way! Consider all you have 
already brought upon this world! If there is to be a race of giants, increasing 
and multiplying-' 

‘It is not for me to argue,' said Redwood. ‘I must go to our sons. I want to 
go to my son. 'Fhat is why I have come to you. 'Fell me exactly what you 
offer.' 

Caterham made a speech upon his terms. 

'Fhe (Children of the Food were to be given a great reservation—in North 
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America perhaps or Africa—in which they might live out their lives in their 
nwn fashion. 

"Hut it s nonsense,’ said Redwood. " There are other giants now^ abroad. 
All over liurope—here and there!’ 

"'I'here could be an international convention. It’s not impossible. 
Something of the sort indeed has already been spoken of. ... Hut in this 
reservation they can live out their owm lives in their own way. 'They may do 
what they like; they may make what they like. We shall he glad if they will 
make us things. 'They may be happy. 'Think!’ 

"Fnn'ided there are no more children.’ 

"Precisely. 'The children are for us. And so. Sir, we shall save the world, 
we shall save it absolutely from the fruits of your terrible discovery. It is not 
too late for us. Only we are eager to temper expediency with mercy, liven 
now we are burning and searing the places their shells hit yesterday. We can 
get it under. 'I'rust me we shall get it under. Hut in that way, without 
cruelty, withi^ul injustice-' 

"And suppose the CChildren do noi agree?’ 

b'ov the first time (iaterham looked Redwood fully in the face. 

"'They must!’ 

"I don’t think they will.’ 

"Why shi)uld they not agree?’ he asked, in richly toned ama/ement. 

"Suppose they don’t?’ 

"W'hat can it be but war? We cannot have the thing go on. W'e cannot, Sir. 
Have you scientilic men no imagination? Have you no mercy? We cannot 
have our world trampled under a growing herd of such monsters and 
monstrous growths as your Ixuid has made. W'e cannot and we cannot! I ask 
you. Sir, what can it be but war? And remember—this that has happened is 
only a beginning! J'his was a skirmish. A mere alfair of police. Relieve me, a 
mere affair of police. l!)o not be cheated by perspective, by the immediate 
bigness of these newer things. Hehind us is the nation—is humanity. Hehind 
the thousands who have died there are millions. Were it not for the fear of 
bloodshed. Sir, behind our first attacks there would be fi)rming other 
attacks, even now. Whether we can kill this T’ood or not, most assuredly we 
can kill your sons! You reckon loo much on the things of yesterday, on the 
happenings of a mere score of years, on one battle. You have no sense of the 
slow course ()f history. 1 offer this convention for the sake of lives, not 
because it can change the inevitable end. If you think that your poor two 
dozen of giants can resist all the forces of our people and of all the alien 
peoples who will come to our aid; if you think you can change Humanity at a 
blow, in a single generation, and alter the nature and stature of Man-’ 

He flung out an arm. "Go to them now. Sir! See them, tor all the evil they 
have done, crouching among their wounded-’ 

He stopped, as though he had glanced at Redwood’s son by chance. 

'There came a pause. 

‘Cjo to them,’ he said. 

"I'hat is what I want to do.’ 

"'Then go now. . ..’ 

He turned and pressed the button of a bell; without, in immediate 



The Food of the Gods 

response, came a sound of opening doors and hastening feet. 

The talk was at an end. The display was over. Abruptly C'aterham seemed 
to contract, to shrivel up into a yellow-faced, fagged-out, middle-sized, 
middle-aged man. He stepped forward, as if he were stepping out of a 
picture, and with a complete assumption of that friendliness that lies behind 
all the public conflicts of our race, he held out his hand to Redwood. 

As if it were a matter of course. Redwood shook hands with him for the 
second time. 


THE GIANT LEAGUER 
I 

Presently Redwood found himself in a train going south over the 'Phames. 
He had a brief vision of the river shining under its lights, and of the smoke 
still going up from the place where the shell had fallen on the north bank, 
and where a vast multitude of men had been organised to burn the 
Hcrakleophorbia out of the ground. The southern bank was dark, for some 
reason even the streets were not lit; all that was clearly visible were the 
outlines of the tall alarm-towers and the dark bulks of flats and schools, and 
after a minute of peering scrutiny he turned his back on the windinv and 
sank into thought. There was nothing more to see or do until he saw the 
Sons.. .. 

He was fatigued by the stresses of that last two days; it seemed to him that 
his emotions must needs be exhausted, but he had fortified himself with 
strong coltee before starting, and his thoughts ran thin and clear. His mind 
touched many things. He reviewed again, but now in the enlightenment of 
accomplished events, the manner in which the hood had entered and 
unfolded itself in the world. 

‘Bensington thought it might be an excellent food for infants,' he 
whispered to himself, with a faint smile. 'I'hen there came into his mind as 
vivid as if they were still unsettled his own horrible doubts after he had 
committed himself by giving it to his own son. From that, with a steady 
unfaltering expansion, in spite of every ettbrt of men, to help and hinder, the 
b'ood had spread through the whole world of man. And now? 

‘liven if they kill them all,’ Redwood whispered, ‘the thing is done.' 

The secret of its making w^as known far and wide. That had been his own 
work. Plants, animals, a multitude of distressful growing children WTiuld 
conspire irresistibly to force the world to revert again to the Fbod, whatever 
happened in the present struggle. ‘I'hc thing is done,’ he said, with his mind 
swinging round beyond all his controlling to rest upon the present fate of 
the Children and his son. Would he find them exhausted by the efforts of the 
battle, wounded, starving, on the verge of defeat, or would he find them still 
stout and hopeful, ready for the still grimmer conflict of the morrow? . .. 
His son was wounded! But he had sent a message! 

His mind came back to his interview with C^aterham. 
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He was roused from his thoughts by the stopping of his train in 
Chislehurst station. He recognised the place by the huge rat-alarm tower 
that crested Camden Hill, and the row of blossoming giant hemlocks that 
lined the road. ... 

Caterham’s private secretary came to him from the other carriage and 
told him that half a mile further the line had been wrecked and that the rest 
ot the journey was to be made in a motor car. Redwood descended upon a 
platform lit only by a hand lantern and swept by the cool night breeze. The 
quiet of that derelict, wood-set, weed-embedded suburb—for all the 
inhabitants had taken refuge in London at the outbreak of yesterday’s 
conflict—became instantly impressive. His conductor took him down the 
steps to where a motor car was waiting with blazing lights—the only lights 
to be seen—handed him over to the care of the driver and bade him farewell. 

‘You will do your best for us,’ he said, with an imitation of his master’s 
manner, as he held Redwood’s hand. 

So sixm as Redwood could be wrapped about, they started out into the 
night. At one moment they stood still, and then the motor car was rushing 
softly and swiftly down the station incline. They turned one eorner and 
another, follcnved the windings of a lane of villas, and then before them 
stretched the road. 'The motor droned up to its topmost speed, and the black 
night swept past them. Everything was very dark under the starlight, and 
the whole world crouched mysteriously and was gone without a sound. Not 
a breath stirred the flying things by the wayside; the deserted, pallid white 
villas on either hand with their black unlit windows reminded him of a 
noiseless procession of skulls. 'The driver beside him was a silent man, or 
stricken into silence by the conditions of his journey. He answered 
Redwood’s brief questions in monosyllables, and gruffly. Athwart the 
southern sky the beams of searchlights waved museless passes; the sole 
strange evidences of life they seemed in all that derelict world about the 
hurrying machine. 

'rhe road was presently bordered on either side by gigantic blackthorn 
shoots that made it very dark, and by tall grass and big campions, huge giant 
dead-nettles as high as trees, flickering past darkly in silhouette overhead. 
Heyond Keston they came to a rising hill, and the driver went slow. At the 
crest he stopped. 'I'he engine throbbed and became still. ‘'There,’ he said, 
and his big gloved finger pointed, a black misshapen thing, belore 
Redwood’s eyes. 

b’ar aw'ay as it seemed the great embankment, crested by the blaze from 
which the searchlights sprang, rose up against the sky. 'Those beams went 
and came among the clouds and the hilly land about them as it they traced 
mysterious incantations. 

‘I don’t know,’ said the driver at last, and it was clear he was airaid to go 
on. 

Presently a searchlight sw'ept down the sky to them, stopped as it were 
with a start, scrutinised them, a blinding stare confused rather than 
mitigated by an intervening monstrous w'eed stem or so. 1 hey sat with their 
gloves held over their eyes, trying to look under them and meet that light. 

‘Go on,’ said Redwood after a while. 
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'I'hc driver still had his doubts; he tried to express them and died down to 
‘I don’t know’ again. 

At last he ventured on. ‘Here goes,’ he said, and roused his machinery to 
motion again, followed intently by that great while eye. 

I’o Redwood it seemed for a long time they were no longer on earth, but 
passing in a state of palpitating hurry through a luminous cloud. 'I’euf, teuf, 
teuf, teuf went the machine, and ever and again—obeying I know not what 
nervous impulse—the driver sounded his horn. 

'rhey passed into the welcome darkness of a high-fenced lane, and down 
into a hollow and past some houses into that blinding stare again. 'Fhen for a 
space the road ran naked across a down, and they seemed to hang throbbing 
in immensity. Once more giant weeds rose about them and w'hirled past, 
'rhen quite abruptly close upon them loomed the figure of a giant, shining 
brightly where the searchlight caught him below and black against the sky 
above. ‘Hullo there!’ he cried, and ‘Su'p! 'rhere's no more road beyond.. . . 
Is that bather Redwood?’ 

Redwood stood up and gave a vague shout by way of answer, and then 
Cossar was in the road beside him, gripping both hands with both of his and 
pulling him out of the car. 

‘What of my son?’ asked Redwood. 

‘He’s all right,’ said (Cossar. ‘'Fhey’ve hurt nothing serious in hint.' 

‘And your lads?’ 

‘Well. All of them, well. But we’ve had to make a tight for it.’ 

The giant was saying something to the motor driver. Redwood stood 
aside as the machine wheeled round, and then suddenly C’ossar vanished, 
everything vanished, and he was in absolute darkness for a space. 'I'he glare 
was following the motor back to the crest of the Keston hill. He watched the 
little conveyance receding in that white halo. It had a curious effect, as 
though it was not moving at all and the halo was. A group of war-blasted 
giant elder trees flashed into gaunt scarred gesticulations and were 
swallowed again by the night. .. . Redwood turned to C^ossar’s dim outline 
again and clasped his hand. ‘1 have been shut up and kept in ignorance,’ he 
said, ‘for two whole days.’ 

‘We fired the b’ood at them,’ said Cossar. ‘Obviously! Thirty shots. Hh!’ 

‘I come from Caterham.’ 

‘I know' you do.’ He laughed with a note of bitterness. ‘I suppose he’s 
wiping it up.’ 


2 



‘Where is my son?’ said Redwood. 

‘He is all right. 'I'he giants are waiting for your message.’ 

‘Yes, but my son-’ 

He passed with Cossar down a long slanting tunnel that was lit red for a 
moment and then became dark again, and came out presently into the great 
pit of shelter the giants had made. 
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Redwood’s first impression was of an enormous arena bounded by very 
high elilfs and with its floor greatly eneumbered. It was in darkness save for 
the passing reflections of the watchman’s searchlights that whirled 
perpetually high overhead, and for a red glow that came and went from a 
distant corner where two giants worked together amidst a metallic clangour. 
Against the sky, as the glare came about, his eye caught the familiar outlines 
of the old worksheds and playsheds that were made for the Cossar boys, 
'fhey were hanging now, as it were, at a cliff brow, and strangely twisted and 
distorted with the guns of Caterham’s bombardment, 'fhere were 
suggestions of huge gun emplacements above there, and nearer were piles of 
mighty cylinders that were perhaps ammunition. All about the wide space 
below, the torms of great engines and inciMiiprehensible bulks were 
scattered in vague disv^rder. 'fhe giants appeared and vanished among these 
masses and in the uncertain light; great sliapes they w'ere, not dispropor- 
liiMiate to the things amidst which they moved. Some were actively 
employed, some silling and lying as if they courted sleep, and one near at 
hand, whose body W’as bandaged, lay on a rough litter of pine boughs and 
was cerlainly asleep. Redwood peered at these dim h>rms; his eyes went 
from one stirring outline to another. 

AX’here is my son, CCossar?' 

'Then he saw him. 

His son was silting under the shadow of a great wall of steel. He presented 
himself as a black shape recognisable only by his pose—his features were 
invisible. 1 le sat chin upon hand, as though weary or lost in thought. Reside 
him Redwood disct)vered the figure of the Princess, the dark suggestion of 
her merely, and then, as the glow' from the distant iron returned, he saw for 
an instant, red-lit and lender, the infinite kindliness of her shadow’ed face. 
She stood liHiking down upon her lover with her hand resting against the 
steel. It seemetl that she whispered to him. 

RedwoiKl w'ould have gone towards them. 

‘Presently,’ said CA)Ssar, ‘hirst there is your message.' 

‘Yes,' said Redwood, ‘but-' 

He stopped. His son was now' looking up and speaking to the Princess, 
but in tt)o low’ a tone for them ti^ hear. Young Redw’ood raised his face and 
she bent dow n towards him, and glanced aside before she spoke. 

‘Rut if we are beaten,' they heard the w hispered voice of young Redw’iHHl. 

She paused, and the red blaze showed her eyes bright with unshed tears. 
She bent nearer him and spi^ke still lower. There was something so intimate 
and private in their bearing, in their soft tones, that Redwood, Redw’ood 
who had thought for two whole days of nothing but his son, tell himself 
intrusive there. Abruptly he was checked. P'or the first time in his life 
perhaps he realised how much more a son may be to his lather than a father 
can ever be to a son; he realised the full predominance of the future over the 
past. Here between these two he had no part. His part was played. He 
turned to (k)ssar, in the instant realisation. I'hcir eyes met. His voice w-as 
changed to the tone of a grey resolve. 

‘I will deliver my message now,’ he said. ‘Afterwards—... It will be soon 
enough then.’ 
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'fhe pil was so enormous and so encumbered that it was a long and 
tortuous route to the place from which Redwood could speak to them all. 

lie and Cossar followed a steeply descending way that passed beneath an 
arch of interlocking machinery, and so came into a vast deep gangway that 
ran athwart the bottom of the pit. This gangway, wide and vacant, and yet 
relatively narrow, conspired with everything about it to enhance Redwood's 
sense of his own littleness. It became as it were an excavated gorge. High 
overhead, separated from him by cliffs of darkness, the searchlights wheeled 
and bla/.ed, and the shining shapes went to and fro. Ciiant voices called to 
one another above there, calling the giants together to the Council of War, 
to hear the terms that Caterham had sent. 'I'he gangway still inclined 
downward towards black vastnesses, towards shadows and mysteries and 
inconceivable things, into which Redwood went slowly with reluctant 
footsteps and Cossar with a confident stride. . . . 

Redwood's thoughts were busy. 

The two men passed into the completest darkness, and Cossar took his 
companion's wrist. 'They went nmv slowly perforce. 

Redwood was moved to speak. ‘All this,' he said, ‘is strange.' 

‘Big,' said (Cossar. 

‘Strange. And strange that it should be strange to me—I who am, in a 
sense, the beginning of it all. It's-' 

He stopped, wrestling with his elusive meaning, and threw an unseen 
gesture at the cliff. 

‘I have not thought of it before. I have been busy, and the years have 
passed. But here I see—It is a new generation, C'ossar, and new emotions 
and new needs. All this, Cossar-' 

(Cossar saw now his dim gesture to the things about them. 

‘All this is Youth.' 

Cossar made no answer, and his irregular footfalls went striding on. 

‘It isn't our youth, Cossar. 'I’hey are taking things over. They are 
beginning upon their own emotions, their own experiences, their invn way. 
We have made a new world, and it isn't ours. This great place-' 

‘I planned it,' said Cossar, his face close. 

‘But now?’ 

‘Ah! 1 have given it to my sons.’ 

Redwood could feel the loose wave of the arm that he could not see. 

‘'I'hat is it. We are over—or almost over.' 

‘Your message!' 

‘Yes. And then-’ 

‘We're over.’ 

‘Well-?' 

‘Of course we arc out of it, we two old men,’ said Cossar, with his familiar 
note of sudden anger. ‘Of course we are. Obviously. Each man for his own 
time. And now—it’s their time beginning. That’s all right. Excavator’s 
gang. We do our job and go. See? That is what Death is for. We work out all 
our little brains and all our little emotions, and then this lot begins afresh. 
Fresh and fresh! Perfectly simple. What’s the trouble?’ 

He paused to guide Redwood to some steps. 
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‘Yes,’ said Redwood, ‘but one feels-’ 

He left his sentence incompleted. 

“I’hat is what Death is for.’ He heard (^ossar insisting below him, ‘How 
else could the thing be done? 'I’hat is what Death is for.’ 


3 


After devious windings and ascents they came out upon a projecting ledge 
troni w’hich it was possible to see over the greater extent of the giants’ pit, 
and from which Redwood might make himself heard by the whole of their 
assembly: 'I'he giants were already gathered below and about him at 
diiferent levels, to hear the message he had to deliver. The eldest son of 
(]ossar stood on the bank overhead watching the revelations of the 
searchlights, for they feared a breach of the truce. The workers at the great 
apparatus in the corner stood out clear in their own light; they were near 
stripped; they turned their faces towards Redwood, but with a watchful 
reference ever and again to the castings that they could not leave. He saw 
these nearer ligures with a fluctuating indistinctness, by lights that came 
and went, and the remoter ones still less distinctly. 'I'hey came from and 
vanished again into the depths of great obscurities^ lH)r these giants had no 
more light than they could help in the pit, that their eyes might be ready to 
see effectually any attacking force that might spring upon them out of the 
darkness around. 

Ever and again some chance glare would pick out and display this group 
t)r that of tall powerful forms, the giants from Sunderland clothed in 
overlapping metal plates, and the iiihers clad in leather, in woven rope or in 
woven metal, as their conditions had determined. 'I'liey sal amidst or rested 
their hands upon, or stood erect among machines and weapons as mighty as 
themselves, and all their faces, as they came and went from visible to 
invisible, had steadfast eyes. 

\ le made an effort to begin and did not do so. 'I’hen for a moment his son's 
face glowed out in a hot insurgence of the lire, his stm’s face looking up to 
him, tender as well as strong; and at that he found a voice to reach them all, 
speaking across a gulf as it were to his son. 

M come from (^aterham,’ he said. ‘He sent me to yi»a, to tell you the terms 
he offers.’ 

He paused. ‘I'hey are impossible terms 1 know, now that I see you here all 
together; they are impossible terms, but I brought them to you, because I 
wanted to see you all—and my son. Once more. ... I wanted to see my 
son. .. .’ 

‘Tell them the terms,’ said (A)ssar. 

‘'I’his is what Caterham offers. He wants you to go apart and leave his 
world!’ 

‘Where?’ 

‘He does not know. Vaguely somewhere in the world a great region is to 
be set apart. .. . And you arc to make no more of the Food, to have no 
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children of your own, to live in your own w'ay for your own time, and then to 
end for ever.’ 

He stopped. 

‘And that is all?’ 

‘'rhat is all.’ 

'rherc followed a great stillness. 'I'he darkness that veiled the giants 
seemed to look thoughtfully at him. 

He felt a touch at his elbow, and Cossar was holding a chair for him—a 
queer fragment of doll’s furniture amidst these piled immensities. He sat 
down and crossed his legs, and then put one across the knee of the other, and 
clutched his boot nervously, and felt small and self-conscious and acutely 
visible and absurdly placed. 

'I'hen at the sound of a voice he forgot himself again. 

‘You have heard, Brothers,' said this voice out of the shadows. 

And another answered, ‘We have heard.’ 

‘And the answer. Brothers?' 

‘To Caterham?' 

‘Is No!’ 

‘And then?’ 

'I'here was a silence for the space of some seconds. 

'I'hen a voice said: ‘'I'hcse people arc right. After their lights, that is. They 
have been right in killing all that grew larger than its kind, beast and plant 
and all manner of great things that arose. They were right in trying to 
massacre us. 'I'hcy are right now in saying we must not marry our kind. 
According to their lights they are right. 'I’hey know—it is time that we 
also knew—that you cannot have pigmies and giants in one world 
together. (Caterham has said that again and again—clearly—their wi^rld i>r 
ours.' 

‘We are not half a hundred now,' said another, ‘and they arc endless 
millions.’ 

‘So it may be. But the thing is as I have said.’ 

'I'hcn another long silence. 

‘And are we to die then?’ 

‘God forbid!’ 

‘Arc they?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘But that is what Caterham says! He would have us live out our lives, die 
one by one, till only one remains, and that one at last would die also, and 
they would cut down all the giant plants and weeds, kill all the giant 
underlife, burn out the traces of the 1^'ood—^makc an end to us and to the 
Food for ever. Then the little pigmy world would be safe. 'I'hcy would go 
on—safe for ever, living their little pigmy lives, doing pigmy kindnesses and 
pigmy cruelties each to the other; they might even perhaps attain a sort of 
pigmy millennium, make an end to war, make an end to over-population, sit 
down in a world-wide city to practise pigmy arts, worshipping one another 
till the world begins to freeze. . . .’ 

In the corner a sheet of iron fell in thunder to the ground. 

‘Brothers, we know what wc mean to do.’ 
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In a spluttering of light fn^m the searehlights Redwood saw earnest 
youthful faces turning to his son. 

It is easy now to make the hood. It would be easy lor us to make l■'\)od for 
all the world.’ 

‘’S ou mean. Brother Redwood,’ said a vi>iee out of the darkness, ‘that it is 
for the little people to eat the hood.’ 

‘What else is there to do?' 

‘We are not half a hundred and they are many milliims.’ 

‘Hut w'e held our ow'ii.’ 

‘So far.’ 

‘If it is Cjod’s will, we may still hold our own.’ 

‘Yes. Hut think of the dead!’ 

Another voice took up the strain, ‘'hhe dead,’ it said. ‘'Think of the 
unborn. . . .’ 

‘Brothers,' came the voice of young Redw ood, ‘what can we do but fight 
them, and if we beat them, make them take the h’ood? 'They cannot help but 
lake the h\>od now. Suppose we were to resign our heritage and do this folly 
that (’.aterham suggests! Suppose we could! Suppose we give up this great 
thing that stirs within us, repudiate this thing our fathers did for us, that 
you, b'ather, did for us, and pass, when our lime has ci^me, inti^ decay and 
nothingness! What then? Will this little world of theirs be as it was before? 
'They may fight against greatness in us who are the children of men, but can 
they conquer? b’ven if they should desinw us every one, what then? Would 
it save them? No! b\ir greatness is abroad, not only in us, not only in the 
b'ood, but in the purpose of all things! It is in the nature of all things, it is 
part of space and time. 'To grow and still to grow, from first to last that is 
Being, that is the law of life. What other law can there be?' 

‘'Ti^ help others?’ 

‘’To grow. It is still, to grow'. Unless we help them to fail. . . .' 

‘'They will fight hard to overcome us,’ said a voice. 

And another, ‘What of that?’ 

‘'They W’ill fight,’ said young Redwood. ‘If we refuse these terms, I dtnibt 
not they will tight. Indeed I hope they will be open and fight. If after all they 
offer peace, it w ill be imly the belter to catch us unawares. Make no mistake. 
Brothers; in some way or other they will fight. "The war has begun, and we 
must fight to the end. Unless we are wise, w'e may find presently w’e have 
lived only to make them belter weapons against our children and our kind. 
'This, so far, has been only the dawn of battle. All our lives will be a battle. 
Some of us will be killed in battle, some of us will be waylaid. "There is no 
easy victory, no victory whatever that is not more than half defeat for us. Be 
sure of that. What of that? If only we keep a foothold, if only we leave 
behind us a growing host to fight w^hen we arc gone!’ 

‘And to-morrow?’ 

‘We will scatter the b’ood; we will saturate the world with the Food.’ 

‘Suppose they come to terms?’ 

‘Our terms are the Food. It is not as though little and great could live 
together in any perfection of compromise. It is one thing or the other. What 
right have parents to say, my child shall have no light but the light 1 have 
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had, shall grow no greater than the greatness to which I have grown? Do I 
speak for you. Brothers?’ 

Assenting murmurs answered him. 

‘And to the children who will be women as well as to the children who will 
be men,’ said a voice from the darkness. 

‘pA'cn more so—to be mothers of a new race.. ..’ 

‘But for the next generation there must be great and little,’ said Redwood, 
with his eyes on his son’s face. 

‘P'or many generations. And the little will hamper the great and the great 
press upon the little. So it must needs be. Father.’ 

‘There will be contiict.’ 

‘Hndless contiict. Endless misunderstanding. All life is that. Cireal and 
little cannot understand one another. But in every child born of man. Father 
Redwood, lurks some seed of greatness—waiting for the Food.’ 

‘'Fhen I am to go to Caterham again and tell him-' 

‘You will stay with us. Father Redwood. Our answer goes to (’.aterham at 
dawn.’ 

‘He says that he will fight....’ 

‘So be it,’ said young Redwood, and his brethren murmured assent. 

‘ 77/e iron waits," cried a voice, and the two giants who were working in the 
corner began a rhythmic hammering that made a mighty music to the scene. 
'Fhe metal glowed out far more brightly than it had done before, and gave 
Redwood a clearer view of the encampment than had yet come to him. He 
saw the oblong space of its full extent, with the great engines of warfare 
ranged ready to hand. Beyond, and at a higher level, the house of the 
(^ossars stood. About him were the young giants, huge and beautiful, 
glittering in their mail, amidst the preparations for the morrow. The sight 
of them lifted his heart. 'They were so easily powerful! They were so tall and 
gracious! They were so steadfast in their movements! 'fhere was his son 
amongst them, and the hrst of all giant women, the Princess. .. . 

'fherc leapt into his mind the oddest cimtrast, a memory of Bensington, 
very bright and little—Bensington with his hand amidst the soft breast 
feathers of that first great chick, standing in that conventionally furnished 
room of his, peering over his spectacles dubiously as cousin Jane banged the 
door.. . . 

It had all happened in a yesterday of one and twenty years. 

'Fhen suddenly a strange doubt took hold of him, that this place and 
present greatness were but the texture of a dream; that he was dreaming and 
would in an instant wake to find himself in his study again, the giants 
slaughtered, the Food suppressed, and himself a prisoner locked in. What 
else indeed was life but that—^always to be a prisoner locked in! 'I'his was the 
culmination and end of his dream. He would wake through bloodshed and 
battle, to find his Food the most foolish of fancies, and his hopes and faith of 
a greater world to come no more than the coloured film upon a pool of 
bottomless decay. Littleness invincible!.. . 

So strong and deep was this wave of despondency, this suggestion of 
impending disillusionment, that he started to his feet. He stood and pressed 
his clenched fists into his eyes, and so for a moment remained, fearing to 
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open them again and see, lest the dream should already have passed 
away. .. . 

'rhe voiee of the giant ehildren spoke to one another, an undertone to that 
elangorous melody of the smiths. His tide of doubt ebbed. He heard the 
giant voiees; he heard their movements about him still. It was real, surely it 
was real—as real as spiteful acts! More real, for these great things, it may be, 
arc coming things, and the littleness, bestiality, and infirmity of men are the 
things that go. He opened his eyes 

‘Done,’ cried one of the two ironworkers, and they Hung their hammers 
down. 

A voiee sounded above. 'The son of (.'ossar standing on the great 
embankment had turned and was now speaking to them all. 

‘It is not that we would oust the little people from the world,' he said, ‘in 
order that we, who are no nn^re than one step upwards from their littleness, 
may hold their world for ever. It is the step we fight for and not ourselves. 

. . . We are here, Hrothers, to what end? 'To serve the spirit and the purpi^se 
that has been breathed into tuir lives. We fight not for i^urselves—for we are 
but the momentary hands and eyes of the Life of the W'orld. So you, bather 
Redwood, taught us. 'Through us and thnuigh the little fi^lk the Spirit looks 
and learns, l^'n^m us by word and birth and act it must pass—to still greater 
lives. 'I'his earth is in> resting place; this earth is no playing place, else 
indeed we might put ouv throats to the little people's knife, having no 
greater right to live than they. And they in turn might yield to the ants and 
vermin. W’e light not for ourselves but for growth, growth that goes on for 
ever. 'Tonn)rrow, whether we live or die, growth will conquer through us. 
'That is the law ol the spirit for evermore. 'To grow according to the will of 
Clod! To grtnv out of these cracks and crannies, out of these shadows and 
darknesses, into greatness and the light! Clreater,' he said, speaking with 
slow deliberati(m, ‘greater, my Brothers! And then—still greater. 'To gn>w 
and again—to gnnv. 'To grow at last into the fellowship and understanding 
of (lod. Clrowing. . . . 'Till the earth is no more than a footstool. . . . 'I'ill the 
spirit shall have driven fear into muhingness, and spread. . . .' 1 le swung his 
arms heavenward—‘ I’l/cir!' 

His voice ceased. 'The white glare of one of the searchlights wheeled 
about, and for a moment fell upon him, standing out gigantic with hand 
upraised against the sky. 

h'or one instant he shone, looking up fearlessly into the starry deeps, mail- 
clad, young and strong, rest^lute and stiil. 'Then the light had passed and he 
was no more than a great black outline against the starry sky, a great black 
iHitline that threatened with tme mighty gesture the firmament of heaven 
and all its multitude of stars. 
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'■'I'he VC\>rlc1’s Cjrcal A^c bcj^iiis anew, 

"The Ciiilden "^'ears return, 

'I'he l-Larlli doth like a Snake renew 
Ilcr W'inter Skin c^utwi^rn: 

Heiiven smiles, and I'aiths and limpires ^leam 
lake VC^recks a Dissolving Dreiim/ 



PROLOGUE 

'I'l I li MAN W110 WROTE IN THE TOWER 

I saw a groy-haircd man, a ligurc of hale age, sitting at a desk and writing. 

He seemed to be in a room in a tower, very high, so that through the tall 
window on his left one perceived only distances, a remote horizon of sea, a 
headland, and that vague haze and glitter in the sunset that many miles away 
marks a city. All the appointments of this riumi were orderly and beautiful, 
and in some subtle quality, in this small dilference and that, new to me and 
strange. 'I’hey were in no fashion I could name, and the simple costume the 
man wore suggested neither period nor country. It might, 1 thought, be the 
I lappy b'uture, or Lhopia; an errant mote ol memory, I lenry James's phrase 
and story of ‘'The (Jreat Good Place,’ twinkled acrc'ss my mind, and passed 
and lelt no light. 

riie man 1 saw wrote with a thing like a finintain pen, a modern touch 
that pndiibiteil any historical reference, and as he finished each sheet, 
writing in an easy llowing hand, he added it to a growing pile upon a 
graceful little table under the window. His last done sheets lay loose, partly 
covering others that were cHiiped together into fascicles. 

('learly he was unaware of my presence, and I stood waiting until his pen 
should come to a pause. Old as he certainly was he wrote with a steady 
hand.... 

1 discovered that a concave speculum hung slantingly high over his head; 
a movement in this caught my attention sharply, and 1 looked up to see, 
distorted and made fantastic but bright and beautifully coloured, the 
magnified, rellected, evasive rendering of a palace, of a terrace, of the vista 
of a great roadway with many people, people exaggerated, impossible- 
looking because of the curvature of the mirror, going to and friT I turned my 
head quickly that 1 might see more clearly through the window and behind 
me, but it was too high for me to survey this nearer scene directly, and alter 
a momentary pause I came back to that distorting mirror again. 

But now the writer was leaning back in his chair. I le put down his pen and 
sighed the half resentful sigh— ‘ah! you work, you! how you gratify and tire 
me!’—of a man who has been writing to his satisfaction. 

‘What is this place,’ I asked, ‘and who are you?’ 

He looked around with the quick movement of surprise. 

‘What is this place?’ 1 repeated, ‘and where am I?’ 

He regarded me steadfastly for a moment under his wrinkled brows, and 
then his expression softened to a smile. He pointed to a chair beside the 
table. ‘I am writing,’ he said. 

‘About this?’ 

‘About the I Change.’ 



I sat down. It was a very comfortable chair, and well placed under the 
light. 

‘If you would like to read-’ he said. 

I indicated the manuscript. ‘This explains?' I asked. 

‘'I'hat explains,’ he answered. 

He drew a fresh sheet of paper towards him as he hioked at me. 

I glanced from him about his apartment and back to the little table. A 
fascicle marked very distinctly ‘ i ’ caught my attention, and I took it up. I 
smiled in his friendly eyes. ‘Very well,’ said I, suddenly at my ease, and he 
nodded and went on writing. And in a mood between confidence and 
curiosity, I began to read. 

This is the story that happy, active-looking old man in that pleasant place 
had written. 



BOOK ONE 

'FHE COMET 





DUST IN THE SHADOWS 

I 

I have set myself U) write the story of the (Ireat Change, so far as it has 
alTeeted my own life and the lives of one or two people elosely eonneeted 
with me, primarily to please myself. 

Long ago, in my crude unhappy youth, I conceived a desire to write a 
book. 'I’o scribble secretly and dream of authorship was one of my chief 
alleviations, and I read with a sympathetic envy every scrap I could get 
about the world of literature and the lives of literary people. It is something 
even amidst this present happiness, to find leisure and opportunity to take 
up and partially realise these old and hopeless dreams. But that alone, in a 
world where so much of vivid and increasing interest presents itself to be 
done, even by an old man, would not, I think, sullice to set me at this desk. I 
find some such recapitulation of my past as this will involve, is becoming 
necessary to my own secure mental continuity. 'I’he passage of years brings 
a man at last to retrospection; at seventy-two one’s youth is far more 
important than it was at forty. And I am out of touch with my youth. 'I'he 
old life seems so cut oH' from the new, so alien and so unreasonable, that at 
times I find it bordering upon the incredible. The data have gone, the 
buildings and places. I stopped dead the other afternoon in my walk across 
the moor, where once the dismal outskirts of Swathinglea straggled towards 
Leet, and asked, ‘Was it here indeed that I crouched among the weeds and 
refuse and broken cnKkcry and loaded my revolver ready for murder? Did 
ever such a thing happen in my life? Was such a mood and thought and 
intention ever possible to me? Rather, has not some queer nightmare spirit 
out of dreamland slipped a pseudo-memory into the records of my vanished 
life?’ 'Fhere must be many alive still who have the same perplexities. And I 
think too that those who are now growing up to take our places in the great 
enterprise of mankind, will need many such narratives as mine for even the 
most partial conception of the old world of shadows that came before our 
day. It chances too that my case is fairly typical of the Change; I was caught 
midway in a gust of passion; and a curious accident put me for a time in the 
very nucleus of the new order.... 

My memory takes me back across the interval of fifty years to a little ill-lit 
room with a sash window open to a starry sky, and instantly there returns to 
me the characteristic smell of that room, the penetrating odour of an ill- 
trimmed lamp, burning cheap paraffin. Lighting by electricity had then 
been perfected for fifteen years, but still the larger portion of the world used 
these lamps. All this first scene will go, in my mind at least, to that olfactory 
accompaniment. That was the evening smell of the room. By day it had a 
more subtle aroma, a closeness, a peculiar sort of faint pungency that 1 
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associate—I know not why—with dust. 

Let me describe this room to you in detail. It was perhaps eight feet by 
seven in area and rather higher than either of these dimensions; the ceiling 
was of plaster, cracked and bulging in places, grey with the soot of the lamp, 
and in one place discoloured by a system of yellow and olive-green stains 
caused by the percolation of damp from above, 'rhe walls were ctn ered with 
dun-coloured paper, upon which had been printed in oblique reiteration a 
crimson shape, something of the nature of a curly ostrich feather, or an 
acanthus flower, that had in its less faded moments a sort i^f dingy gaiety. 
'I’here were several big plaster-rimmed wounds in this, caused by Parload's 
inefl'ectual attempts to get nails into the wall, whereby there might hang 
pictures. One nail had hit between two bricks and got himie, and from this 
depended, sustained a little insecurely by frayed and knotted blind-cord, 
Parload's hanging bookshelves, planks painted over with a treacly blue 
enamel and further decorated by a fringe i^f pinked American cloth 
insecurely fixed by tacks. Below this was a little table that behaved with a 
mulish vindictiveness to any knee that was thrust beneath it suddenly; it was 
covered with a cloth whose pattern of red and black had been rendered less 
mimotoni^us by the accidents of Parload's versatile ink bottle, and on it, /cit 
motif of the whole, stood and stank the lamp. "Phis lamp, you must 
understand, was of sime whitish translucent substance that was neither 
china nor glass, it had a shade of the same substance, a shade that did not 
protect the eyes of a reader in any measure, and it seemed admirably 
adapted to bring into pitiless pnmiinence the fact that, after the lamp's 
trimming, dust and paraffin had been smeared over its exterior with a 
reckless generosity. 

'I'he uneven floor boards of this apartment were covered with scratched 
enamel of chocolate hue, on which a small island of frayed carpet dimly 
blossomed in the dust and shadows. 

There was a very small grate, made of cast-iron in one piece and painted 
buff, and a still smaller misfit of a cast-iron fender that confessed the grey 
stone of the hearth. No fire was laid, only a few scraps of lorn paper and the 
bowl of a broken corn-cob pipe were visible behind the bars, and in the 
corner and rather thrust away was an angular japanned coal-box with a 
damaged hinge. It was the custom in those days to warm every room 
separately from a separate fireplace, more pn>litic of dirt than heat, and the 
rickety sash window, the small chimney, and the loose-fitting dinir were 
expected to organise the ventilation of the room among themselves without 
any further direction. 

Parload's truckle bed hid its grey sheets beneath an old patchwork 
counterpane on one side of the room, and veiled his boxes and such-like 
oddments, and invading the two corners of the window were an old whatnot 
and the washhandstand, on which were distributed the simple appliances of 
his toilet. 

This washhandstand had been made of deal by someone with an excess of 
turnery appliances in a hurry, who had tried to distract attention from the 
rough economics of his workmanship by an arresting ornamentation of 
blobs and bulbs upon the joints and legs. Apparently the piece had then 
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been plaeed in the hands ol'some person of infinite leisure equipped with a 
pot of ochreous paint, varnish, and a set of flexible combs. 'I'his person had 
first painted the article, then, I fancy, smeared it with varnish, and then sat 
down to work with the combs lo streak and comb the varnish into a weird 
imitation of the grain of some nightmare timber, 'fhe washhandstand so 
made had evidently had a prolonged career of violent use, had been 
chipped, kicked, splintered, punched, stained, scorched, hammered, 
desiccated, damped, and defiled, had met indeed with almost every possible 
adventure except a conflagration or a scrubbing, until at last it had come to 
this high refuge of Parload’s attic to sustain the simple requirements of 
Parload's personal cleanliness. 'I’here were, in chief, a basin and a jug of 
water and a slop-pail of tin, and, further, a piece of yellow soap in a tray, a 
tooth-brush, a rat-tailed shaving brush, one huckaback towel, and one or 
two other minor articles. In those days only very prosperous people had 
more than such an equipage, and it is to be remarked that every drop of 
water Parload used had to be carried by an unfortunate servant girl—the 
‘slavey,’ Parload called her—up from the basement to the top of the house 
and subsequently down again. Already we begin to forget how modern an 
invention is persimal cleanliness. It is a fact that Parload had never stripped 
for a swim in his life; never had a simultanei)iis bath ali over his body since 
his childhood. Not (me in fifty of us did in the days of which I am telling 
yim. 

A chest, also singularly grained and streaked, of two large and two small 
drawers, held Parload’s reserve of garments, and pegs on the door carried 
his two hats and completed this inventory of a ‘bed-sitting-room’ as I knew 
it before the C’hange. Hut I had forg(’>tten—there was also a chair with a 
‘squab’ that apologised inadequately for the defects of its cane seat. I forgot 
that for the moment because I was sitting on the chair on the occasion that 
best begins this story. 

1 have described Parload’s room with such particularity because it will 
help you to understand the key in which my earlier chapters are written, but 
you must not imagine that this singular equipment or the smell of the lamp 
engaged my attentiim at that time lo the slightest degree. I took all this 
grimy unpleasantness as if it were the most natural and proper setting lor 
existence imaginable. It was the wi’^rld as I knew it. My mind was entirely 
occupied then by graver and intenser matters, and it is imly now in the 
distant retrospect that 1 see these details of environment as being 
remarkable, as significant, as indeed obviously the outward visible 
manifestations of the old world disorder in our hearts. 



Parload stood at the open window, opera-glass in hand, and sought and 
found and was uncertain about and lost again, the new comet. 

I thought the comet no more than a nuisance then because I wanted to 
talk of other matters. But Parload was full ot it. My head was hot, 1 was 
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feverish with interlacing annoyances and bitterness, I wanted to i^pen my 
heart to him—at least I wanted to relieve my heart by some rtmiantic 
rendering of my troubles—and I gave but little heed ti^ the things he told 
me. It was the first time I had heard of this new speck among the countless 
specks of heaven, and 1 did not care if 1 never heard of the thing again. 

\XV' were two youths much of an age ti>gether; ParK^ad was two and 
twenty, and eight months older than I. He was—I think his proper 
definition was ‘engrossing clerk' to a little soliciti>r in Overcastle, while I 
was third in the office staff of Rawdon's pot-bank in (Mayton. NX'e had met 
first in the ‘Parliament' of the Young Men's C'hristian Asst)ciatiim i>f 
Swathinglea; we had found we attended simultaneous classes in Overcastle, 
he in science and I in shi^rthand, and had started a practice t^f walking home 
together, and so our friendship came into being. ( Swathinglea, ('layton, and 
Overcastle were contiguous towns, I slumld meniii>n, in the great industrial 
area i^f the Midlands. ^ We had shared each other's secret i^f religiims dmibt, 
we had confided to ime amnher a common interest in Socialism, he had 
come twice to supper at my mother’s on a Sunday night, and 1 was free of 
his apartment. He was then a tall, flaxen-haired, gawky youth, with a 
disproportionate development of neck and wrist, and capable of vast 
enthusiasm; he gave two evenings a week \o the evening classes i>f the 
organised science schin^l in Overcastle, physit>graphy was his favourite 
‘subject,’ and through this insidious opening of his mind the wonder of 
outer space had come to take possession of his soul. He had commandeered 
an old opera-glass from his uncle who farmed at I .eel over the moors, he had 
brought a cheap paper planisphere and W^hitaker's Almanacks and for a i ime 
day and moonlight were mere blank interruptii>tis to the one satisfactory 
reality in his life—star-ga/ing. It was the deeps that had seized him, the 
immensities, and the mysterious possibilities that might float unlit in that 
unplumbed abyss. With infinite labour and the help of a very precise article 
in Ihe Heai'ens^ a little monthly magazine that catered for lhi>se whi> were 
under this obsession, he had at last got his opera-glass upon the new visitor 
to iHir system from (inter space. He gazed in a sort of rapture upon that 
quivering little smudge of light among the shining pin-points—and gazed. 
My troubles had to wait for him. 

‘Wonderful,’ he sighed, and then as though his first emphasis did not 
satisfy him, ‘wonderful!’ 

He turned to me. ‘Wouldn’t you like to see?’ 

I had to look, and then I had to listen, how that this scarce-visible 
intruder was to be, was presently to be, one of the largest comets this world 
has ever seen, how that its course must bring it within at most—so many 
score of millions of miles from the earth, a mere step. Far load seemed to 
think that; how that the spectroscope was already sounding its chemical 
secrets, perplexed by the unprecedented band in the green, how it was even 
now being photographed in the very act t>f unwinding—in an unusual 
direction—a sunward tail (which presently it wound up again), and all the 
while in a sort of undertow I was thinking first of Nettie Stuart and the letter 
she had just written me, and then of old Rawdon’s detestable face as I had 
seen it that afternoon. Now I planned answers to Nettie and now belated 
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repartees to my employer, and then a^ain ‘Nettie’ was blazing all aeross the 
background of my thoughts. . . . 

Nettie Stuart was daughter of the head gardener of the rich Mr Vcrrall’s 
widow, and she and 1 had kissed and become sweethearts before we were 
eighteen years old. My mother and hers were second cousins and old 
schoolfellows, and though my mother had been widowed untimely by a 
train accident, and had been reduced to letting lodgings (she was the 
Clayton curate’s landlady), a position esteemed much lower than that of 
Mrs Stuart, a kindly custom of occasional visits to the gardener's cottage at 
("heckshill 'I'lnvers still kept the friends in touch, ("ommonly I went with 
her. And I remember it was in the dusk of one bright evening in July, one n\' 
those long gidden evenings that do not so much give way to night as admit at 
last, upon courtesy, the moon and a choice retinue of stars, that Nettie 
and 1, at the pond (d’goldfish where the yew-bordered walks converged, 
made ouv shy beginners’ v(nv. I remember still—something will always stir 
in me at that mem(^ry—the tremulous emotit)n of that adventure. Nettie was 
dressed in white, her hair went otf in waves i^f soft darkness from above her 
dark shining eyes; there was a little necklace of pearls about her sweetly 
modelled neck, and a little coin of gold that nestled in her thn^ai. 1 kissed 
her half-reluctant lips, and for three years of my life thereafter—nay! I 
almost think for all the rest of her life and mine—I could have died h)r her 
sake. 

You must understand—and every year it becomes increasingly dilhcult to 
understand—hmv entirely dilferent the world was then from what it is now. 
It was a dark world; it was full of preventable disorder, preventable 
diseases, and preventable pain, of harshness and stupid unprenieditaled 
cruelties; but yet, it may be even by virtue of the general darkness, there 
were moments of a rare and evanescent beauty that seem no longer possible 
in my experience. I he great Change has come for evermore, happiness and 
beauty are our atmosphere, there is peace on earth and good will to all men. 
None would dare lo dream of returning to the sorrows of the former time, 
and yet that misery was pierced, ever and again its grey curtain was stabbed 
through and through by joys of an intensity, by perceptions ol a keenness 
that it seems to me are now altogether gone out of life. Is it the (change, T 
wonder, that has robbed life of its extremes, or is it perhaps only this, that 
yt>uth has left me—even the strength of middle years leaves me now—and 
taken its despairs and raptures, leaving me judgment perhaps, sympathy, 
memories? 

I cannot tell. One would need to be young now and to have been young 
then as well, to decide that impossible problem. 

Perhaps a cool observer even in the old days would have found little 
beauty in our grouping. I have our tw'o photographs at hand in ihis bureau 
as I write, and they show me a gawky youth in ill-fitting ready-made 
clothing, and Nettie—indeed Nettie is badly dressed, and her attitude is 
more than a little stiff; but I can see her through the picture, and her living 
brightness and something of that mystery ol charm she had for me, comes 
back again to my mind. Her face had triumphed over the photographer or 
1 w^ould long ago have cast this picture away. 
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The reality of beauty yields itself to no words. I wish that I had the sister 
art and could draw in my margin something that escapes description. There 
was a sort of gravity in her eyes, 'fhcre was something, a matter of the 
minutest dift'erence, about her upper lip so that her mouth closed sweetly 
and broke very sweetly to a smile. 'Fhat grave, sweet smile! 

After we had kissed and decided not to tell our parents for a while of the 
irrevocable choice we had made, the time came for us to part, shyly and 
before others, and I and my mother went off back across the moonlit park— 
the bracken thickets rustling with startled deer—to the railway station at 
Checkshill and so to our dingy basement in Clayton, and I saw no more of 
Nettie—except that I saw her in my thoughts—for nearly a year. Hut at our 
next meeting it was decided that we must correspond, and this we did with 
much elaboration of secrecy, for Nettie would have no one at home, not 
even her only sister, knt>w of her attachment. So I had to send my precious 
documents sealed and under cover by way of a confidential schoolfellow of 
hers who lived near London. ... I could write that address down now, 
though house and street and suburb have gone beyond any man’s tracing. 

Our correspondence began our estrangement, because for the first time 
w^e came into more than sensuous contact and our minds sought expression. 

Now you must understand that the world of thought in those days was in 
the strangest condition, it was choked with obsolete inadequate formulae, it 
was tortuous to a maze-like degree with secondary contrivances and 
adaptations, suppressions, conventions, and subterfuges. Hasc immediacies 
fouled the truth on every man’s lips. I was brought up by my mother in a 
quaint old-fashioned narrow faith in certain religious formulae, certain 
rules of conduct, certain conceptions of social and political order, that had 
no more relevance to the realities and needs of everyday contemporary life 
than if they were clean linen that had been put away with lavender in a 
drawer. Indeed, her religion did actually smell of lavender; on Sundays she 
put away all the things of reality, the garments and even the furnishings of 
everyday, hid her hands, that were gnarled and sometimes chapped with 
scrubbing, in black, carefully mended gloves, assumed her old black silk 
dress and bonnet and took me, unnaturally clean and sweet also, to church. 
'Fhere w^e sang and bowed and heard sonorous prayers and joined in 
sonorous responses, and rose with a congregational sigh refreshed and 
relieved when the doxology, with its opening ‘Now to God the Father, God 
the Son,’ bowed out the tame, brief sermon. 'Fhere was a hell in that religion 
of my mother’s, a red-haired hell of curly flames that had once been very 
terrible; there was a devil, who was also ex officio the British King’s enemy, 
and much denunciation of the wicked lusts of the flesh; we were expected to 
believe that most of our poor unhappy world was to atone for its muddle and 
trouble here by suffering exquisite torments for ever after, world without 
end. Amen. But indeed those curly flames looked rather jolly. 'Fhe whole 
thing had been mellowed and faded into a gentle unreality long before my 
time; if it had much terror even in my childhood I have forgotten it, it was 
not so terrible as the giant who was killed by the Beanstalk, and I see it all 
now as a setting for my poor old mother’s worn and grimy face, and almost 
lovingly as a part of her. And Mr Gabbitas, our plump little lodger. 
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strangely transformed in his vestments and lifting his voice manfully to the 
quality of those Klizabethan prayers, seemed, I think, to give her a special 
and peculiar interest with God. vShc radiated her own tremulous gentleness 
upon Him, and redeemed Him from all the implications of vindictive 
theologians; she was in truth, had I but perceived it, the effectual answer to 
all she would have taught me. 

So 1 see it now, but there is something harsh in the earnest intensity of 
youth; and having at first taken all these things quite seriously, the fiery hell 
and god's vindictiveness at any neglect, as though they were as much a 
matter of fact as Hladden's ironworks and Rawdon's pot-bank, 1 presently 
with an equal seriousness flung them out i^f my mind again. 

Mr (iabbitas, yim see, did sometimes, as the phrase went, ‘take notice' of 
me, he had induced me to go reading after I left schoi^I, and with the best 
intentions in the world and to anticipate the poison of the times, he had lent 
me Hurble's ‘Scepticism Answered,' and drawn my attention to the library 
of the Institute (^f (Clayton. 

'The excellent Hurble was a great shock to me. It seemed clear from his 
answers to the sceptic that the case for doctrinal orthodoxy and all that 
faded and by no means awful hereafter, which 1 had hitherti> accepted as 1 
accepted the sun, was an extremely poor iMie, and to hammer home that idea 
the first book I got from the Institute happened li> be an American edition of 
the collected works of Shelley, his gassy prose as well as his atmospheric 
verse. I was soon ripe \'or blatant unbelief. And at the ^"oung Men's 
(Christian Association I presently made the acquaintance of Parload, who 
told me, under promises of the most sinister secrecy, that he was ‘a Socialist 
out and out.' I Ic lent me several copies of a periodical with the clamant title 
of 77 /e ('Union, which was just taking up a crusade against the accepted 
religion. 'The adolescent years of any fairly intelligent youth lie open, and 
will always lie healthily open, to the contagion of philosophical doubts, of 
scorns and new ideas, and I will confess I had the lever iif that phase badly. 
Dimbl, I say, hut it was m>t so much dmibi—which is a complex thing—as 
startled emi'Jhatic denial. ‘Have 1 believed t/nsV And I was also, you must 
remember, iust beginning love-letters to Nettie. 

We live mnv in these days, when the (ireal (Change has been in most 
things accimiplished, in a time when everyi)ne is being educated to a sort of 
intellectual gentleness, a gentleness that abates mailing from our vigour, 
and it is hard ti^ understand the stifled and struggling manner in which my 
generation of common young men did its thinking. 1 o think at all about 
certain questions was an act of rebellitm that set one oscillating between the 
furtive anei the defiant. People begin to find Shelley—fi>r all his melody 
noisy and ill-conditioned now because his Anarchs have vanished, yet there 
was a time when novel thought ItaJ to go to that tune of breaking glass. It 
becomes a little difficult to imagine the yeasty state of mind, the disposition 
to shout and say, ‘Yah!' at constituted authority, to sustain a persistent note 
of provocation such as we raw youngsters displayed. 1 began to read with 
avidity such writing as Carlyle, Browning, and Heine have left lor the 
perplexity of posterity, and not only to read and aelmire but to imitate. M\ 
letters to Nettie, after one or two genuinely intended displays of perlervid 
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tenderness, broke out towards theology, sociology, and the cosmos in turgid 
and startling expressions. No doubt they puzzled her extremely. 

I retain the keenest sympathy and something inexplicably near to envy 
for my own departed youth, but I should find it difficult to maintain my case 
against anyone who would condemn me altogether as having been a very 
silly, posturing, emotional hobbledehoy indeed and quite like my faded 
photograph. And when I try to recall what exactly must have been the 
quality and tenor of my more sustained efforts to write memorably to my 
sweetheart, I confess I shiver. .. . Yet I wish they were not all destroyed. 

Her letters to me were simple enough, written in a roundish, unformed 
hand and badly phrased. Her first two or three showed a shy pleasure in the 
use of the word ‘dear,' and I remember being first puzzled and then, when I 
understood, delighted, because she had written ‘Willie asthotr under my 
name. ‘Asthore,' I gathered, meant ‘darling." Hut when the evidences of my 
fermentation began, her answers were less happy. 

I will not weary you with the story of how we quarrelled in our silly 
youthful way, and how 1 went the next Sunday, all uninvited, to Checkshill, 
and made it worse, and how afterwards 1 wrote a letter that she thought was 
‘lovely," and mended the matter. Nor will 1 tell of all our subsequent 
fluctuations of misunderstanding. Always I was the offender and the final 
penitent until this last trouble that was now beginning; and in between we 
had some tender near moments, and I loved her very greatly. There was this 
misfortune in the business, that in the darkness, and alone, I thought with 
great intensity of her, of her eyes, of her touch, of her sweet and delightful 
presence, but when I sat down to write I thought of Shelley and Burns and 
myself, and other such irrelevant matters. When one is in love in this 
fermenting way, it is harder to make love than it is when one does not love at 
all. And as for Nettie, she loved, 1 know, not me but tlu)se gentle mysteries. 
It was not my voice should rouse her dreams to passitm. ... So our letters 
continued to jar. 'Then suddenly she wrote me one doubting whether she 
could ever care for anyone who was a Socialist and did not believe in 
Church, and then hard upon it came another note with unexpected novelties 
of phrasing. She thought we were not suited to each other, we differed so in 
tastes and ideas, she had long thought of releasing me from our engagement. 
In fact, though 1 really did not apprehend it fully at the first shock, I was 
dismissed. Her letter had reached me when I came home after old Rawdon"s 
none too civil refusal to raise my wages. On this particular evening of which 
1 write, therefore, I was in a state of feverish adjustment to two new* and 
amazing, two nearly overwhelming facts, that I was neither indispensable to 
Nettie nor at Rawdon’s. And to talk of comets! 

Where did I stand! 

I had grown so accustomed to think of Nettie as inseparably mine—the 
whole tradition of ‘true love" pointed me to that—that for her to face about 
with these precise small phrases towards abandonment, after we had kissed 
and whispered and come so close in the little adventurous familiarities of the 
young, shocked me profoundly. I! I! And Rawdon didn’t find me 
indispensable either. I felt I was suddenly repudiated by the universe and 
threatened with effacement, that in some positive and emphatic way I must 
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ai once assert myself. There was no balm of the religion I had learned, or in 
the irreligion I had adopted, for wounded self-love. 

Should I fling up Rawdon’s place at once and then in some extraordinary, 
swift manner make the fortune of iTobisher’s adjacent and closely 
competitive pot-bank? 

'I'he first part of that programme at any rate would be easy of 
accomplishment, to go to Rawdon and say, ‘You will hear from me again,’ 
but for the rest, b'robisher might fail me. That, however, was a secondary 
issue. Thii predominant affair was with Nettie. I found my mind thick-shot 
with flying fragments ol' rhetoric that might be of service in the letter I 
wimld write to her. Scorn, irony, tenderness—what was it to be? . .. 

‘Mother!’ said Parload suddenly. 

‘What?’ said I. 

‘They’re firing up at Hladden’s ironworks, and the smoke comes right 
across my bit of sky.’ 

'fhe interruption came just as I was ripe to discharge my thoughts upon 
him. 

‘Parload,’ said 1 , ‘very likely I shall have to leave all this. Old Rawdon 
won’t give me a rise in my wages, and after having asked 1 don’t think I can 
stand going on upon the old terms any more. See? So I may have to clear out 
of (Clayton for gi)od and all.’ 


3 


'That made Parlintd put down the opera-glass and look at me. 

‘It’s a bad time to change just now,’ he said after a little pause. 

Rawdon had said as much, in a less agreeable tone. 

Hut with Parload I felt always a disposition to the heroic note. ‘I’m tired,’ 
I said, ‘of humdrum drudgery for other men. One may as well starve one’s 
body out of a place as starve one's soul in one.' 

‘I don’t know about that altogether,' began Parload, slowly. . . . 

And with that we began ime (d’ our interminable conversations, one of 
those Umg, wandering, intensely generalising, diffusely personal talks that 
will be dear to the hearts of intelligent youths until the world comes to an 
end. 'The Change has not abolished that, anyhow. 

It would be an incredible feat of memory for me now to recall all that 
meandering haze of words, indeed I recall scarcely any of it, though its 
circumstances and atmosphere stand out, a sharp, clear picture in my mind. 
I posed after my manner and behaved very foolishly no doubt, a wounded, 
smarting egotist, and Parload played his part of the philosopher 
preoccupied with the deeps. 

We were presently abroad, walking through the warm summer s night 
and talking all the more freely for that. Hut one thing that I said I can 
remember. ‘I wish at times,’ said I, with a gesture at the heavens, that 
comet of yours or some such thing would indeed strike this world and 
wipe us all away, strikes, wars, tumults, loves, jealousies, and all the 
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wretchedness of life!’ 

‘Ahi’ said Parload, and the thought seemed to hang about him. 

‘It could only add to the miseries of life,’ he said irrelevantly when 
presently I was discoursing of other things. 

‘What would?’ 

‘(Collision with a comet. It would only throw things back. It would only 
make what was left of life more savage than it is at present.’ 

‘But why should anythin}^ be left of life?’ said 1 . .. . 

That was our style, you know, and meanwhile we walked ti^geiher up the 
narrow street outside his lodging, up the stepway and the lanes towards 
Clayton Crest and the high ri>ad. 

But my memories carry me back so effectually to those days before the 
Change that I forget that now all these places have been altered beyond 
recognition, that the narrow street and the stepway and the view from 
Clayton Oest, and indeed all the world in which I was born and bred and 
made, has vanished clean away, out of space and out of lime, and well-nigh 
out of the imagination of all those who are younger by a generation than 1. 
You cannot see, as I can see, the dark empty way between the mean houses, 
the dark empty way lit by a bleary gas-lamp at the ei>rner, you cannot feel 
the hard checkered pavement under your boots, yi)u cannot mark the dimly 
lit windows here and there, and the shadows upon the ugly and often 
patched and crooked blinds o\' the people eoi>ped within. Nor can you 
presently pass the beer-house with its brighter gas and its queer, screening 
windows, nor get a whili'of foul air and foul language from its door, nor see 
the crumpled furtive figure—some rascal child—that slinks past us down 
the steps. 

We crossed the longer street, up which a clumsy steam tram, vomiting 
smoke and sparks, made its clangorous way, and adown which one saw the 
greasy brilliance of shop fronts and the naphtha flares of hawkers' barrows 
dripping lire into the night. A hazy movement of people swayed along that 
road, and we heard the voice of an itinerant preacher from a waste place 
between the houses. You cannot see these things as I can see them, nor can 
you figure—^unless you know the pictures the great artist Hyde has left the 
world—the efiect of the hoarding by which we passed, lit below by a gas- 
lamp) and towering up to a sudden sharp black edge against the pallid sky. 

'rhosc hoardings! They were the brightest coloured things in all that 
vanished world. Upon them, in successive layers of paste and paper, all the 
rough enterprises of that time joined in chromatic discord; pill vendors and 
preachers, theatres and charities, marvellous soaps and astonishing pickles, 
typewriting machines and sewing machines, mingled in a sort of visualised 
clamour. And passing that there was a muddy lane of cinders, a lane without 
a light, that used its many puddles to borrow a star or so from the sky. We 
splashed along unheeding as we talked. 

'Then across the allotments, a wilderness of cabbages and evil-looking 
sheds, past a gaunt abandoned factory, and so to the high road. The high 
road ascended in a curve past a few houses and a beer-house or so, and 
round until all the valley in which four industrial towns lay crowded and 
confluent was overlooked. 
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I will admit that with the twilight there came a spell of weird 
magnificence over all that land and brooded on it until dawn. 'I'he horrible 
meanness of its details was veiled, the hutches that were homes, the bristling 
multitudes of chimneys, the ugly patches of unwilling vegetation amidst the 
makeshift fences of barrelstave and wire. 'I'he rusty scars that framed the 
opposite ridges where the iron ore was taken and the barren mountains of 
slag from the blast furnaces were veiled; the reek and boiling smoke and 
dust from foundry, pot-bank, and furnace, transfigured and assimilated by 
the night. 'The dust-laden atmosphere that was grey oppression through the 
day became at sundown a mystery of deep translucent colours of blue and 
purples, of sombre and vivid reds, of strange bright clearnesses of green and 
yellow athwart the darkling sky. Hach upstart furnace, when its monarch 
sun had gone, crowned itself with flames, the dark cinder heaps began to 
glow with quivering fires, and each pot-bank squatted rebellious in a 
volcanic coronet of light. 'Fhe empire of the day broke into a thousand 
feudal baronies of burning coal. The minor streets across the valley picked 
themselves out with gas-lamps of faint yellow, that brightened and mingled 
at all the principal squares and crossings with the greenish pallor of 
incandescent mantles and the high cold glare of the electric arc. 'fhe 
interlacing railways lifted bright signal-boxes over their intersections, and 
signal stars of red and green in rectangular constellations. The trains 
became articulated black serpents breathing fire. . .. 

Moreewer, high overhead, like a thing put out of reach and near forgotten, 
Parload had rediscovered a realm that was ruled by neither sun nor furnace, 
the universe of stars. 

'I'his was the scene cfl'many a talk we two had held together. And if in the 
daytime we went right over the crest and looked westward there was 
farmland, there were parks and great mansions, the spire of a distant 
cathedral, and sometimes when the weather was near raining, the crests of 
remote mountains hung clearly in the sky. Heyond the range ot sight indeed, 
out beyond, there was C^heckshill; I felt it there always, and in the darkness 
more than I did by day. (^heckshill, and Nettie! 

And to us two youngsters, as we walked along the cinder path beside the 
rutted road and argued out our perple.xities, it seemed that this ridge gave us 
compendiously a view’ of tuir whole world. 

I’here on the one hand in a crow’ded darkness, about the ugly factories 
and w’ork-places, the w’orkers herded together, ill clothed, ill nourished, ill 
taught, badly and expensively served at every occasion in life, uncertain 
even of their insufficient livelihood from day to day, the chapels and 
churches and public-houses swelling up amidst their w'retched homes like 
saprophytes amidst a general corruption, and on the other, in space, 
freedom, and dignity, scarce heeding the few' cottages, as over-crowded as 
they w'cre picturesque, in which the labourers festered, lived the landlords 
and masters who owmed pot-banks and forge and farm and mine, bar away, 
distant, beautiful, irrelevant, from out of a little cluster of second-hand 
bookshops, ecclesiastical residences, and the inns and incidentals ol a 
decaying market town, the cathedral of Low'chester pointed a beautiful, 
uncmphatic spire to vague incredible skies. So it seemed to us that the 
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whole world was planned in those youthful first impressions. 

We saw everything simple, as young men will. We had our angry, 
confident solutions, and whosoever would criticise them was a friend of the 
robbers. It was a clear case of robbery, wc held, visibly so; there in those 
great houses lurked the Landlord and the Capitalist, with his scoundrel the 
I -awyer, with his cheat the Priest, and wc others were all the victims of their 
deliberate villainies. No doubt they winked and chuckled over their rare 
wines, amidst their dazzling, wickedly dressed women, and plotted further 
grinding of the faces of the poor. And amidst all the squalor on the other 
hand, amidst brutalities, ignorance, and drunkenness, sufi'ered multi- 
tudinously their blameless victim, the Working Man. And we, almost at the 
first glance, had found all this out, it had merely to be asserted now with 
sufficient rhetoric and vehemence to change the face of the whole world. 
'I'he Working Man would arise—in the form of a Labour Party, and with 
young men like l^arload and myself to represent him—and come to his own, 
and then-? 

Then the robbers would get it hot, and everything would be extremely 
satisfactory. 

Unless my memory plays me strange tricks, that does no injustice to the 
creed of thought and action that Parload and I held as the final result of 
human wisdom. We believed it with heat, and rejected with heat the most 
obvious qualification of its harshness. At times in our great talks we were 
full of heady hopes for the near triumph of our doctrine, mi^re t>ften our 
mood was hot resentment at the wickedness and stupidity that delayed so 
plain and simple a reconstruction of the order of the world. 'Then we grew 
malignant, and thought of barricades and significant violence. I was very 
bitter, I know, upon this night of which I am now particularly telling; and 
the only face upon the hydra of (.Capitalism and Monopoly that I could see at 
all clearly, smiled exactly as old Rawdon had smiled when he refused to give 
me more than a paltry twenty shillings a week. 

I wanted intensely to salve my self-respect by some revenge upon him, 
and 1 felt that if that could be done by slaying the hydra, I might drag its 
carcass to the feet of Nettie, and settle my other trouble as well. ‘What do 
you think of me Nettie?’ 

"I'hat at any rate comes near enough to the quality of my thinking then, for 
you to imagine how I gesticulated and spouted to Parload that night. You 
see us as little black figures, unprepossessing in outline, set in the midst of 
that desolating night of flaming industrialism, and my little voice with a 
rhetorical twang protesting, denouncing.... 

You will consider those notions of my youth poor silly violent stuff; 
particularly if you are of the younger generation born since the Change you 
will be of that opinion. Nowadays the whole world thinks clearly, thinks 
with deliberation, pellucid certainties; you find it impossible to imagine 
how any other thinking could have been possible. Let me tell you then how 
you can bring yourself to something like the condition of our former state. 
In the first place you must get yourself out of health by unwise drinking and 
eating, and out of condition by neglecting your exercise; then you must 
contrive to be worried very much and made very anxious and uncom- 
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loriablc, and then ynu must work very hard fur four or five days and for long 
hours every day at something too petty to be interesting, too etmiplex Xo be 
mechanical, and without any personal signilieance to you whatever. 'I'his 
done, get straightaway into a room that is not ventilated at all, and that is 
already full of foul air, and there set yourself to think t)ut some very 
complicated problem. In a little while you will find yourself in a state of 
intellectual muddle, annoyed, impatient, snatching at the obvious, 
presently choosing and rejecting conclusiims haphazard. "I'ry to play chess 
under such cmiditions and you will play stupidly and lose your temper. I’ry 
to do anything that taxes the brain or temper and you will fail. 

Now the whole world before the C>hange was as sick and feverish as that; 
it was wt>rried and overworked and perplexed by problems that would in)t 
get slated simply, that changed and evaded solution, it was in an atmosphere 
that had corriijMed and thickened past breathing; there was no thorough 
coo\ thinking in the world at all. 'There was nothing in the mind of the world 
anywhere but half-truths, hasty assumptions, hallucinations, and emotions. 
Nothing. . . . 

1 kiunv it seems incredible, that already some o\' the younger men are 
beginning to doubt the greatness of the Change our world has undergone, 
but read—read the newspapers of that time. T’very age becomes mitigated 
and a little ennobled in our minds as it recedes into the past. It is the part i>f 
those who like myself have stories of that time to tell, to supply, by a 
scrupulous spiritual realism, some antidote to that glamour. 



Always with Parload 1 was chief talker. 

1 can look back upon myself with, I believe, an almost perlect 
detachment, things have so changed that indeed now I am aiunher being, 
with searce anything in commi)n with that boastful loolish youngster whose 
troubles 1 recall. I see him vulgarly theatrical, egotistical, insincere; indeed 
I do not like him save with that instinctive material sympathy that is the 
Iruit of incessant intimacy, l^ecause he was mysell 1 may be able to feel and 
write understandingly about motives that will pul him out ol sympathy with 
nearly every reader, but why should I palliate t)r delend his quality.'' 

Always, I say, I did the talking, and it would have amazed me beyond 
measure if anyone had told me that mine was not the greater intelligence in 
these wordy encounters. Parload was a quiet youth, and still and restrained 
in all things, while 1 had that supreme gift for young men and democracies, 
the gift of copious expression. Parload I diagnoseel in my secret heart as a 
trifle dull; he posed a pregnant quiet, I thought, and was obsessed by the 
eongenial notion of ‘scientific caution.' I did not remark that while m\ 
hands were chiefly useful for gesticulation i>r hi>!ding a pen, Parload s hands 
eould do all sorts t^f things; and I did not think therefore that fibres must run 
from those fingers to something in his brain. Nor, thimgh 1 biagged 
perpetually of my shorthand, of my literature, ol my indispensable share in 
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Ra\vdi)n's business, did Parload lay stress on the conics and calculus he 
‘mugged' in the i^rganised science school. Parload is a famous man now, a 
great figure in a great time, his work upon intersecting radiations has 
broadened the intellectual horizon of mankind for ever; and I, whi^ am at 
best a hewer of intellectual wood, a drawer of living water, can smile, and he 
can smile, to think how I patronised and posed and jabbered over him in the 
darkness i^f those early days. 

'I'hat night I was shrill and eloquent beyond measure. Rawdon was, of 
course, the hub upon which I went round—Rawdon and the Rawdonesque 
employer and the injustice of ‘wages slavery' and all the immediate 
conditions of that industrial blind alley up which it seemed our lives were 
thrust. But ever and again I glanced at other things. Nettie was always there 
in the background of my mind, regarding me enigmatically. It was part of 
my pose to Parload that I had a romantic Kwe-afl'air somewhere away 
beyond the sphere of our intercourse, and that note gave a Byronic 
resonance to many of the nonsensical things 1 produced for his 
astonishment. 

I will not weary you with too detailed an account of the talk of a fiH)lish 
youth who was also distressed and unhappy, and whose voice was balm fi>r 
the humiliations that smarted in his eyes. Indeed now in many particulars I 
cannot disentangle this harangue of whieh I tel! irom many of the things I 
may have said in other talks to Parload. Iw example I forget if it was then (U' 
before or afterwards that, as it were by accident, I let out what might be 
taken as an admission that 1 was addicted to drugs. 

‘You shouldn't do that,' said Parload, suddenly. ‘It won't do to poison 
your brains with that.' 

Aly brains, my eloquence, were to be very important assets to our party in 
the coming revolution. . .. 

But one thing does clearly belong to this particular conversatii>n 1 am 
recalling. When I started out it was quite settled in the back of my mind that 
I must not leave Rawdon's. I simply wanted to abuse my empUner ti^ 
Parload. But 1 talked myself quite out of touch with all the cogent reasons 
there were i'or sticking to my place, and I got home that night irrevocably 
committed to a spirited—not to say a deliant—policy with my employer. 

‘I can't stand Rawdon's much longer,' I said to Parload by way of a 
nourish. 

‘'There's hard times coming,' said Parload. 

‘Next winter.’ 

‘Sooner. 'The Americans have been overproducing, and they mean to 
dump. 'The iron trade is going to have convulsions.’ 

‘I don’t care. Pot-banks are steady.’ 

‘With a corner in borax? No. I’ve heard-’ 

‘What have you heard?’ 

‘Oflice secrets. But it’s no secret there’s trouble coming to potters. 
'I'herc’s been borrowing and speculation. 'I'he masters don’t stick to one 
business as they used to do. 1 can tell that much. Half the valley may be 
“playing” before two months are out.’ Parload delivered himself of this 
unusually long speech in his most pithy and weighty manner. 
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^Maying’ was our local euphemism for a lime when there was no work and 
no money for a man^ a lime of stagnation and dreary hungry loafing day 
alter day. Such interludes seemed in those days a necessary conseciuence of 
industrial organisation. 

‘You'd better stick to Rawdon's,’ said Parload. 

‘Ugh,’ said I, affecting a noble disgust. 

‘'rherc'll be trouble,' said Parload. 

‘\X'ho cares?’ said I. ‘Let there be trouble—the nu^re the better. 'Phis 
system has got to end, sooner or later. 'I’hese capitalists with their 
speculatiim and corners and trusts make things go from bad to worse. Why 
shiHild 1 cinver in Rawdon's oliice, like a frightened dog, while hunger walks 
the streets? Hunger is the master revolutionary. When he comes we ought to 
turn out and salute him. Anyway, /’/// going to do so now." 

‘'That's all very well,' began Parload. 

‘I'm tired (Wit,' 1 said. ‘I want to come to grips with all these Rawdons. I 
think perhaps if I was hungry and savage 1 could talk to hungry men-' 

‘'There's your mother,' said Parload, in his slow judicial way. 

'That a difliculty. 

I got over it by a rhetorical turn. ‘W'hy should one sacrifice the future of 
the world—why should one even sacriliee one's own I'uture—because one's 
mother is totally destitute of imagination?' 


_ 5 . 

It was late when I parted from Parload and came baek to my own home. 

Our house stood in a highly respectable little square near the C^laylon 
parish church. Mr Ciabbiias, the curate of all work, lodged i^n our ground 
floor, and upstairs there was an old lady. Miss 1 lolroyd, who painted flowers 
on china and maintained her blind sister in an adjacent room; my mother 
and 1 lived in the basement and slept in the attics. 'The front of the house 
was veiled by a Virginian creeper that defined the Clayton air and clustered 
in untidy dependent masses over the wiHKled porch. 

As I came up the steps I had a glimpse of Mr Gabbiias printing 
photographs by candle light in his room. It was the chief delight of his little 
life to spend his holiday abroad in the company 0: a queer little snapshot 
camera, and to return with a great multitude of foggy and sinister negatives 
that he had made in beautiful and interesting places. 'I hese the camera 
company would develop for him on advantageous terms, and he would 
spend his evenings the year through in printing from them in order to inflict 
copies upon his undeserving friends. 'There was a long trameful ('I his work 
in the Clayton National School, for example, inscribed in old Imglish 
lettering, ‘Italian "Travel Pictures, by the Rev. IvB.Gabbitas. Tor this it 
seemed he lived and travelled and had his being. It was his (uily real joy. By 
his shaded light I ci)uld see his sharp little nose, his little pale eyes behind 
his glasses, his mouth pursed up with the endeavour ol his employment... . 

‘Hireling Idar,’ I muttered, for was not he also part of the system, part ol 
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the scheme of robbery that made wages serfs of Farload and me?—though 
his share in the proceedings was certainly small. 

‘Hireling Liar,' said I, standing in the darkness, outside even his faint 
glow of travelled culture. . . . 

My mother let me in. 

She looked at me, mutely, because she knew there was simiething wnmg 
and that it was no use fi^r her to ask what. 

‘Ciood night, mummy,' said I, and kissed her a little roughly, and lit and 
took my candle and went olfat once up the staircase to bed, not looking at 
her. 

‘I've kept some supper for you, dear.' 

‘Don't want any supper.' 

‘But, dearie-' 

‘Ciood night, mother,’ and 1 went up and slammed my door upon her, 
blew out my candle, and lay down at once upon my bed, lay there a long 
lime before 1 got up to undress. 

'I'here were times when that dumb beseeching of my mi>ther’s face 
irritated me unspeakably. It did so that night. I felt 1 had to struggle against 
it, that I could not exist if 1 gave way to its pleadings, and it hurt me and 
divided me to resist it, almost beyond endurance. It was clear to me that I 
had to think out for myself religious problems, social problems, questions of 
conduct, questions of expediency, that her poor dear simple beliefs could 
not help me at all—and she did not understand! Hers was the accepted 
religion, her only social ideas were blind submissions to the accepted 
order—to laws, to doctors, to clergymen, lawyers, masters, and all 
respectable persims in authority over us, and with her to believe was to fear. 
She knew from a thousand little signs—though still at times I went it) 
church with her—that I was passing out of touch i^f all these things that 
ruled her life, into some terrible unknown. L'rom things I said she could 
infer such clumsy concealments as I made. She felt my socialism, felt my 
spirit in revolt against the accepted order, felt the impotent resentments 
that filled me with bitterness against all she held sacred. Yet, you know, it 
was not her dear gods she sought to defend so much as me! She seemed 
always to be wanting to say to me, ‘Dear, I know it’s hard—but revolt is 
harder. Don’t make war on it, dear—don't! Don’t do anything to oll'end it. 
I'm sure it will hurt you if you do—it will hurt you if you do.’ 

She had been cowed into submission, as so many women of that time had 
been, by the sheer brutality of the accepted thing. The existing order 
dominated her into a worship of abject observances. It had bent her, aged 
her, robbed her of eyesight so that at fifty-five she peered through cheap 
spectacles at my face and saw it only dimly, filled her with a habit of anxiety, 
made her hands—Her poor dear hands! Not in the whole world now could 
you find a woman with hands so grimy, si) needle-worn, so misshapen by 
toil, so chapped and coarsened, so evilly entreated. ... At any rate, there is 
this I can say for myself, that my bitterness against the world and fortune 
was for her sake as well as for my own. 

Yet that night I pushed by her harshly. I answered her curtly, left her 
concerned and perplexed in the passage, and slammed my door upon her. 
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And for a long lime I lay raging at the hardship and evil of life, at the 
contempt of Rawdon and the loveless coolness of Nettie’s letter, at my 
weakness and insignificance, at the things I found intolerable, and ihe 
things I could not mend. Over and over went my poor little brain, tired out 
and unable to stop on my treadmill of troubles. Nettie. Rawdon. Aly 
mother. (labbitas. Nettie.. .. 

Suddenly I came upim emotional exhaustion. Some clock was striking 
midnight. After all, I was yi)ung; I had these quick transitions. 1 remember 
quite distinctly, 1 stood up abruptly, undressed very quickly in the dark, 
and had hardly touched my pillow again before 1 was asleep. 

Hut how my mother slept that night I do not know. 

Oddly enough, 1 do not blame myself for behaving like this to my mother, 
thiHigh my conscience blames me acutely tor my arrogance ti^ Parload. 1 
regret my behaviour to my mother before the days of the (Change, it is a scar 
ammig my memories that will always be a little painful to the end of my 
days, but 1 do not see how si^mething of the sort was to be escaped under 
those former conditions. In that time of muddle and obscurity people were 
overtaken by needs and toil and hot passions before they had the chance of 
even a year or so of' clear thinking; they settled down to an intense and 
strenuous application to some partial but immediate duty, and the growth 
of thought ceased in them. 'They set and hardened into narrow ways, hew 
women remained capable of a new idea after live and twenty, few men al ter 
thirty-one or two. Discontent with the thing that existed was regarded as 
immoral, it was certainly an anmnance, and the t)nly protest against it, the 
only etfort against that universal tendency in all human institutions to 
thicken and clog, to work loosely and badly, to rust and weaken towards 
caiastix)phes, came fn)m the young—the crude unmerciful young. It 
seemed in those days to thoughtful men the harsh law of being—that either 
we must submit to our elders and be stilled, or disregard them, disobey 
them, thrust them aside, and make our little step of progress before we loo 
ossilied and became obstructive in our turn. 

Aly pushing past my mother, my irresponsive departure to my own silent 
meditations, was, I now perceive, a figure of the whi)le hard relationship 
between parents and son in ihi>se days. 'There appeared no other way; that 
perpetually recurring tragedy was, it seemed, part of the very nature ol the 
progress oi' the world. VC^e did not think then that minds might grow ripe 
without growing rigid, or children honour their parents and still think lor 
themselves. We were angry and hasty because we stilled in the darkness, in a 
poisoned and vitiated air. 'That deliberate animation ol the intelligence 
which is now the universal quality, that vigour with consideration, that 
judgment with confident enterprise which shine through all our world, were 
things disintegrated and unknown in the corrupting atmosphere ol our 
former state. 

(So the Jirst fascicle ended. / put it aside and looked for the second. 

"Well?' said the man zvho zvrote. 

"This is fiction?' 

"It's mv storv. * 
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"But you — Amidst this beauty — You are not this iU-eouditioued, squalidly 
bred lad of whom / have been reading?' 

He smiled. "There intervenes a certain Change,' he said. "Have I not hinted 
at that?' 

I hesitated upon a question, then sazv the second fascicle at hand, and picked it 
up.) 


NETTIE 

I 

I cannot now remember it he story resumed'^ what interval separated that 
evening on which Parload first showed me the comet—I think I only 
pretended to see it then—and the Sunday afternoon I spent at ('heckshill. 

Between the two there was time enough for me to give mnice and leave 
Rawdon’s, to seek for some other situation very strenuously in vain, to think 
and say many hard and violent things to my mother and to Parload, and to 
pass through some phases of very profound wretchedness. There must have 
been a passionate correspondence with Nettie, but all the froth and fury of 
that has faded nmv out of my memory. All I have clear now is that I wrote 
one magnificent farewell to her, easting her oft* for ever, and that I gi>t in 
reply a prim little note to say that even if there was to be an end to 
everything, that was no excuse for writing such things as I had done, and 
then 1 think I wrote again in a vein I considered satirical. 'To that she did not 
reply. "I'hal interval was at least three weeks, and probably four, because the 
comet which had been on the first oeeasii>n only a dubious speck in the sky, 
certainly visible only when it was magnified, was now a great white 
presence, brighter than Jupiter, and casting a shadow on its own account. It 
was now actively present in the world of human thought, evcryiuie was 
talking about it, everyone was looking for its waxing splendour as the sun 
went down— the papers, the music-halls, the hoardings, echoed it. 

Yes; the comet was already dominant before I went over to make 
everything clear tt) Nettie. And Parload had spent two hoarded pininds in 
buying himself a spectroscope, so that he could see for himself, night after 
night, that mystcric^us, that stimulating line—the unknmvn line in the 
green. How many times 1 wonder did I look at the smudgy, quivering 
symbol of the unknown things that were rushing upon us out of the 
inhuman void before I rebelled? But at last I could stand it no longer, and I 
reproached Parload very bitterly for wasting his time in ‘astronomical 
dilettantism.’ 

‘Here,’ said I, ‘we’re on the verge of the biggest lockout in the history of 
this countryside; here’s distress and hunger coming, here’s all the 
capitalistic competitive system like a wound inflamed, and you spend your 
time gaping at that damned silly streak of nothing in the sky!’ 

Parload stared at me. ‘Yes, I do,’ he said slowly, as though it was a new 
idea. ‘Don’t I? ... I wonder why.’ 
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‘/ want to start meetings of an evening on Howdcn’s Waste.’ 

‘You think they'd listen?’ 

‘'rhey’d listen fast enough now.' 

‘'I’hey didn’t before/ said Parload, looking at his pet instrument 

‘'I'hcre was a demonstration of unemployed at Swathinglea on Sunday. 
'They got to stone throwing.' 

Parload said nothing for a little while and I said several things. He seemed 
to be considering something. 

‘But, after all,’ he said at last, with an awkward movement towards his 
spectroscope, ‘that does signify something.' 

‘'The cimiet?’ 

‘Yes.' 

‘What can it signify? You don't want me to believe in astrology. What 
does it matter what Hames in the heavens—when men are starving on 
earth?' 

‘It's—it's science.' 

‘Science! VC'hat we want now is socialism—not science.' 

lie still seemed reluctant to give up his ci>met. 

‘Socialism's all right,' he said, ‘but if that thing up there n'us to hit the 
earth it might matter.' 

‘Nothing matters but human beings.' 

‘Suppose it killed them all.' 

‘Oh,' said I, ‘that's Rot.' 

‘I wonder,' said Parload, dreadfully divided in his allegiance. 

1 le looked at the comet. He seemcil on the verge of repealing his growing 
information about the nearness of the paths of the earth and comet, and all 
that might ensue from that. So I cut in with something I had got out of a 
now forgotten writer called Ruskin, a volcano of beautiful language and 
nonsensical suggestions, who prevailed very greatly with eloquent excitable 
yiiung men in those days. Sv>mething it was about the insignificance of 
science and the supreme importance i)f Life. Parload stood listening, half 
turned towards the sky with the tips of his lingers on his spectroscope. He 
seemed to come to a sudden decision. 

‘No. I diin't agree with you, Leadford,' he said. ‘You don't understand 
about science.' 

Parload rarely argued with that bluntness of opposition. I was so used to 
entire possession of our talk that his brief contradiction struck me a blow. 
‘Don’t agree with me!' I repeated. 

‘No/ said Parload. 

‘But how?' 

‘I believe science is of more importance than socialism,' he said. 
‘Socialism’s a theory. Science—science is something more.' 

And that was really all he seemed to be able to say. 

We embarked upon one of those queer arguments illiterate young men 
used always to tind so heating. Science or Socialism? It was, ot course, like 
arguing which is right, left-handedness or a taste for onions, it was 
altogether impossible opposition. But the range of my rhetoric enabled me 
at last to exasperate Parload, and his mere repudiation of my conclusions 
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siitHccd lo exasperate me, and we ended in the key of a positive quarrel. ‘C^h, 
very well!' said I. ‘Si^ long as I know where we are!' 

I slammed his door as though I dynamiied his house, and wen! raging 
down the street but I felt that he was already back at the window 
wc^rshipping his blessed line in the green, before I g(M nuind the corner. 

I had to walk for an luuir or si>, before 1 was cool enough ti^ go home. 

And it was Farload who had tirsi intrcKiueed me ti^ socialism! 

Recreant! 

The most extratirdinary things used to run through my head in thi^se 
days. I will confess that my mind ran persistently that evening upon 
revolutions after the best b'rench pattern, and I sat on a ('ommitlcc of 
Safely and tried backsliders. Parload was there, ami>ng the prisoners, 
backsliderissirnus, aware loo lale of the error i^f his ways. His hands were 
tied behind his back ready for the shambles; through the open door one 
heard the voice of iusticc, the rude justice of the people. 1 was sorry, but I 
had to do my duly. 

‘If we punish those who would betray us ti> Kings,' said I, with a 
sornnvful deliberation, ‘henv much the more must we punish those whi' 
would give over the State to the pursuit of useless knmvlcdge'; and so with a 
gloomy satisfaction sent him t>ff to the guillotine. 

‘Ah, Parload! ParKnid! If only you'd listened to me earlier, Parload! . . .' 

None the less that quarrel made me extremely unhappy. Parli>ad was my 
only gossip, and it cost me much to keep away from him and think evil of 
him with no one to listen to me, evening after evening. 

'I'hal was a very miserable time for me, even before my last visit 
('heekshill. My long unemployed hours hung heavily on my hands. I kept 
away fnmi h<mie all day, partly to support a fiction that I was sedulously 
seeking another situation, and partly to escape the persistent question in my 
mother's eyes. ‘Why did you quarrel with Mr Rawdon? W'hy JiJ you? W'hy 
do you keep on going about with a sullen face and risk olfending if more?' I 
spent most of the morning in the newspaper-room i>f the public library, 
writing impossible applications for impossible posts—I remember that 
among other things of the sort I i^ffered my services a firm of private 
detectives, a sinister breed of traders upon base jealousies now happily 
vanished from the world, and wrote apropos of an advertisement for 
‘stevedores’ that I did not know what the duties of a stevedore might be, but 
that I was apt and willing to learn—and in the afternoons and evenings I 
wandered through the strange lights and shadows of my native valley and 
hated all created things. Until my wanderings were checked by the 
discovery that I was wearing out my boots. 

The stagnant inconclusive malaria of that time! 

1 perceive that I was an evil-tempered, ill-disposed youth with a great 
capacity for hatred, hut - 

There was an excuse for hate. 

It was wrong of me to hate individuals, to be rude, harsh, and vindictive 
to this person or that, but indeed it w^ould have been equally wrong to have 
taken the manifest offer life made me, without resentment. I see now clearly 
and calmly, what I then felt obscurely and with an unbalanced intensity. 
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that my conditions were intolerable. My work was tedious and laborious 
and it toc^k up an unreasonable proportion of my time; I was ill clothed, ill 
fed, ill housed, ill educated and ill trained; my will was suppressed and 
cramped to the pitch of torture; I had no reasonable pride in myself and no 
reasonable chance of putting anything right. It was a life hardly worth 
living, 'rhat a large proportion of the people about me had no better a lot, 
that many had a worse, does not affect these facts. It was a life in which 
contentment would have been disgraceful. If some of them were contented 
or resigned, so much the worse for everytme. No doubt it was hasty and 
foi^lish of me to throw up my situation, but everything was so obviously 
aimless and foolish in our social organisation that I do not feel disposed to 
blame myself even for that, except in so far as it pained my mother and 
caused her anxiety. 

'I'hink of the one comprehensive fact of the lock-out! 

'I'hat year was a bad year, a year i>f world-wide economic disorganisation. 
'I’hrough their want intelligent direction the great ‘'rriisi' of American 
ironmasters, a gang of energetic, narrow-minded furnace invners, had 
smelted far more iron than the whole world had any demand for. (In those 
days there existed no means of estimating any need of that sort beforehand.; 
'They had dime this without even consulting the ironmasters of any other 
country. During their period of activity they had drawn into their 
employment a great number of workers, and had erected a huge productive 
plant. It is manifestly just that people wlu> do headlong stupid things of this 
sort should suffer, hut in the old days it was quite possible, it was 
customary, for the real blunderers in such disasters to shift neaily all the 
consequences of their incapacity. No one thought it wrong for a light-w ilted 
‘captain of industry'’ who had led his work-people into overproduction, into 
the disproportionate manufacture, that is to say, or some particular article, 
to abandim and dismiss them, nor was there anything to prevent the sudden 
frantic underselling of some trade rival in order to surprise and destroy his 
trade, secure his customers for one’s own destined needs, and shift a portion 
of one's punishment upon him. 'I'his operation of spasmodic underselling 
was known as ‘dumping.’ The American ironmasters were now dumping on 
the Hritish market. 'I'he British employers were, of course, taking their loss 
out of their work-people as much as possible, but in addition they were 
agitating for some legislation that would prevent—not stupid relative excess 
in production, but ‘dumping’—not the disease, but the consequences of the 
disease. 'I’he necessary knowledge to prevent either dumping or its cause, 
the uncorrelated production of commodities, did not exist, but this hardly 
weighed with them at all; and in answer to their demands there had arisen a 
curious party of retaliatory-protectionists who combined vague prop^'^tii^* 
for spasmodic responses to these convulsive attacks from foreign 
manufacturers, with the very evident intention of achieving financial 
adventures. 'I'he dishonest and reckless elements w’ere indeed so evident in 
this movement as to add very greatly to the general atmosphere ot distrust 
and insecurity, and in the recoil from the prospect of fiscal power in the 
hands of the class of men known as the ‘New h'inanciers,’ one heard 
frightened old-fashioned statesmen asserting with passion that ‘dumping’ 
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didn’t occur, or that it was a very charming sort of thing to happen. Nobody 
would face and handle the rather intricate truth of the business. "I’he whole 
effect upon the mind of a cool observer was of a covey of unsubstantial 
jabbering minds drifting over a series of irrational economic cataclysms, 
prices and employment tumbled about like Uwers in an earthquake, and 
amidst the shifting masses w^re the common w'ork-people going on with 
their lives as well as they could, suffering, perplexed, unorganised, and for 
anything but violent, fruitless protests, impotent. You cannot hope now to 
understand the infinite w^ant of adjustment in the old order of things. At one 
time there were people dying of actual starvation in India, while men were 
burning unsaleable wheat in America. It sounds like the account i>f a 
particularly mad dream, does it not? It was a dream, a dream from which no 
one on earth expected an awakening. 

To us youngsters with the positiveness, the rationalism of youth, it 
seemed that the strikes and lockouts, the overproduction and misery ci>uld 
not possibly result simply from ignorance and want of thought and feeling. 
We needed more dramatic factors than these mental fogs, these mere 
atmospheric devils. We fled therefore to that common refuge of the 
unhappy ignorant, a belief in callous insensate plots—we called them 
‘plots’—against the poor. 

You can still see how we figured it in any museum by looking up the 
caricatures of capital and labour that adorned the (ierman and American 
socialist papers of the old time. 


2 

I had cast Nettie oft'in an eloquent epistle, had really imagined the affair was 
over for ever—‘I’ve done with women,’ I said to Parload—and then there 
was silence for more than a week. 

Before that week w-as over I was wondering with a growing emotion what 
next would happen between us. 

I found myself thinking constantly of Nettie, picturing her—sometimes 
with stern satisfaction, sometimes with sympathetic remorse—mourning, 
regretting, realising the absolute end that had come between us. At the 
bottom of my heart I no more believed that there was an end between us, 
than that an end would come to the world. Had we not kissed one another, 
had we not achieved an atmosphere of whispering nearness, breached our 
virgin shyness with one another? Of course she was mine, of course I was 
hers, and separations and final quarrels and harshness and distance were no 
more than flourishes upon the eternal fact. So at least I felt the thing, 
however I shaped my thoughts. 

Whenever my imagination got to work as that week drew to its close, she 
came in as a matter of course, I thought of her recurrently all day and 
dreamt of her at night. On Saturday night I dreamt of her very vividly. Her 
face was flushed and wet with tears, her hair a little disordered, and when I 
spoke to her she turned away. In some manner this dream left in my mind a 
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feeling of distress and anxiety. In the morning I had a raging thirst to see 
her. 

'I hat Sunday my mother wanted me to go to church very particularly. 
She had a double reason for that; she thought that it would ecrtainly 
exercise a favourable influence upon my search for a situation thnmghout 
the next week, and in addition Mr (labbiias, with a certain mystery behind 
his glasses, had promised to see what he could do for me, and she wanted to 
keep him up to that promise. I half consented, and then my desire for Nettie 
took hold of me. I told my mother I wasn’t going to church, and set olf about 
eleven to walk the seventeen miles to Checkshill. 

It greatly intensifed the fatigue of that long tramp that the sole of my bool 
presently split at the toe, and after I had cut the Happing portion olf, a nail 
worked through and began to torment me. However, the bmn looked all 
right after that operation and gave no audible hint of my discomfort. I got 
some bread and cheese at a little inn on the way, and was in (Checkshill park 
about four. 1 did not go by the road past the house and so round to the 
gardens, but cut over the crest beyond the second keeper's centage, along a 
path Nettie used to call her own. It was a mere deer track. It led up a 
miniature valley and thnKigh a pretty dell in which we had been accustomed 
to meet, and so through the hollies and along a narrow path close by the wall 
of the shrubbery to the gardens. 

In my memory that walk through the park before I came upon Nettie 
stands out very vividly. 'The long tramp before it is foreshortened to a mere 
effect of dusty nnul and painful boot, but the bracken valley and sudden 
tumult of doubts and unwonted expectations that came to me, stands out 
now as something signiHcant, as something unforgettable, something 
essential to the meaning of all that followed. Where should I meet her? 
What would she say? I had asked these questions before and found an 
answer. Now they came again with a trail of fresh implications and I had no 
answer for them at all. As 1 approached Nellie she ceased to be the mere 
butt tif my egotistical self-projection, the custodian of my sexual pride, and 
drew together and became over and above this a personality o\' her envn, a 
personality and a mystery, a sphinx I had evaded only to meet again. 

I find a little dilliculty in describing the quality of the old-world love- 
making so that it may be understandable now. 

We young people had practically no prcparati(m at all for the stir and 
emotions of adolescence. 'Toward the young the world maintained a 
conspiracy of stimulating silences. 'There came ni^ initiation. 'There were 
books, stories of a curiously conventional kind that insisted on certain 
qualities in every love-affair and greatly intensified one’s natural desire for 
them, perfect trust, perfect loyalty, lifelong devotion. Much of the complex 
essentials of love were altogether hidden. One read these things, got 
accidental glimpses of this and that, wondered and forgot, and so one grew. 
'Then strange emotions, novel alarming desires, dreams strangely charged 
with feeling; an inexplicable impulse of self-abandonment began to trickle 
queerly amongst the familiar purely egotistical and materialistic things of 
boyhood and girlhood. We were like misguided travellers who had camped 
in the dry bed of a tropical river. Presently we were knee deep and neck deep 
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in the flood. Our beings were suddenly going out from ourselves seeking 
other beings—we knew not why. "I'his novel craving for abandonment to 
some one of the other sex, bore us away. We were ashamed and full of 
desire. We kept the thing a guilty secret, and were resolved to satisfy it 
against all the world. In this state it was we drifted in the most accidental 
way against some other blindly seeking creature, and linked like nascent 
atoms. 

We were obsessed by the books we read, by all the talk about us that once 
we had linked ourselves we were linked for life. 'I'hcn afterwards w'e 
discovered that other was also an egotism, a thing of ideas and impulses, 
that failed to correspond with ours. 

So it was, I say, w'ith the yt)ung of my class and most of the young people 
in our world. So it came about that I sought Nettie on the Sunday afternoon 
and suddenly came upon her, light bodied, slenderly feminine, hazel eyed, 
w'ith her soft sweet young face under the shady brim of her hat of straw, the 
pretty Venus I had resolved should be wholly and exclusively mine. 

I'herc, all unaware of me still, she stood, my essential feminine, the 
embodiment of the inner thing in life for me—and moreover an unknow n 
other, a person like myself. 

She held a little book in her hand, open as if she were walking along and 
reading it. 'I'hat chanced to be her pose, but indeed she was standing quite 
still, looking away towards the grey and lichenous shrubbery wall and, as I 
think now, listening. Her lips were a little apart, curved to that faint, sweet 
shadow of a smile. 
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I recall with a vivid precision her queer start when she heard the rustle of 
my approaching feet, her surprise, her eyes almost of dismay for me. 1 could 
recollect, I believe, every significant w'ord she spoke during our meeting, 
and most of what I said to her. At least, it seems I could, though indeed 1 
may deceive myself. Hut 1 will not make the attempt. We were both too ill 
educated to speak our full meanings, we stamped out our feelings with 
clumsy stereotyped phrases; you who are better taught would fail to catch 
our intention. I'he effect would be insanity. But our first words I may give 
you, because though they conveyed nothing to me at the time, afterwards 
they meant much. 

‘ You, Willie!’ she said. 

‘I have come,’ I said—forgetting in the instant all the elaborate things I 
had intended to say. ‘I thought I would surprise you-’ 

‘Surprise me?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

She stared at me for a moment. I can see her pretty face now as it looked at 
me—her impenetrable dear face. She laughed a queer little laugh and her 
colour went for a moment, and then so soon as she had spoken, came back 
again. 
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‘Surprise me at what?’ she said with a rising note. 

I was too intent to explain myself to think of what might lie in that. 

‘1 wanted to tell you,' I said, ‘that I didn't mean quite . . . the things I put 
in my letter.’ 


4 


When I and Nettie had been sixteen we had been just of an age and 
eontemporaries together. Now we were a year and three-quarters older, and 
she—her metamorphosis was almost complete, and 1 was still only at the 
beginning of a man’s Kmg adolescence. 

In an instant she grasped the situation, 'i'he hidden motives of her quick- 
ripened little mind Hashed out their intuitive scheme of action. She treated 
me with that neat perfection of understanding a young woman has for a boy. 

‘But how did you come?’ she asked. 

I told her I had walked. 

‘Walked!’ In an instant she was leading me towards the gardens. I must be 
tired. I must come home with her at once and sit down. Indeed it was near 
tea-time (the Stuarts had lea at the old-fashioned hour of five). Bveryone 
would be so surprised to see me. b’ancy walking! b’ancy! But she supposed a 
man thought nothing of seventeen miles. When couU 1 have started! 

All the while, keeping me at a distance, without even the touch of her 
hand. 

‘But, Nettie! I came over to talk to you!’ 

‘My dear boy! 'Tea first, if you please! And besides—aren’t we talking?’ 

'The ‘dear boy’ was a new note, that sounded oddly to me. 

She quickened her pace a little. 

‘1 wanted to explain—’ I began. 

Whatever I wanted to explain I had no chance to do so. I said a few 
discrepant things that she answered rather by her intonation than her 
words. 

When we were well past the shrubbery, she slackened a little in her 
urgency, and so we came along the slope under the beeches to the garden. 
She kept her bright, straightforward-looking girlish eyes on me as we went; 
it seemed she did so all the time, but now I know, better than I did then, that 
every now and then she glanced over me and behind me towards the 
shrubbery. And all the while, behind her quick breathless, inconsecutive 
talk, she was thinking. 

Her dress marked the end of her transition. 

Can I recall it? 

Not, I am alraid, in the terms a woman would use. But her bright brown 
hair, which had once flowed down her back in a jolly pig-tail tied with a bit 
of scarlet ribbon, was now caught up into an intricacy of pretty curves above 
her little ear and cheek, and the soft long lines of her neck; her white dress 
had descended to her feet; her slender waist, which had once been a mere 
geographical expression, an imaginary line like the equator, was now a thing 



$82 In the Days of the Comet 

of flexible beauty. A year ago she had been a pretty girl’s face sticking out 
from a little unimportant frock that was carried upon an extremely active 
and etlicicnt pair of brown-stockinged legs. Now there was coming a strange 
new body that flowed beneath her clothes with a sinuous insistence, livery 
movement, and particularly the novel droop of her hand and arm ti) the 
unaccustomed skirts she gathered about her, and a graceful forward 
inclination that had come to her, called softly to my eyes. A very fine scarf— 
I suppose you would call it a scarf—c^f green gossamer, that some new- 
wakened instinct had told her to fling about her shoulders, clung now 
closely to the young undulations of her body, and now streamed fluttering 
out for a moment in a breath of wind, and like some shy independent 
tentacle with a secret to impart, came inti> momentary contact with my arm. 

She caught it back and reproved it. 

We went through the green gate in the high garden wall. 1 held it open for 
her to pass through, for this was one of my restricted slock of stiff 
politenesses, and then for a sccimd she was near touching me. So we came to 
the trim array of flmver-beds near the head gardener's cottage and the vistas 
of ‘glass’ on our left. We walked between the box edgings and beds of 
begonias, and into the shadow of a yew hedge within twenty yards of that 
very pond with the gifld-fish at whose brim we had plighted our vinvs, and 
so we came to the wistaria-smothered porch. 

'The door was wide open, and she walked in before me. ‘Ciuess who has 
come to sec usl’ she eried. 

Her father answered indistinctly from the parlour, and a chair creaked. 1 
judged he was disturbed in his nap. 

‘Mother!’ she called in her clear young voice. ‘Puss!’ 

Puss was her sister. 

She told them in a marvelling key that I had walked all the way fn>m 
Clayton, and they gathered about me and echoed her notes of surprise. 

‘You’d better sit down, VC'illic,’ said her father; ‘now you have got here. 
How’s your mother?’ 

He looked at me curiously as he spt)ke. 

He was dressed in his Sunday clothes, a sort of brownish tweeds, but the 
w'aistcoat was unbuttoned for greater comfort in his slumbers. He was a 
brown-eyed ruddy man, and I still have now in my mind the bright ell'eci of 
the red-golden hairs that started out from his cheek to flow dcuvn in to his 
beard. He was short but strongly built, and his beard and moustache were 
the biggest things about him. She had taken all the possibility of beauty he 
possessed, his clear skin, his bright hazel-brown eyes, and wedded them to a 
certain quickness she got from her mother. Her mother 1 remember as a 
sharp-eyed woman of great activity; she seems to me now to have been 
perpetually bringing in or taking out meals or doing some such service, and 
to me—for my mother’s sake and my own—she was always welcoming and 
kind. Puss was a youngster of fourteen perhaps, of whom a hard bright 
stare, and a pale skin like her mother’s, are the chief traces on my memory. 
All these people were very kind to me, and among them there was a common 
recognition, sometimes very agreeably flnding expression, that 1 was— 
‘clever.’ They all stood about me as if they were a little at a loss. 
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‘Sit down!’ said her father. ‘Clive him a chair, Puss.’ 

Wc talked a little stiffly—they were evidently surprised by my sudden 
apparition, dusty, fatigued, and white-faced; but Nettie did not remain to 
keep the conversation going. 

‘'rherel' she cried suddenly, as if she were vexed. ‘I declare!’ and she 
darted out of the room. 

‘Lord! what a girl it is!’ said Mrs Stuart. ‘1 don’t know what’s come to 
her.’ 

It was half an hour before Nettie came back. It seemed a long time to me, 
and yet she had been running, for when she came in again she was out oi' 
breath. In the meantime, I had thrown out casually that I had given up my 
place at Rawdon's. ‘I can do better than that,’ 1 said. 

‘1 left my book in the dell,’ she said, panting. ‘Is tea ready?’ and that was 
her apology. . . . 

Wc didn’t shake down into comfort even with the coming of the tea- 
things. 'Lea at the gardener's cottage was a serious meal, with a big cake and 
little cakes, and preserves and fruit, a fine spread upon a table. You must 
imagine me, sullen, awkward, and preoccupied, perplexed by the 
something that was inexplicably unexpected in Nettie, saying little, and 
glowering across the cake at her, and all the eli^quence I had been 
concentrating for the previous twenty-four hours, miserably lost some¬ 
where in the back of my mind. Nettie’s father tried to set me talking; he had 
a liking for my gift of ready speech, for his own ideas came with difflculty, 
and it pleased and astonished him to hear me pouring out my views. Indeed, 
over there 1 was, I think, even more talkative than with Parload, though to 
the world at large I was a shy young lout. ‘You ought to write it out for the 
newspapers,' he used t(^ say. ‘'I'hat's what you i^ught to di^. I never heard 
such nonsense.' 

Or, ‘You've got the- gift of the gab, young man. We ought io ha' made a 
lawyer of you.' 

Hut that afternoon, even in his eyes, I didn't shine, h'ailing any other 
stimulus, he reverted to my search for a situation, but even that did not 
engage me. 
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h'or a long time 1 feared I should have to go back to (Clayton without another 
word to Nettie, she seemed insensible to the need I felt for a talk with her, 
and I was thinking even of a sudden demand for that before them all. It was 
a transparent manoeuvre of her mother's, who had been watching my face, 
that sent us out at last together to do something—I forget now what—in one 
of the greenhouses. Whatever that little mission may have been it was the 
merest, most barefaced excuse, a door to shut, or a window to close, and I 
don't think it got done 

Nettie hesitated and obeyed. She led the way through one of the hot¬ 
houses. It was a low, steamy, brick-floored alley between staging that bore a 
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close crowd of pots and ferns, and behind big branching plants that were 
spread and nailed overhead so as to make an impervious cover of leaves, and 
in that close green privacy she stopped and turned on me suddenly like a 
creature at bay. 

‘Isn’t that maidenhair fern lovely?’ she said, and looked at me with eyes 
that said, ‘Mw.’ 

‘Nettie,’ I began, ‘I was a fool to write to you as 1 did.’ 

She startled me by the assent that Hashed out upon her face. But she said 
nothing, and stood waiting. 

‘Nettie,’ I plunged, ‘I can’t do without you. I—I love you.’ 

‘If you loved me,’ she said trimly, watching the white fingers she plunged 
among the green branches of a selaginella, ‘could you write the things you 
do to me?’ 

‘I don’t mean them,’ I said. ‘At least not always.’ 

1 thought really they were very good letters, and that Nettie was stupid to 
think otherwise, but 1 was for the moment clearly aware of the impossibility 
of conveying that to her. 

‘You wrote them.’ 

‘Hut then I tramp seventeen miles to say I diui’t mean them.’ 

‘Yes. Hut perhaps you do.’ 

I think I was at a loss; then I said, not very clearly, ‘I don’t.’ 

‘You think you—you love me, Willie. Hut you don’t.' 

‘I do. Nettie! You know I do.’ 

b'or answer she shook her head. 

I made what I thought was a most heroic plunge. ‘Nettie,’ 1 said, ‘I’d 
rather have you than—than my own opinions.’ 

The selaginella still engaged her. ‘You think so now,’ she said. 

I broke out into protestations. 

‘No,’ she said shortly. ‘It's difl'erent now.’ 

‘Hut why should two letters make st> much dilfercnce?’ I said. 

‘It isn’t only the letters. Hut it is difl'erent. It’s diflerent for good.' 

She halted a little with that sentence, seeking expression. She looked up 
abruptly into my eyes and moved, indeed slightly, but with the intimation 
that she thought our talk might end. 

Hut I did not mean it to end like that. 

‘For good?’ said I. ‘No! .. . Nellie! Nettie! You don’t mean that!’ 

‘I do,’ she said deliberately, still looking at me, and with all her pose 
conveying her finality. She seemed to brace herself for the outbreak that 
must follow. 

Of course I became wordy. Hut I did not submerge her. She stiH)d 
intrenched, tiring her contradictions like guns into my scattered discursive 
attack. I remember that our talk took the absurd form of disputing whether 
I could be in love with her or not. And there was I, present in evidence, in a 
deepening and widening distress of soul because she could stand there, 
defensive, brighter and prettier than ever, and in some inexplicable way cut 
off'from me and inaccessible. 

You know, we had never been together before without little enterprises of 
endearment, without a faintly guilty, quite delightful excitement. 
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I pleaded, 1 argued. I tried to show that even my harsh and difficult letters 
came from my desire to come wholly into contact with her. I made 
exaggerated fine statements of the longing I felt for her when I was away, of 
the shock and misery of finding her estranged and cool. wShe looked at me, 
feeling the emotion of my speech and impervious to its ideas. I had no 
doubt—whatever poverty in my words, coolly written down now, might 
convey—that I was eloquent then. I meant most intensely what I said, 
indeed I was wholly concentrated upon it. I was set upon conveying to her 
with absolute sincerity my sense of distance, and the greatness of my desire. 
I toiled towards her painfully and obstinately through a jungle of words. 

I ler face changed very slowly—by such imperceptible degrees as when at 
dawn light comes into a clear sky. I could feel that 1 touched her, that her 
hardness was in some manner melting, her determination softening towards 
hesitations. 'Fhc habit of an old familiarity lurked somewhere within her. 
Hut she would not let me reach her. 

‘No,’ she cried abruptly, starling into motion. 

She laid a hand on my arm. A wonderful new friendliness came into her 
voice. ‘It’s impossible, Willie. Kverythingis dilfcrent now—everything. We 
made a mistake. We two young sillies made a mistake and everything is 
dilferenl for ever. Yes, yes.' 

She turned about. 

‘Nettie!' cried I, and, still protesting, pursued her along the narrow' alley 
between the staging tinvard the hot-house door. I pursued her like an 
accusation, and she went before me like one who is guilty and ashamed. So I 
recall it now’. 

She would not let me talk to her again. 

Yet I could see that my talk to her had altogether abolished the clear-cut 
distance of our meeting in the park, liver and again I found her hazel eyes 
upon me. 'They expressed something novel—a surprise, as though she 
realised an unwonted relationship, and a sympathetic pity. And still— 
something defensive. 

When we gt)t back to the cottage, I fell talking rather more freely with her 
father about the nationalisation i>f railways, and my spirits and temper had 
so far mended at the realisatii)n that I could still produce an effect upon 
Nellie, that T was even playful with Puss. Mrs Stuart judged from that that 
things were better w’ith me than they w’ere, and began to beam mightily. 

Hut Nellie remained thoughtful and said very little. She was lost in 
perplexities I could not fathom, and presently she slipped away from us and 
w’ent upstairs. 


6 


I was, of course, too footsore to walk back to Clayton, but I had a shilling 
and a penny in my pocket for the train between Checkshill and I'wo-Mile 
Stone, and that much of the distance I proposed to do in the train. And 
when I got ready to go, Nettie amazed me by w'aking up to the most 
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remarkable solicitude for me. I must, she said, go by the road. It was 
altogether too dark for the short way to the lodge gates. 

I pointed out that it was moonlight. ‘With the comet thrown in,’ said old 
Stuart. 

‘No,’ she insisted, ‘you must go by the road.’ 

I still disputed. 

She was standing near me. ‘I'o please she urged, in a quick 
undertone, and with a persuasive look that puzzled me. Kven in the moment 
I asked myself why should this please her. 

I might have agreed had she not followed that up with, ‘The hollies by the 
shrubbery arc as dark as pitch. And there’s the deer-hounds.’ 

‘I’m not afraid of the ilark,’ said I. ‘Nor of the deer-hounds, either.’ 

‘Hut those dogs! Supposing one was loose!’ 

That was a girl’s argument, a girl who still had to understand that fear is 
an overt argument only for her own sex. I thought too of those grisly lank 
brutes straining at their chains and the chorus they could make of a night 
when they heard belated footsteps along the edge of the Killing Wood, and 
the thought banished my wish to please her. Like most imaginative natures 
1 was acutely capable of dreads and retreats, and constantly occupied with 
their suppression and concealment, and to refuse the short cut when it 
might appear that I did it on account of half a dozen almost certainly 
chained dogs was impossible. 

So I set off in spite of her, feeling valiant and glad to be so easily brave, 
but a little sorry that she should think herself crossed by me. 

A thin cloud veiled the moon, and the way under the beeches was dark 
and indistinct. I was not so preoccupied with my love-affairs as to neglect 
what 1 will confess was always my custom at night across that wild and 
lonely park. I made myself a club by fastening a big flint to one end of my 
twisted handkerchief and tying the other about my wrist, and with this in 
my pocket, went on comforted. 

And it chanced that as I emerged from the hollies by the corner of the 
shrubbery I was startled to come unexpectedly upon a young man in 
evening dress smoking a cigar. 

I was walking on turf, so that the sound I made was slight. He stood clear 
in the moonlight, his cigar glowed like a blood-red star, and it did not occur 
to me at the time that I advanced towards him almost invisibly in an 
impenetrable shadow. 

‘Hullo,’ he cried, with a sort of amiable challenge. ‘I’m here first!’ 

I came out into the light. ‘Who cares if you are?’ said I. 

I had jumped at once to an interpretation of his words. I knew that there 
was an intermittent dispute between the House people and the villager 
public about the use of this track, and it is needless to say where my 
sympathies fell in that dispute. 

‘Kh!’ he cried in surprise. 

‘Thought I would run away, I suppose,’ said I, and came close up to him. 

All my enormous hatred of his class had flared up at the sight of his 
costume, at the fancied challenge of his words. I knew him. He was Hdward 
Verrall, son of the man who owned not only this great estate but more than 
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half of Ravvdon’s pot-bank, and who had interests and possessions, 
collieries and rents, all over the district of the hour 'lowns. He was a gallant 
youngster, people said, and very clever. Young as he was there was talk of 
Parliament for him; he had been a great success at the university, and he was 
being sedulously popularised among us. He took with a light confidence, as 
a matter of course, advantages that I would have faced the rack to get, and I 
firmly believed myself a better man than he. He was, as he stood there, a 
concentrated figure of all that filled me with bitterness. One day he had 
stopped in a motor outside our house, and I remember the thrill of rage with 
which I had noted the dutiful admiration in my mother's eyes as she peered 
through her blind at him. ‘'I'hat's young Mr Verrall,' she said. ‘They say 
he's very clever.’ 

‘'fhey would,' I answx*rcd. ‘IXtmn them and him!' 

Hut that is by the way. 

He W’as clearly astonished to find himself face to face with a man. His note 
changed. 

‘Who the devil are.vo//?' he asked. 

My retort was the cheap expedient of re-echoing, ‘Who the devil are 
you?' 

‘IVV//,' he said. 

‘I'm coming along this path if I like,' I said. ‘See? It's a public path—just 
as this used to be public land. 'Wui’ve stolen the land—you and yours, and 
now you want to steal the right of w ay. You'll ask us to get off the face of* the 
earth next. I shan't oblige. Sec?' 

1 was shorter and I suppose a couple of years younger than he, but 1 had 
the improvised club in my pocket gripped ready, and I would have fought 
with him very cheerfully. Put he fell a step backwards as I came towards 
him. 

‘Socialist, I presume?' he said, alert and quiet and w ith the faintest note of 
badinage. 

‘One of many.' 

‘We're all socialists nowadays,' he remarked philosophically, ‘and I 
haven't the faintest intention of disputing your right of way.' 

‘You'd better not,' I said. 

‘No!' 

‘No.' 

He replaced his cigar, and there was a brief pause, ‘hatching a train?' he 
threw out. 

It seemed absurd not to answer. ‘Yes,’ 1 said shortly. 

He said it was a pleasant evening for a walk. 

I hovered for a moment and there was my path before me, and he stood 
aside. 'I'here seemed nothing to do but go on. ‘C lood night,' said he, as the 
intention took effect. 

I growled a surly good night. 

1 felt like a bombshell of sw earing that must presently burst w ith some 
violence as 1 wxmt on my silent w'ay. I le had so completely got the best in our 
encounter. 



There comes a memory, an odd intermixture of two entirely divergent 
things, that stands out with the intensest vividness. 

As 1 went across the last open meadow, following the short cut to 
Checkshill station, I perceived 1 had two shadows. 

'I’he thing jumped into my mind and stopped its tumid How for a 
moment. I remember the intelligent detachment of my sudden interest. I 
turned sharply, and stood looking at the moon and the great white comet, 
that the drift of the clouds had now rather suddenly unveiled. 

'I'he comet was perhaps twenty degrees from the moon. What a 
wonderful thing it looked lloaiing there, a greenish-white apparition in the 
dark blue deeps! It looked brighter than the moon because it was smaller, 
but the shadow it cast, though clearer cut, was much fainter than the moon's 
shadow.... I went on noting these facts, watching my two shadows precede 
me. 

T am totally unable to acec^unt for the sequence of my thoughts on this 
occasion, Mut suddenly, as if I had come on this new fact round a corner, the 
comet was out of my mind again, and I was face to face with an absolutely 
new idea. I wonder sometimes if the two shadows I cast, one with a sort of 
feminine faintness with regard to the other and not quite so tall, may not 
have suggested the word or the thought of an assignation to my mind. All 
that I have clear is that with the certitude of intuition 1 knew what it was 
that had brought the youth in evening dress outside the shrubbery. Of 
course! He had come to meet Nettie! 

Once the mental process was started it took no time at all. The day which 
had been full of perplexities for me, the mysterious invisible thing that had 
held Nettie and myself apart, the unaccountable strange something in her 
manner, was revealed and explained. 

1 knew now why she had looked guilty at my appearance, what had 
brought her out that afternoon, why she had hurried me in, the nature of the 
‘book’ she had run back to fetch, the reason why she had wanted me to go 
back by the high road, and why she had pitied me. It was all in the instant 
clear to me. 

You must imagine me a black little creature, suddenly stricken still—for a 
moment standing rigid—and then again suddenly becoming active with an 
impotent gesture, becoming audible with an inarticulate cry, with two little 
shadows mocking my dismay, and about this figure you must conceive a 
great wide space of moonlit grass, rimmed by the looming suggestion of 
distant trees—trees very low and faint and dim, and over it all the domed 
serenity of that wonderful luminous light. 

bor a little while this realisation stunned my mind. My thoughts came to 
a pause, staring at my discovery. Meanwhile my feet and my previous 
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direction carried me through the warm darkness to Checkshill station with 
its little lights, to the ticket-office window, and so to the train. 

I remember myself as it were making up to the thing—I was alone in one 
of the dingy ‘third-class’ compartments of that time—and the sudden 
nearly frantic insurgence of my rage. I stood up with the cry of an angry 
animal, and smote my fist with all my strength against the panel of wood 
before me.... 

Curiously enough I have completely forgotten my mood after that for a 
little while, but I know that later, for a minute perhaps, I hung for a time out 
of the carriage with the door open, contemplating a leap from the train. It 
was to be a dramatic leap, and then I would go storming back to her, 
denounce her, overwhelm her; and I hung, urging myself to do it. I don’t 
remember how it was I decided not to do this, at last, but in the end I didn’t. 

When the train stopped at the ne.\t station I had given up all thoughts of 
going back. 1 was sitting in the corner of the carriage with my bruised and 
wounded hand pressed under my arm, and still insensible to its pain, trying 
to think out clearly a scheme of action—action that should express the 
monstrous indignation that possessed me. 


^I'HE REVOLVER 

I 

‘'I’hat comet is going to hit the earth!’ 

So said one of the two men who got into the train and settled down. 

‘Ahi’ .said the other man. 

‘'I’hey do say that it is made of gas, that comet. We shan’t blow up, shall 
us?...’ 

What did it matter to me? 

I was thinking of revenge—revenge against the primary conditions of my 
being. I was thinking of Nettie and her lover. I was firmly resolved he 
should not have her—though I had to kill them both to prevent it. I did not 
care what else might happen, if only that end was insured. All my thwarted 
passions had turned to rage. I would have accepted eternal torment that 
night without a second thought, to be certain of revenge. A hundred 
possibilities of action, a hundred stormy situations, a whirl of violent 
schemes, chased one another through my shamed, exasperated mind. 'I'he 
sole prospect I could endure was of some gigantic, inexorably cruel 
vindication of my humiliated self. 

And Nettie? I loved Nettie still, but now with the intensest jealousy, with 
the keen, unmeasuring hatred of wounded pride, and baffled, passionate 
desire. 




2 


As I came down the hill from Clayton Crest—for my shilling and a penny 
only permitted me travelling by train as far as 'IVo-Mile Stone, and thence 
I had to walk over the hill—I remember very vividly a little man with a shrill 
voice who was preaching under a gas-lamp against a hi^arding to a thin 
crowd of Sunday evening loafers. He was a short man, bald, with a little fair 
curly beard and hair, and watery blue eyes, and he was preaching that the 
end of the world drew near. 

I think that is the first time 1 heard anyone link the comet with the end of 
the world. He had got that jumbled up with international politics and 
prophecies from the Hook of Daniel. 

I stopped to hear him only for a moment or so. I do not think I should 
have halted at all hut his crowd blocked my path, and the sight of his queer 
wild expression, the gesture of his upward-pointing finger, held me. 

‘'There is the end of all your Sins and b'ollies,' he bawled. ‘'There! 'There is 
the Star of Judgments, the Judgments of the most High (iod! It is 
appointed unto all men to die—unto all men to die'—his voice changed to a 
curious Hat chant—‘and after death, the Judgment! 'The Judgment!' 

I pushed and threaded my way through the bystanders and went on, and 
his curious harsh Hat voice pursued me. I went on with the thoughts that 
had occupied me before—where I could buy a revolver, and how I might 
master its use—and probably I should have forgotten all about him had he 
not taken a part in the hideous dream that ended the little sleep I had that 
night, b'or the most part I lay awake thinking of Nettie and her lover. 

'I'hen came three strange days—three days that seem now to have been 
wholly concentrated upon one business. 

'This dominant business was the purchase of my revolver. I held myself 
resolutely to the idea that I must cither restore myself by some 
extraordinary act of vigour and violence in Nettie’s eyes or I must kill her. I 
would not let myself fall aw^ay from that. I felt that if I let this matter pass, 
my last shred of pride and honour w^ould pass with it, that for the rest of my 
life I should never deserve the slightest respect or any woman’s love. Pride 
kept me to my purpose between my gusts of passion. 

Yet it was not easy to buy that revolver. 

I had a kind of shyness of the moment when I should have to face the 
shopman, and I was particularly anxious to have a story ready if he should 
see fit to ask questions why I bought such a thing. I determined to say I was 
going to 'Texas, and I thought it might prove useful there. 'Texas in those 
days had the reputation of a wild lawless land. As I knew nothing of calibre 
or impact, I wanted also to be able to ask with a steady face at what distance 
a man or woman could be killed by the weapon that might be offered me. I 
was pretty cool-headed in relation to such practical aspects of my affair. I 
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had some little difficulty in finding a gunsmith. In Clayton there were some 
rook-rities and so forth in a cycle shop, but the only revolvers these people 
had impressed me as being too small and toylike for my purpose. It was in a 
pawnshop window in the narrow High Street of Svvathinglea that I found 
my choice, a reasonably clumsy and serious-looking implement ticketed ‘As 
used in the American army.’ 

I had drawn out my balance from the savings bank, a matter of two 
pounds and more, to make this purchase, and I found it at last a very easy 
transaction, 'fhe pawnbroker told me where I could get ammunition, and I 
went home that night with bulging pockets, an armed man. 

'fhe purchase of my revolver was, I say, the chief business of those days, 
but you must not think I was so intent upon it as to be insensible to the 
stirring things that W'cre happening in the streets through which I went 
seeking the means to effect my purpose. 'I'hey were full of murmurings; the 
whole region of the ln)ur 'ftnvns scowled lowering from its narrow doors, 
'fhe ordinary healthy How of people going to work, people going about their 
business, was chilled and checked. Numbers of men stood about the streets 
in knots and groups, as corpuscles gather and catch in the blood-vessels in 
the opening stages of inllammation. 'fhe women looked haggard and 
worried. 'I'he iron-workers had refused the [Proposed reduction ol‘ their 
wages, and the lockout had begun. 'Ihey were already at ‘play.’ 'fhe 
CAmciliation Hoard was doing its best to keep the coal-miners and masters 
from a breach, hut young I A)rd Redcar, the greatest of our coal-owners and 
landlord of all Swathinglea and half Clayton, was taking a line upstanding 
altitude that made the breach inevitable. He was a handsome young man, a 
gallant young man; his pride revolted at the idea of being dictated to by a ‘lot 
(ff'bally miners,’ and he meant, he said, to make a light for it. 'fhe world had 
treated him sumptuously from his earliest years; the shares in the common 
stock of live thousand people had gone to pay for his handsome upbringing, 
and large, romantic, expensive ambitions filled his generously nurtured 
mind. He had early distinguished himself at Oxford by his scornful attitude 
towards democracy. 'I'here was something that appealed to the imagination 
in his fine antagonism to the crowd —on the one hand, was the brilliant 
young nobleman, picturesquely alone; on the other, the ugly, inexpressive 
multitude, dressed inelegantly in shop-clothes, under-educated, under-fed, 
envious, base, and with a wicked disinclination for work and a wicked 
appetite for the good things it could so rarely get. f'or common imaginative 
purposes one left out the policeman from the design, the stalwart policeman 
protecting his lordship, and ignored the fact that while Lord Redcar had his 
hands immediately and legally on the w^irkman’s shelter and bread, they 
could touch him to the skin only by some violent breach of the law. 

He lived at Lowchester House, five miles or so beyond Chcckshill; but 
partly to show how little he cared for his antagonists, and partly no doubt to 
keep himself in touch with the negotiations that were still going on, he was 
visible almost every day in and about the h'our 'Fowns, driving that big 
motor-car of his that could take him sixty miles an hour. The English 
passion for fair play one might have thought sufficient to rob this bold 
procedure of any dangerous possibilities, but he did not go altogether free 
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from insult, and on one occasion at least an intoxicated Irish woman shook 
her fist at him. ... 

A dark, quiet crowd, that was greater each day, a crowd more than half 
women, brooded as a cloud will sometimes brood permanently upon a 
mountain crest, in the market-place outside the Clayton 'Town Hall, where 
the conference was held. ... 

I considered myself justified in regarding I.ord Redcar’s passing 
automobile with a special animosity because of the leaks in our roof. 

We held our little house on lease; the owner was a mean, saving old man 
named Pettigrew, who lived in a villa adorned with plaster images of dogs 
and goats, at Ovcrcastle, and in spite of our specific agreement, he would do 
no repairs for us at all. He rested secure in my mother’s timidity. Once, long 
ago, she had been behind-hand with her rent, with half of the quarter’s rent, 
and he had extended the days of grace a month; her sense that some day she 
might need the same mercy again made her his abject slave. She was afraid 
even to ask that he should cause the roof to be mended for fear he might take 
olfcnce. Hut one night the rain poured in on her bed and gave her a cold, and 
stained and soaked her poor old patchwork counterpane. 'I'hcn she got me 
to compose an excessively polite letter to old Pettigrew, begging him as a 
favour to perform his legal obligations. It is part of the general imbecility of 
those days that such one-sided law as existed was a profound mystery to the 
common people, its provisions impossible to ascertain, its machinery 
impossible to set in motion. Instead of the clearly written code, the lucid 
statements of rules and principles that are now at the service of everyone, 
the law was the muddled secret of the legal profession. Poor people, 
overworked people, had constantly to submit to petty wrongs because of the 
intolerable uncertainly not only of the law' but of cost, and of the demands 
upon time and energy proceedings might make. 'There was indeed no justice 
for anyone loo poor to command a good solicitor's deference and loyalty; 
there was nothing but rough police protection and the magistrate’s 
grudging or eccentric advice for the mass of the population. 'The civil law, in 
particular, was a mysterious upper-class weapon, and I can imagine no 
injustice that would have been sufficient to induce my poor old mother to 
appeal to it. 

All this begins to sound incredible. I can only assure you that it was so. 

But I, when I learned that old Pettigrew^ had been down to tell my mother 
all about his rheumatism, to inspect the roof, and to allege that nothing was 
needed, gave way to my most frequent emotion in those days, a burning 
indignation, and took the matter into my own hands. I wrote and asked him, 
with a withering air of technicality, to have the roof repaired ‘as per 
agreement,’ and added, ‘if not done in one week from now we shall be 
obliged to lake proceedings.’ I had not mentioned this high line of con¬ 
duct to my mother at first, and so when old Pettigrew came down in a 
state of great agitation with my letter in his hand, she was almost equally 
agitated. 

‘How could you write to old Mr Pettigrew like that?’ she asked me. 

I said that old Pettigrew was a shameful old rascal, or w\)rds to that effect, 
and I am afraid I behaved in a very undutiful way to her when she said that 
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she had settled everything with him—she wouldn’t say how, but I could 
guess well enough—and that I was to promise her, promise her faithlully, to 
do nothing more in the matter. 1 wouldn’t promise her. 

And—having nothing belter to employ me then—I presently went raging 
to old Pettigrew in order to put the whole thing before him in what 1 
considered the proper light. Old Pettigrew evaded my illumination; he saw 
me coming up his front steps—I can still see his queer old nose and the 
crinkled brow over his eye and the little wisp of grey hair that showed over 
the corner of his window-blind—and he instructed his servant to put up the 
chain when she answered the door, and to tell me that he would not see me. 
Si^ I had to fall back upon my pen. 

Then it was, as I had no idea what were the proper to take, 

the brilliant idea occurred to me of appealing to Lord Redcar as the ground 
landlord, and, as it were, our feudal chief, and pointing out to him that his 
security for his rent was depreciating in old Pettigrew's hands. I added 
some general observations on leaseholds, the taxation of ground rents, and 
the private ownership of the soil. And Lord Redcar, w hose spirit revolted at 
democracy and w'ho cultivated a pert humiliating manner with his inferiors 
to show as much, earned my distinguished hatred for ever by causing his 
secretary to present his compliments to me, and his request that I would 
mind my own business and leave him to manage his. At which I was so 
greatly enraged that I lirst tore this note into minute innumerable pieces, 
and then dashed it dramatically all over the floor of my room—from which, 
to keep my mother from the job, 1 afterwards had lo pick it up laboriously 
on all-fours. 

I was still meditating a tremendous retort, an indictment of all Lord 
Redcar’s class, their manners, morals, economic and political crimes, when 
my trouble with Nettie arose to swamp all minor troubles. Yet not so 
completely but that 1 snarled aloud when his lordship's motor-car whizzed 
by me, as I went about upon my long meandering quest for a weapon. And I 
discovered after a time that my mother had bruised her knee and was lame. 
Fearing to irritate me by bringing the thing before me again, she had set 
herself to move her bed out of the way of the drip without my help, and she 
had knocked her knee. All her poor furnishings, I discovered, were 
cowering now close to the peeling bedroom walls; there had come a vast 
discoloration of the ceiling, and a washing-tub was in occupation of the 
middle of her chamber.. .. 

It is necessary that I should set these things before you, should give the 
key of inconvenience and uneasiness in which all things were arranged, 
should suggest the breath of trouble that stirred along the hot summer 
streets, the anxiety about the strike, the rumours and indignations, the 
gatherings and meetings, the increasing gravity of the policemen’s faces, the 
combative headlines of the local papers, the knots of picketers who 
scrutinised anyone who passed near the silent, smokeless forges, but in my 
mind, you must understand, such impressions came and went irregularly; 
they made a moving background, changing undertones, to my pre¬ 
occupation by that darkly shaping purpose to which a revolver was so 
imperative an essential. 
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Along the darkling streets, amidst the sullen crowds, the thought of 
Nettie, my Nettie, and her gentleman lover made ever a vivid inflammatory 
spot of purpose in my brain. 


3 


It was three days after this—on Wednesday, that is ti> say—that the lirst of 
those sinister outbreaks occurred that ended in the bloody afl'air of Peacock 
Grove and the flooding oul of the entire line of the Swathinglea collieries. It 
was the only one of these disturbances 1 was destined to see, and at most a 
mere trivial preliminary of that struggle. 

'Phe accounts that have been written of this affair vary very widely. 'I’o 
read them is to realise the extraordinary carelessness of the truth that 
dishonoured the press of those latter days. In my bureau I have several files 
of the daily papers of the old time—I collected them, as a matter of fact— 
and three or four of about that date I have just this moment taken out and 
looked through to refresh my impression of what I saw. They lie before 
me—queer, shrivelled, incredible things; the cheap paper has already 
become brittle and brown and split along the creases, the ink faded or 
smeared, and I have to handle them with the utmost care when I glance 
among their raging headlines. As 1 sit here in this serene place, their quality 
throughout, their arrangement, their tone, their arguments and exhor¬ 
tations, read as though they came from drugged and drunken men. 'They 
give one the effect of faded bawling, of screams and shouts heard faintly in a 
little gramophone. ... It is only on Alonday I find, and buried deep below 
the war news, that these publications contain any intimation that unusual 
happenings w'ere forward in Clayton and Swathinglea. 

What I saw was towards evening. I had been learning to shoot with my 
new possession. I had walked out with it four or live miles across a patch of 
moorland and down to a secluded little cH>ppicc full of bluebells, half-way 
along the high road between Leet and Stafford. Here I had spent the 
afternoon, experimenting and practising with careful deliberation and grim 
persistence. I had brought an t)ld kite-frame of cane w ith me, that folded 
and unfolded, and each slot-hole I made I marked and numbered to 
compare w'ith my other endeavours. At last I was satisfied that I could hit a 
playing-card at thirty paces nine times out of ten; the light was getting too 
bad for me to see my pencilled bull's-eye, and in that state of quiet 
moodiness that sometimes comes with hunger to passionate men, I returned 
by the way of Swathinglea towards my home. 

'Phe road I followed came down between banks of wretched-looking 
working-men's houses, in close-packed rows on either side, and took upon 
itself the role of Swathinglea High Street, where, at a lamp and a pillar-box, 
the steam-trams began. So far that dirty hot way had been unusually quiet 
and empty, but beyond the corner, where the first group of beer-shops 
clustered, it became populous. It was very quiet still, even the children were 
a little inactive, but there were a lot of people standing dispcrsedly in little 
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groups, and with a general direction towards the gates of the Hantoek 
Burden coal-pit. 

"J'he place was being picketed, although at that lime the miners were still 
nominally at work and the conference between masters and men still in 
session at Clayton 'Fown Hall. But one of the men employed at the Bantock 
Burden pit. Jack liriscoe, was a socialist, and he had distinguished himself 
by a violent letter upon the crisis to the leading socialist paper in Hngland, 
77/t’ Clarion, in which he had adventured among the minives of Lord 
Redcar. 'Fhe publication of this had been followed by instant dismissal. As 
I .ord Redcar wrote a day or so later ti> The Times —I have that Times. I have 
all the London papers i>f the last month before the (Change- 

‘'I'he man was paid off and kicked out. Any self-respecting employer 
would do the same.' 'The thing had happened overnight, and the men did 
not at once take a clear line upon what was, after all, a very intricate and 
debatable occasion. But they came out in a sort of semi-ollicial strike from 
all 1 A)rd Rcdcar's collieries beyimd the canal that besets Swaihinglea. 'They 
did so without formal notice, committing a breach of contract by this 
sudden cessatiiui. But in the long labour struggles of the old days the 
workers were constantly putting themselves in the wrong and committing 
illegalities through that overpowering craving for dramatic promptness 
natural to uneducated minds. 

All the men had not cinne out of the Bantock Burden pit. Something was 
wrong there, an indecision if nothing else; the mine was still working, and 
there was a rumour that men from Durham had been held in readiness by 
I .ord Redcar, and were already in the mine. Now it is absolutely impossible 
to ascertain certainly how things stood at that lime. 'I'lie newspapers say this 
and that, but nothing trustworthy remains. 

I believe I should have gone striding athwart the dark stage of that 
stagnant industrial drama without asking a question, if Lord Redcar had not 
chanced ti^ come upon the scene about the same time as myself and 
incontinently end its stagnaiiim. 

He had promised that if the men wanted a struggle he would put up the 
best tight they had ever had, and he had been active all the afternoon in 
meeting the quarrel half-way, and preparing as conspicuously as possible 
for the scratch force of ‘blacklegs'—as we called them—who were, he said 
and we believed, to replace the strikers in his pits. 

I was an eye-witness of the whole of the affair outside the Bantock Burden 
pit, and—1 do mil know what happened. 

Picture to yourself how the thing came to me. 

1 was descending a steep, cobbled, excavated road between banked-up 
footways, perhaps six feel high, upon which, in a monotonous series, 
opened the living-room doors of ri)ws of dark, Unv cottages. 'I’he 
perspective of squat blue slate roofs and clustering chimneys drifted 
downward towards the irregular open space before the colliery—a space 
covered with coaly, wheel-scarred mud, w'ith a patch of weedy dump to the 
left and the colliery gates to the right. Beyond, the High Street with shops 
resumed again in good earnest and went on, and the lines iff the steam- 
tramway that started out from before my feet, and were here shining and 
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acutely visible with reflected skylight and here lost in a shadow, took up for 
one acute moment the greasy yellow irradiation of a newly lit gas-lamp as 
they vanished round the bend, 'fo the left spread a darkling marsh t)f 
homes, an infinitude of little smoking hovels, meagre churches, public- 
houses, Board schools, and other buildings out of which the prevailing 
chimneys of Swathinglea rose detachedly. 'I'o the right, very clear and 
relatively high, the Bantock Burden pit-mouth was marked by a gaunt 
lattice bearing a great black wheel, sharp and distinct in the twilight, and 
beyond, in an irregular perspective, were others following the lie of the 
seams. 'I'he general effect, as one came down the hill, was of a dark 
compressed life beneath a very high and wide and luminous evening sky, 
against which these pit-wheels rose. And ruling the calm spaciousness of 
that heaven was the great comet, now green-white, and wonderful for all 
who had eyes to see. 

'Fhe fading afterglow' of the sunset threw up all the contours and skyline 
to the west, and the comet rose eastward out of the pouring tumult of smoke 
from Bladden’s forges. 'Fhe moon had still to rise. 

By this time the comet had begun to assume the cloudlike form still 
familiar through the medium of a thousand photographs and sketches. At 
first it had been an almost telescopic speck; it had brightened to the 
dimensions of the greatest star in the heavens; it had still grow n, hour by 
hour, in its incredibly swift, noiseless and inevitable rush upon our earth, 
until it had equalled and surpassed the moon. Now' it was the most splendid 
thing this sky of earth has ever held. I have never seen a photograph that 
gave a proper idea of it. Never at any time did it assume the conventional 
tailed outline comets arc supposed to have. Astronomers talked of its double 
tail, one preceding it and one trailing behind it, but these w^ere 
foreshortened to nothing, so that it had rather the form of a bellying puff of 
luminous smoke with an intenscr, brighter heart. It rose a hot yellow* colour, 
and only began to show its distinctive greenness when it was clear of the 
mists of the evening. 

It compelled attention for a space. Vor all my earthly concentration of 
mind, 1 could but stare at it for a moment with a vague anticipation that, 
after all, in some way so strange and glorious an object must have 
significance, could not possibly be a matter of absolute indifference to the 
scheme and values of my life. 

But how? 

I thought of Parload. I thought of the panic and uneasiness that was 
spreading in this very matter, and the assurances of scientific men that the 
thing weighed so little—at the utmost a few hundred tons of thinly diflfused 
gas and dust—that even were it to smite this earth fully, nothing could 
possibly ensue. And after all, said I, what earthly significance has anyone 
found in the stars? 

"Fhen, as one still descended, the houses and buildings rose up, the 
presence of those watching groups of people, the tension of the situation; 
and one forgot the sky. 

Preoccupied with myself and with my dark dream about Nettie and my 
honour, I threaded my course through the stagnating threat of this 
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gathering, and was caught unawares when suddenly the whole scene flashed 
into drama.... 

"rhe attention of everyone swung round with an irresistible magnetism 
towards the High Street, and caught me as a rush of waters might catch a 
wisp of hay. Abruptly the whole crowd was sounding one note. It was not a 
word, it was a sound that mingled threat and protest, something between 
a prolonged ‘Ah!’ and ‘Ughl’ Then with a hoarse intensity of anger came 
a low heavy booing, ‘Boo! boo—oo!’ a note stupidly expressive of animal 
savagery. ‘Toot, toot!’ said Lord Rcdcar’s automobile in ridiculous 
repartee. ‘'1 oot, toot!’ One heard it whizzing and throbbing as the crowd 
obliged it to slow down. 

Hverybody seemed in motion towards the colliery gates; I, too, with the 
others. 

I heard a shout. 'Fhrough the dark figures about me I saw the motor-car 
stop and move forward again, and had a glimpse of something writhing on 
the ground.. .. 

It was alleged afterwards that Lord Redcar was driving, and that he quite 
deliberately knocked down a little boy who would not get out of his way. It 
is asserted with equal confidence that the boy was a man who tried to pass 
across the front of the motor-car as it came slowly through the crowd, who 
escaped by a hair’s breadth, and then slipped on the tram-rail and fell down. 
1 have both accounts set forth, under screaming headlines, in two of these 
sere newspapers upon my desk. No one could ever ascertain the truth. 
Indeed, in such a blind tumult of passion, could there be any truth? 

There was a rush forward, the horn of the car sounded, everything 
swayed violently to the right for perhaps ten yards or so, and there was a 
report like a pistol-shot. 

For a moment everyone seemed running away. A woman, carrying a 
shawl-wrapped child, blundered into me, and sent me reeling back. 
Kveryone thought of firearms, but as a matter of fact something had gone 
wrong with the motor, w’hat in those old-fashioned contrivances was called 
a backfire. A thin puff of bluish smoke hung in the air behind the thing. 'Fhc 
majority of the people scattered back in a disorderly fashion, and left a clear 
space about the struggle that centred upon the motor-car. 

The man or boy who had fallen was lying on the ground w4th no one near 
to him, a black lump, an extended arm and twx) sprawling feel. The motor¬ 
car had slopped, and its three occupants were standing up. Six or seven 
black figures surrounded the car, and appeared to be holding on to it as if to 
prevent it from starling again; one—it w'as Mitchell, a well-knowm labour 
leader—argued in fierce low tones with Lord Redcar. I could not hear 
anything they said, I was not near enough. Behind me the colliery gates 
were open, and there was a sense of help coming to the motor-car from that 
direction. There was an unoccupied muddy space for fifty yards, perhaps, 
between car and gate, and then the wheels and head of the pit rose black 
against the sky. I was one of a rude semicircle of people that hung as yet 
indeterminate in action about this dispute. 

It was natural, I suppose, that my fingers should close upon the revolver 
in my pocket. 
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1 advanced with the vaguest intentions in the world, and not so quickly 
but that several men hurried past me to join the little knot holding up the 
car. 

Lord Redcar, in his big furry overcoat, towered up over the group about 
him; his gestures were free and threatening, and his voice loud. lie made a 
tine figure there, I must admit; he was a big, fair, handsome young man with 
a fine tenor voice and an instinct for gallant effect. My eyes were drawm to 
him at first wholly. He seemed a symbol, a triumphant symbol, of all that 
the theory of aristocracy claims, of all that filled my soul w ith resentment. 
His chauffeur sat crouched together, peering at the crowd under his 
lordship's arm. But Mitchell showed as a sturdy figure also, and his voice 
was firm and loud. 

'You’ve hurt that lad,' said Mitchell, over and over again. 'You'll w^ait 
here till you see if he’s hurt.’ 

'I’ll wait here or not as 1 please,’ said Redcar; and to the chaufi'eur, 'Here! 
get down and look at it!’ 

'You’d better not get down,’ said Mitchell; and the chauffeur stood bent 
and hesitating on the step. 

'I'he man on the back seat stood up, leant forward, and spoke to Lord 
Redcar, and for the first time my attention was drawn to him. It was young 
Verrall! His handsome face shone clear and tine in the green pallor of the 
comet. 

I ceased to hear the quarrel that w'as raising the voice of Mitchell and 
Lord Redcar. 'I’his new fact sent them spinning into the background. 
Young Verrall! 

It was my own purpose coming to meet me half-way. 

'Fhere was to be a fight here, it seemed certain to come to a scutlie, and 
here we were- 

What was I to do? I thought very swiftly. Unless my memory cheats me, I 
acted with prompt decision. My hand tightened on my revolver, and then I 
remembered it was unloaded. I had thought my course out in an instant. 
I turned round and pushed my way out of the angry crowd that was mnv 
surging back towards the motor-car. 

It w’ould be quiet and out of sight, I thought, among the dump heaps 
across the road, and there I might load unobserved... . 

A big young man striding forward with his fists clenched, halted for one 
second at the sight of me. 

‘What!’ said he. ‘Ain’t afraid of them, are you?’ 

I glanced over my shoulder and back at him, was near showing him my 
pistol, and the expression changed in his eyes. He hung perplexed at me. 
Then w'ith a grunt he went on. 

I heard the voices growing loud and sharp behind me. 

I hesitated, half turned towards the dispute, then set off running towards 
the heaps. Some instinct told me not to be detected loading. I was cool 
enough therefore to think of the aftermath of the thing I meant to do. 

I looked back once again towards the swaying discussion—or was it a 
fight now? and then 1 dropped into the hollow, knelt among the weeds, and 
loaded with eager trembling fingers. 1 loaded one chamber, got up and went 
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back a dozen paces, thought of possibilities, vacillated, returned and loaded 
all the others. I did it slowly because I felt a little clumsy, and at the end 
came a moment of inspection—had I forgotten anything? And then for a few 
seconds I crouched before I rose, resisting the first gust of reaction against 
my impulse. I took thought, and for a moment that great green-white 
meteor overhead swam back into my conscious mind. For the first time T 
linked it clearly with all the fierce violence that had crept into human life. I 
joined up that with what I meant to do. I was going to shoot young Verrall 
under the benediction of that green glare. 

Hut about Nettie? 

I found it impossible to think out that obvious eomplication. 

1 came up over the heap again, and walked slowly back towards the 
wrangle. 

Of course I had to kill him. .. . 

Now I would have you believe I did not want to murder young Verrall at 
all at that particular time. I had not pictured such circumstances as these, I 
had never thought of him in connection with T.ord Redcar and our black 
industrial world. He was in that distant world of Cheekshill, the world of 
parks and gardens, the world of sunlit emotions and Nettie. His appearance 
here w'as diseoncerting. I was taken by surprise. I was too tired and hungry 
to think clearly, and the hard implication of our antagonism prevailed with 
me. In the tumult of my past emotions I had thought constantly of conflicts, 
confrontations, deeds of violence; and now the memory of these things took 
possession of me as thc^ugh they w^cre irrevocable resolutions. 

There was a sharp exclamation, the shriek of a woman, and the crowd 
came surging back. The fight had begun. 

Lord Redcar, 1 believe, had jumped down from his car and felled 
Mitchell, and men were already running out to his assistance from the 
colliery gates. 

I had some difficulty in shoving through the crowd; 1 can still remember 
very vividly being jammed at one lime between two big men so that my 
arms were pinned to my sides, but all the other details are gone out of my 
mind until I found myself almost violently projected Forward into the 
‘scrap.’ 

I blundered against the corner of the motor-car, and came round it face to 
face with young Verrall, who was descending from the back compartment. 
His face was touched with orange from the automobile’s big lamps, which 
conflicted with the shadows of the comet light, and distorted him oddly. 
'Fhat effect lasted but an instant, but it put me out. Then he came a step 
forward, and the ruddy lights and queerness vanished. 

I don’t think he recognised me, but he perceived immediately I meant 
attacking. He struck out at once at me a haphazard blow, and touched me on 
the check. 

Instinctively I let go of the pistol, snatched my right hand out of my 
pocket and brought it up in a belated parry, and then let out with my left full 
in his chest. 

It sent him staggering, and as he went back I saw recognition mingle with 
astonishment in his face. 
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‘You know me, you swine,’ 1 cried and hit again. 

Then I was spinning sideways, half-stunned, with a huge lump of a fist 
under my jaw. 1 had an impression of Lord Redcar as a great furry bulk, 
lowering like some Hcmieric hero above the fray. I went down before him— 
it made him seem to rush up—and he ignored me further. I lis big Hat voice 
counselled young Verrall: 

‘Cut, Teddy! It won’t do. The picketa’s got i'on bahs. . ..’ 

Feet swayed about me, and some hobnailed miner kicked my ankle and 
went stumbling. 'I'here were shouts and curses, and then everything had 
swept past me. I rolled over on my face and beheld the chaulfeur, young 
Verrall, and Lord Redcar—the latter holding up his long skirts of fur, and 
making a grotesque figure—i>ne behind the other, in full boll across a coldly 
comet-lit interval, towards the open gates of the colliery. 

I raised myself up on my hands. 

Young Verrall! 

1 had not even drawn my revolver—I had forgotten it. I was covered with 
coaly mud—knees, elbows, shoulders, back. 1 had not even drawn my 
revolver! .. . 

A feeling of ridiculous impi)lence overwhelmed me. I struggled painfully 
to my feet. 

I hesitated for a mimieni towards the gates of the colliery, and then went 
limping homeward, thwarted, painful, confused and ashamed. 1 had not the 
heart nor desire to help in the wrecking and burning of Li^rd Redcar's 
motor. 


4 


In the night, fever, pain, fatigue—it may be the indigestion of my supper of 
bread and cheese— roused me at last out of a hag-rid sleep to face despair. 1 
was a soul lost amidst desolations and shame, dishonoured, evilly treated, 
hopeless. I raged against the God 1 denied, and cursed him as 1 lay. 

And it was in the nature of my fever, which was indeed only half fatigue 
and illness, and the rest the disorder of passionate youth, that Nettie, a 
strangely distorted Nettie, should come through the brief dreams that 
marked the exhaustions that vigil, to dominate my misery. I was sensible, 
with an exaggerated distinctness, of the intensity of her physical charm for 
me, of her every grace and beauty; she look to herself the whole gamut of 
desire in me and the whole gamut of pride. She, bodily, was my lost honour. 
It was not only loss but disgrace to lose her. She stood for life and all that 
was denied; she mocked me as a creature of failure and defeat. My spirit 
raised itself towards her, and then the bruise upon my jaw glowed with a 
dull heat, and I rolled in the mud again before my rivals. 

'I'here were times when something near madness look me, and I gnashed 
my teeth and dug my nails into my hands and ceased to curse and cry out 
only by reasem of the insufficiency of words. And once tow^ards dawn 1 got 
out of bed, and sal by my looking-glass with my revolver loaded in my hand. 
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I stood up at last and put it carciully in my drawer and locked it—out of 
reach of any gusty impulse. After that I slept for a little while. 

Such nights were nothing rare and strange in that old order of the world. 
Never a city, never a night the whole year n)und, hut amidst those who slept 
were those whi^ waked, plumbing the deeps ol'wrath and misery. Countless 
thousands there were so ill, so troubled, they agonised near to the very 
b(^rder-line of madness, each one the centre of a universe darkened and 
lost. . . . 

'riie next day 1 spent in gloomy lethargy. 

I had intended to go to Checkshill that day, but my bruised ankle was too 
swollen for that to be possible. 1 sat indoors in the ill-lit downstairs kitchen, 
with my foot bandaged, and mused darkly and read. Aiy dear old nnuher 
waited on me, and her brown eyes watched me and wondered at my black 
silences, my frowning preoccupations. I had not told her how it was my 
ankle came to be bruised and my clothes muddy. She had brushed my 
clothes in the morning betore 1 got up. 

Ah well! iMtuhers arc not treated in that way now*. 'That 1 suppose must 
console me. 1 wonder how lar you will be able ti^ picture that dark, grimy, 
untidy room, with its bare ileal table, its tattered wall-paper, the saucepans 
and kettle on the narrow, cheap, but by no means economical range, the 
ashes under the lireplacc, the rust-spotted steel fender on which my 
bandaged foot rested; I wonder how near yoti can come to seeing the 
scowling pale-faced hobbledehoy 1 was, unshaven ami collarless, in the 
W’indsor chair, and the little timid, dirty, devoted old woman who hovered 
about me w ith love peering out Irom her puckered eyelids. . . . 

VC'hen she went to buy some vegetables in the middle of the mi>rning she 
got me a haltpenny journal. It was just such a one as these upon my desk, 
only that the copy I read was damp Irom the press, and these are so dry and 
brittle they crack if I touch them. 1 have a copy of the actual issue I read that 
morning; it was a paper called emphatically the Xcie but everybody 

bought it and everybody called it the \vcll.' It was full that morning ol 
stupendous news and still more stupendous headlines, so stupendous that 
for a little while 1 was roused Irom my egotistical broodings to wider 
interests, h’or it seemed that (iermany and lingland were the brink ol 
war. 

Of all the monstrous irrational phenomena ol the lormer time, war was 
certainly the most strikingly insane. In reality it was probably lar less 
mischievous than such quieter evils as, lor example, the general 
acquiescence in the private ownership of land, but its evil consequences 
showed so plainly that even in those days of stilling conlusion one marvelled 
at it. On no conceivable grounds was there any sense in modern war. Save 
for the slaughter and mangling of a multitude of people, the destruction of 
vast quantities of material, and the waste of innumerable units of energy, it 
effected nothing. 'I'hc old war of savage and barbaric nations did at least 
change humanity, you assumed yourselves to be a superior tribe in physique 
and discipline, you demonstrated this upon your neighbours, and if 
successful you took their land and their women and perpetuated and 
enlarged your superiority. 'I'he new war changed mnhing but the cidour ol 
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maps, the design of postage stamps, and the relationship oi' a few 
accidentally conspicuous individuals. In one of the last of these 
international epileptic fits, for example, the English, with much dysentery 
and bad poetry and a few hundred deaths in battle, conquered the South 
African Boers at a gross cost of about three thousand pounds per head— 
they could have bought the whole of that preposterous imitation of a nation 
for a tenth of that sum—and except for a few substitutions of personalities, 
this group of partially corrupt (^liicials in the place of that, and so forth, the 
permanent change was altogether insignificant. (But an excitable young 
man in Austria committed suicide when at length the 'Transvaal ceased to be 
a ‘nation.') Men went through the seat of that war after it was all over, and 
found humanity unchanged except for a general impoverishment and the 
convenience of an unlimited supply of empty ration tins and barlyd wire 
and cartridge cases—unchanged and resuming with a slight perplexity all its 
old habits and misunderstandings, the nigger still in his slum-like kraal, the 
white in his ugly ill-managed shanty.. .. 

But we in lingland saw all these things, or did not see them, through the 
mirage of the Kezv Papct\ in a light oi mania. All my adtdescence from 
fourteen to seventeen went to the music of that monstrous resonating 
futility, the cheering, the anxieties, the songs and the waving ot Hags, the 
wrongs of generous Buller and the glorious heroism of De Wet—who 
a/zvays got away; that was the great point about the heroic De Wet—and it 
never occurred to us that the total population we fought against was less 
than hall the number of whose who lived cramped ignoble lives within the 
compass of the lu)ur 'I'owns. 

But before and after that stupid conflict of stupidities, a greater 
antagonism was coming into being, was slowly and quietly defining itself as 
a thing inevitable, sinking now a little out of attention only to resume more 
emphatically, now Hashing into some acute definitive expression and now 
percolating and pervading some new region of thought, and that was the 
antagonism of Germany and Great Britain. 

When 1 think of that growing proportion ol readers who belong entirely 
to the new order, who arc growing up with only the vaguest early memories 
of the old world, I find the greatest difficulty in writing down the 
unintelligible confusions that were matter of fact to their fathers. 

Here were we British, forty-one millions of people, in a state of almost 
indescribably aimless economic and moral muddle that we had neither the 
courage, the energy, nor the intelligence to improve, that most of us had 
hardly the courage to think about, and with our atiairs hopelessly entangled 
with the entirely dilierent confusions of three hundred and fifty million 
other persons scattered about the globe, and here were the Ciermans over 
against us, fifty-six millions, in a state of confusion no whit better that our 
own; and the noisy little creatures who directed papers and wrote books and 
gave lectures, and generally in that time of world-dementia pretended to be 
the national mind, were busy in both countries, with a sort of internal 
unanimity, exhorting—and not only exhorting but successfully 
persuading—the tw’o peoples to divert such small common store of material, 
moral and intellectual energy as either possessed, into the purely 
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destructive and wasteful business of war. And—I have to tell you these 
things even if you do not believe them, because they are vital to my story— 
there was not a man alive who could have told you of any real permanent 
benefit, of anything whatever to counter-balance the obvious waste and evil, 
that Wi)uld result from a war betw^een Hngland and Germany, whether 
Imgland shattered (iermany or was smashed and iwerwhelmed, or 
w'hatever the end might be. 

'fhe thing was, in fact, an enormous irrational obsession; it was, in the 
microcosm of our nation, curiously parallel to the egotistical WTath and 
jealousy that swayed my individual microcosm. It measures the excess of 
common emotion over the common intelligence, the legacy of inordinate 
passion we have received from the brute from which we came. Just as 1 had 
become the slave of my own surprise and anger and went hither and thither 
with a loaded revolver, seeking and intending vague fluctuating crimes, so 
these two nations went about the earth, hot eared and muddle headed, with 
loaded navies and armies terribly ready at hand. Only there was nt)t even a 
Nettie to justify their stupidity. 'Fherc was nothing but quiet imaginary 
thwarting on cither side. 

And the press was the chief instrument that kept these two huge 
multitudes of people directed against one another. 

'The press—those new'spapers that are now’ so strange to us—like the 
‘lunpires,’ the ‘Nations,' the 'frusts, and all the other great monstrous 
shapes t^f that extraordinary time—was in the nature of an unanticipated 
accident. It had happened, as w’eeds happen in abandoned gardens, just as 
all our world has happened—because there was no clear Will in the world to 
bring about anything better. 'I'owards the end this ‘press' was almost 
entirely under the direction of youngish men of that eager, rather 
unintelligent type that is never able to detect itself aimless, that pursues 
nothing w ith incredible pride and /cal; and if you would really understand 
this mad era the comet brought to an end, you must keep in mind that every 
phase in the productitin of these queer old things was pervaded by a strong 
aimless energy and happened in a concentrated rush. 

Let me describe to you, very briefly, a newspaper day. 

h’igure first, then, a hastily erected and still more hastily designed 
building in a dirty, paper-littered back street of old London, and a number 
of shabbily dressed men coming and going in this with projectile swiftness, 
and w ithin this factory companies of printers, tensely active with nimble 
fingers—they were always speeding up the printers—ply their type-setting 
machines, and cast and arrange masses of metal in a sort of kitchen inferno, 
above which, in a beehive of little brightly lit rooms, dishevelled men sit and 
scribble. There is a throbbing of telephones and a clicking of telegraph 
needles, a rushing of messengers, a running to and fro of heated men, 
clutching proofs and copy, 'fhen begins a clatter roar of machinery catching 
the infection, going faster and faster, and whi/zing and banging— 
engineers, who have never had time to wash since their birth, flying about 
with oil-cans, W'hile paper runs off its rolls with a shudder of haste. The 
proprietor you must suppose arriving explosively on a swift motor-car, 
leaping out before the thing is at a standstill, with letters and documents 
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clutched in his hand, rushing in, resolute to ‘hustle,’ getting wonderfully in 
everybody's way. At the sight of him even the messenger boys who are 
waiting, get up and scamper to and fro. Sprinkle your vision with collisions, 
curses, incoherencies. You imagine all the parts of this complex lunatic 
machine working hysterically towards a crescendo of haste and excitement 
as the night wears on. At last the only thing that seems to travel deliberately 
in all those tearing vibrating premises are the hands of the clock. 

Slowly these things draw on towards publication, the consummation of 
all those stresses. 'Then in the small hours, into the now dark and deserted 
streets comes a wild whirl of carts and men, the place spurts papers at every 
door, bales, heaps, torrents of papers, that are snatched and flung about in 
what looks like a free flght, and olf with a rush and clatter, east, west, north, 
and south. 'Fhe interest passes outwardly; the men from the little rooms are 
going homeward, the printers disperse yawning, the roaring presses 
slackened. 'The paper exists. Distribution follows manufacture, and wc 
follow the bundles. 

Our vision becomes a vision of dispersal. You see those bundles hurling 
into stations, catching trains by a hair's breadth, speeding on their way, 
breaking up, smaller bundles of them hurled with a fierce accuracy out upon 
the platforms that rush by, and then everywhere a division of these smaller 
bundles into still smaller bundles, into dispersing parcels, into separate 
papers, and the dawn happens unnoticed amidst a great running and 
shouting of boys, a shoving through letter slots, openings of windows, 
spreading out upon book-stalls, for the space of a few hours you must 
figure the whole country dotted white with rustling papers—placards 
everywhere vociferating the hurried lie for the day; men and women in 
trains, men and women eating and reading, men by study-fenders, people 
sitting up in bed, mothers and sons and daughters waiting for lather to 
finish—a million scattered people reading—reading headlong—or fever¬ 
ishly ready to read. It is just as if some vehement jet had sprayed that white 
foam of papers over the surface of the land. .. . 

And then you know, wonderfully gone—gone utterly, vanished as foam 
might vanish upon the sand. 

Nonsense! 'I'he whole affair a noisy paroxysm of nonsense, unreasonable 
excitement, witless mischief and waste of strength—signifying nothing. . . . 

And one of those white particles was the paper 1 held in my hands as 1 sat 
with a bandaged foot on the steel fender in that dark underground kitchen i>f 
my mother's, clean roused from my personal troubles by the yelp of the 
headlines. She sat, sleeves tucked up from her ropy arms, peeling potatoes 
as I read. 

It was like one of a flood of disease germs that have invaded a body, that 
paper, 'fhere I was, erne corpuscle in the big amorphous body of the Knglish 
community, one of forty-one million such corpuscles; and, for all my 
preoccupations, these potent headlines, this paper ferment, caught me and 
swung me about. And all over the country that day, millions read as I read, 
and came round into line with me, under the same magnetic spell, came 
round—how did we say it?—Ah!—‘to face the foe.’ 

'I'he comet had been driven into obscurity overleaf. 'I'he column headed 
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i)istinguishcd Scientist says Comet will Strike our Karth. Does it Matter?' 
went unread. ‘Germany —I usually figured this mythical malignant 
creature as a corseted stilT-moustached limperor enhanced by heraldic black 
wings and a large sword—had insulted our flag. 'I’hat was the message of the 
\c7v Paper, and the monster towered over me, threatening fresh outrages, 
visibly spitting upon my faultless country's colours. Somebody had hoisted a 
British flag on the right bank of some tropical river 1 had never heard of 
before, and a drunken (lerman officer under ambiguous instructions had 
torn it down. Then one of the convenient abundant natives of the country, a 
British subject indisputably, had been shot in the leg. But the facts were by no 
means clear. Nothing was clear except that we were not going to stand any 
nonsense from Germany. Whatever had or had not happened we meant to 
have an apology for, and apparently they did not mean apoli>gising. 

‘HAS WAR COMH A 1' LAS 1?' 

'I'hat was the headline. One's heart leaped to assent.. .. 

'I'here were hours that day when I clean forgot Nettie, in dreaming of 
battles and victories by land and sea, of shell fire, and entrenchments, and the 
heaped slaughter of many thousands of men. 

But the next morning I started for Checkshill, started, 1 remember, in a 
curiously Impcful slate of mind, oblivious of comets, strikes, and wars. 
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^'oii must understand that I had no set plan of murder when 1 walked over to 
(checkshill. I had no set plan of any si>rt. 'There was a great confusion of 
dramatically cemceived intentions in my head, scenes of threatening and 
denunciation and terror, but I did noi mean to kill. 'The revolver was to turn 
upon my rival my disadvantage in age and physique. . .. But that was not it 
really! The revedver!—I look the revolver because I had the revolver and was 
a foolish young lout. It was a dramatic sort of thing to take. I had, I say, no 
plan at all. 

Kver and again during that second trudge to (checkshill I was irradiated 
with a novel unreasonable hope. 1 had awakened in the morning with the 
ht)pe, it may have been the last unfaded train i^f some obliterated dream, that 
after all Nettie might relent towards me, that her heart was kind towards me 
in spite of all that I imagined had happened. I even thought it possible that I 
might have misinterpreted what 1 had seen. Perhaps she would explain 
everything. My revolver was in my pocket for all that. 

I limped at the outset, but after the second mile my ankle warmed to 
forgetfulness, and the rest of the w^ay 1 w^alked well. Suppose, alter all, I was 
wrong? 

I was still debating that, as I came through the park. By the corner of the 
paddock near the keeper’s cottage, I was reminded by some belated blue 
hyacinths of a time when 1 and Nettie had gathered them together. It 
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seemed impossible that we could really have parted for good and all. A wave 
of tenderness flowed over me, and still flooded me as T came through the 
little dell and drew towards the hollies. Bui there the sweet Nettie of my 
boy’s love faded, and I thought of the new Nettie of desire and the man I 
had come upon in the moonlight, I thought of the narrow, hot purpose that 
had growm so strongly out of my springtime’s freshness, and my mood 
darkened to night. 

I crossed the beech wood and came towards the gardens with a resolute 
and sorrowful heart. When I reached the green door in the garden wall 1 was 
seized for a space with so violent a trembling that I could not grip the latch 
to lift it, for I no longer had any doubt how this W’ould end. That trembling 
was succeeded by a feeling of cold and whiteness and self-pity. I was 
astonished to find myself grimacing, to feel my cheeks wet, and thereupon I 
gave way completely to a wild passion of weeping. I must take just a little 
time before the thing was done. ... I turned away from the door and 
stumbled for a short distance, sobbing loudly, and lay down out of sight 
among the bracken, and so presently became calm again. I lay there some 
time. I had half a mind to desist, and then my emotion passed like the 
shadow of a cloud, and 1 walked very coolly into the gardens. 

Through the open door of one of the glasshouses I saw old Stuart. He was 
leaning against the staging, his hands in his pockets, and so deep in thought 
he gave no heed to me.... 

I hesitated and w^ent on towards the cottage, slowly. 

Something struck me as unusual about the place, but I could not tell at 
first what it was. One of the bedroom windows was open, and the customary 
short blind, with its brass upper rail partly unfastened, drooped obliquely 
across the vacant space. It looked negligent and odd, for usually everything 
about the cottage was conspicuously trim. 

The door was standing wide open, and everything was still. But giving 
that usually orderly hall an odd look—it was about half-past two in the 
afternoon—was a pile of three dirty plates, with used knives and forks upon 
them, on one of the hall chairs. 

I went into the hall, looked into either room, and hesitated. 

'fhen I fell to upon the door-knocker and gave a loud rat-tat-too, and 
followed this up with an amiable ‘Hel-lol’ 

For a time no one answered me, and I stood listening and expectant, 
with my fingers about my weapon. Someone moved about upstairs 
presently, and was still again. 'Fhe tension of waiting seemed to brace my 
nerves. 

I had my hand on the knocker for the second lime, when Puss appeared in 
the doorway. 

For a moment we remained staring at one another without speaking. Her 
hair was dishevelled, her face dirty, tear-stained, and irregularly red. Her 
expression at the sight of me was pure astonishment. I thought she was 
about to say something, and then she had darted away out of the house 
again. 

‘I say, Puss!’ I said. ‘Puss!’ 

I followed her out of the door. ‘Puss! What’s the matter? Where’s Nettie?’ 
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She vanished round the corner of the house. 

I hesitated, perplexed whether I should pursue her. What did it all mean? 
I'hen I heard someone upstairs. 

‘Willie!’ cried the voice of Mrs Stuart. ‘Is that you?’ 

‘Yes,’ I answered. ‘Where's everyone.'' Where’s Nettie? 1 want to have a 
talk with her.’ 

She did not answer, but I heard her dress rustle as she moved. I judged 
she was upon the landing overhead. 

I paused at the foot of the stairs, expecting her to appear and ccmie down. 

Suddenly came a strange sound, a rush of sounds, words jumbled and 
hurrying, confused and shapeless, borne along upon a note of throaty 
distress that at last submerged the words alti^gether and ended in a wail, 
lixeept that it came from a woman’s throat it was exactly the babbling sound 
of a weeping child with a grievance. ‘1 can't,' she said, ‘1 can't,' and that was 
all I could distinguish. It was to my young cars the strangest sound 
conceivable from a kindly motherly little woman, whom I had always 
thought of chiefly as an unparalleled maker of cakes. It frightened me. I 
went upstairs at once in a state of infinite alarm, and there she was upon the 
landing, leaning forward over the lop of the chest of drawers beside her 
open bedroom door, and weeping. I never saw such weeping. One thick 
strand of black hair had escaped, and hung with a spiral twist down her 
back; never before had I noticed that she had grey hairs. 

As I came upon the landing her voice rose again. ‘Oh that I should have to 
tell you, Willie! Oh that I should have to tell yi>u!' She dropped her head 
again, and a fresh gust of tears swept all further words away. 

I said nothing, 1 was loo astonished; but I drew nearer to her, and 
wailed. .. . 

I never saw such weeping; the extraordinary wetness of her dripping 
handkerchief abides with me to this day. 

‘I'hat I should have lived to see this day!' she wailed. ‘I had rather a 
thousand times she was struck dead at my feet.' 

I began to understand. 

‘Mrs Stuart,’ 1 said, clearing my throat; ‘what has become of Nettie?’ 

‘'I'hat I should have lived to see this day!’ she said by way of reply. 

1 waited till her passion abated. 

'There came a lull. I forgot the weapon in my pocket. 1 said nothing, and 
suddenly she stood erect before me, wiping her swollen eyes. ‘Willie,’ she 
gulped, ‘she’s gone!’ 

‘Nettie?’ 

‘Gone! .. . Run away. ... Run away from her home. Oh, Willie, Willie! 
'The shame of it! 'The sin and shame of it!’ 

She flung herself upon my shoulder, and clung to me, and began again to 
wish her daughter lying dead at our feet. 

‘'I'hcrc, there,’ said I, and all my being was a-tremble. ‘Where has she 
gone?’ 1 said as softly as T could. 

Hut for the time she was preoccupied with her own sorrow, and 1 had to 
hold her there and comfort her with the blackness of finality spreading over 
my soul. 
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‘Where has she gone?' I asked for the fourth time. 

‘I don't know—we don't know. And oh, Willie, she went out yesterday 
morning! I said to her, “Nettie," I said to her, “you're mighty tine for a 
morning eall." “Fine clo's for a fine day," she said, and that was her last 
words to me!—Willie!—the ehild I suekled at my breast!' 

‘Yes, yes. Hut where has she gone?' 1 said. 

She went on with sobs, and now telling her story with a sort of 
fragmentary hurry: ‘She went out bright and shining, out of this house for 
ever. She was smiling, Willie—as if she was glad to be going. (“Glad to be 
going," 1 eehoed with soundless lips.) “You're mighty line for the 
morning," I says; “mighty fine." “Let the girl be pretty," says her father, 
“while she's young!" And somewhere she'd got a parcel of her things 
hidden to pick up, and she was going off—out of this house fi)r ever!' 

She became quiet. 

‘Let the girl be pretty,' she repeated; ‘let the girl be pretty while she's 
young. . . . Oh! hmv can we go on Willie? . . . He doesn't show it, but 

he's like a stricken beast. He's wounded to the heart. She was always his 
favourite. He never seemed to care for Puss like he did for her. And she's 
wounded him-' 

‘Where has she gone?' 1 reverted at last to that. 

‘We don't know. She leaves her own blood, she trusts herself—Oh, 
Willie, it'll kill me! I wish she and me together were lying in our graves.' 

‘Hut'—I moistened my lips and spoke slowly—‘she may have gone to 
marry.' 

‘If that was so! I've prayed to God it might be so, Willie. I've prayed that 
he'd take pity on her—him, I mean, she's with.' 

I jerked out: ‘Who's that?' 

‘In her letter, she said he was a gentleman. She did say he was a 
gentleman.' 

‘In her letter. Has she written? (^an I see her letter?' 

‘Her father took it.' 

‘But if she writes—When did she WTite?' 

‘It came this morning.' 

‘But where did it come from? You can tell-' 

‘She didn't say. She said she was happy. She said love took one like a 
storm-' 

‘Curse that! Where is her letter? Let me see it. And as for this 
gentleman-' 

She stared at me. 

‘You know who it is.' 

‘Willie!' she protested. 

‘You know who it is, whether she said or not?' Her eyes made a mute 
unconfident denial. 

‘Young Verrall?' 

She made no answer. ‘All I could do for you, Willie,' she began presently. 

‘Was it young Verrall?’ I insisted. 

For a second, perhaps, we faced one another in stark understanding. ... 
'I'hen she plumped back to the chest of drawers, and her wet pocket- 
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handkerchief, and I knew she sought refuge from my relentless eyes. 

My pity for her vanished. She knew it was her mistress’s son as well as I! 
And for some lime she had known, she had fell. 

I hovered over her for a moment, sick with amazxd disgust. I suddenly 
bethought me of old Stuart, out in the greenhouse, and turned and went 
downstairs. As I did so T looked up to see Mrs Stuart moving droopingly 
and lamely back into her own room. 
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Old Stuart w'as pitiful. 

I found him still inert in the greenhouse where I had first seen him. He 
did not move as I drew near him; he glanced at me, and then stared hard 
again at the flowerpots before him. 

‘l:h, Willie,’ he said, ‘this is a black day for all of us.’ 

‘What are you going to do?’ I asked. 

‘The missus takes on so,’ he said. ‘I came out here.’ 

‘What do you mean to do?’ 

‘What IS a man to do in such a case?’ 

‘Oo!’ I cried, ‘why—Oo!’ 

‘He ought to marry her,’ he said. 

‘Hy (lod, yes!’ I cried. ‘He must do that anyhow.’ 

‘He ought to. It’s—it’s cruel. But what am / to do? Suppose he won’t? 
Likely he won’t. What then?’ 

He drooped with an intensified despair. 

‘Here’s this cottage,’ he said, pursuing some contracted argument. 
‘We’ve lived here all our lives, you might say. . .. Clear out. At my age. .. . 
One can’t die in a slum.’ 

I stood before him for a space, speculating what thoughts might fill the 
gaps between these broken words. I found his lethargy, and the dimly 
shaped mental attitudes his words indicated, abominable. 1 said abruptly, 
‘You have her letter?’ 

He dived into his breast-pocket, became motionless for ten seconds, then 
woke up again and produced her letter. He drew it clumsily from its 
envelope, and handed it to me silently. 

‘Why!’ he cried, looking at me for the first time, ‘What’s come to your 
chin, Willie?’ 

‘It’s nothing,’ I said. ‘It’s a bruise;’ and I opened the letter. 

It was written on greenish-tinted fancy note-paper, and with all and more 
than Nettie’s usual triteness and inadequacy of expression. Her hand¬ 
writing bore no traces of emotion; it was roimd and upright and clear as 
though it had been done in a writing lesson. Always her letters were like 
masks upon her image; they fell like curtains before the changing charm of 
her face; one altogether forgot the sound of her light clear voice, confronted 
by a perplexing stereotyped thing that had mysteriously got a hold upon 
one’s heart and pride. How did that letter run?— 
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‘Myohar Moiiikr, 

‘Do not be distressed at my going away. I have gone somewhere safe, and 
with someone who cares for me very much. I am sorry for your sakes, but it 
seems that it had to be. Love is a very difficult thing, and takes hold of one in 
ways one does not expect. Do not think I am ashamed about this, I glory in my 
love, and you must not trouble too much about me. I am very, very happy 
(deeply underlined). 

‘Fondest love to Father and Puss. 

‘Your loving 

l IK.’ 


1'hat queer little document! I can sec it now for the childish simple thing 
it was, but at the time I read it in a suppressed anguish of rage. It plunged 
me into a pit of hopeless shame; there seemed to remain no pride for me in 
life until I had revenge. I stood glaring at those rounded upstanding letters, 
not trusting myself to speak or move. At last I stole a glance at Stuart. 

He held the envelope in his hand, and stared down at the postmark 
between his horny thumbnails. 

‘You can’t even tell where she is,’ he said, turning the thing round in a 
hopeless manner, and then desisting. ‘It’s hard on us, Willie. Here she is; 
she hadn’t anything to complain t^f; a sort of pet for all of us. Not even made 
to do her share of the ’ousework. And she goes off and leaves us like a bird 
that’s learnt to fly. Can’t trust us, that’s what takes me. Puts ’crsclt^—but 
there! What’s to happen to her?’ 

‘What’s to happen to him?’ 

He shook his head to show that problem was beyond him. 

‘You’ll go after her,’ I said in an even voice; ‘you’ll make him marry her?’ 

‘Where am I to go?’ he asked helplessly, and held out the envelope with a 
gesture; ‘and what could I do? Even if I knew—How could I leave the 
gardens?’ 

‘Great God!’ I cried, ‘not leave these gardens! It’s your Honour, man! If 
she was my daughter—if she was my daughter—I’d tear the world to pieces! 

...’ I choked. ‘You mean to stand it?’ 

‘What can I do?’ 

‘Make him marry her! Horsewhip him! Horsewhip him, I say!—I’d 
strangle him!’ 

He scratched slowly at his hairy cheek, opened his mouth, and shook his 
head. 'Fhcn, with an intolerable note of sluggish gentle wisdom, he said, 
‘People of our sort, Willie, can’t do things like that.’ 

I came near to raving. I had a wild impulse to strike him in the face. Once 
in my boyhood I happened upon a bird terribly mangled by some cat, and 
killed it in a frenzy of horror and pity. I had a gust of that same emotion 
now, as this shameful mutilated soul fluttered in the dust before me. 'Fhen, 
you know, I dismissed him from the case. 

‘May I look?’ I asked. 

He held out the envelope reluctantly. 

‘There it is,’ he said, and pointing with his garden-rough forefinger. 
‘I.A.P.A.M.P. What can you make of that?’ 

I look the thing in my hands. The adhesive stamp customary in those 



In the Days of the Comet 6ii 

days was defaced by a circular postmark, which bore the name of the office 
of departure and the date. The impact in this particular case had been light 
or made without sufficient ink, and half the letters of the name had left no 
impression. I could disginguish— 

lAP AMP 


and very faintly below D.S.O. 

I guessed the name in an instant flash of intuition. It was Shaphambury. 
'Phe very gaps shaped that to my mind. Perhaps in a sort of semi-visibility 
others letters were there, at least hinting themselves. It was a place 
somewhere on the east coast, I knew, either in Norfolk or Suffolk. 

‘Why!’ cried I—and stopped. 

What was the good of telling him? 

Old Stuart had glanced up sharply, I am inclined to think almi'jst 
fearfully, into my face. ‘You—you haven’t got it?’ he said. 

Shaphambury—I shimld remember that. 

‘You don’t think you got it?’ he said. 

I handed the envelope back to him. 

‘h’or a moment I thought it might be Hampton,’ I said. 

‘Hampton,’ he repeated. ‘I lampton. How could you make Hampton?’ He 
turned the envelope about. ‘H.A.M.—why, W'illie, you’re a worse hand at 
the job than me!' 

He replaced the letter in the envelope and stood erect to put it back in his 
breast pocket. 

I did not mean to take any risks in this affair. 1 drew a stump of pencil 
from my waistcoat pocket, turned a little away from him and wrote 
‘Shaphambury’ very quickly on my frayed and rather grimy shirt culf. 

‘Well,’ said I, with an air of having done nothing remarkable. 

I turned to him with some unimportant observation—I have forgotten 
what. 

I never finished whatever vague remark 1 commenced. 

1 looked up to see a third person waiting at the greenhouse door. 
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It was old Mrs Vcrrall. 

I w^^nder if I can convey the effect of her to you. She was a little old lady 
with extraordinary flaxen hair, her w^eak aquiline features were pursed up 
into an assumption of dignity, and she was richly dressed. I w\>uld like to 
underline that ‘richly dressed,’ or have the words printed in florid old 
linglish or Gothic lettering. No one on earth is now quite so richly dressed 
as she was, no one old or young indulges in so quiet and yet so prof\)und a 
sumptuosity. But you must not imagine any extravagance of outline or any 
beauty or richness of colour. 'I’hc predominant colours were black and fur 
browns, and the effect of richness was due entirely to the extreme costliness 
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of the materials employed. She affected silk brocades with rich and 
elaborate patterns, priceless black lace over creamy or purple satin, intricate 
trimmings through which threads and bands of velvet wriggled, and in the 
winter rare furs. Her gloves fitted exquisitely, and ostentatiously simple 
chains of fine gold and pearls and a great number of bracelets laced about 
her little person. One was forced to feel that the slightest article she wore 
cost more than all the wardrobe of a dozen girls like Nettie; her bonnet 
affected the simplicity that is beyond rubies. Richness, that is the first 
quality about this old lady that I would like to convey to you, and the second 
was cleanliness. You felt that old Mrs Verrall was exquisitely clean. If you 
had boiled my poor dear old mother in soda for a month you couldn't have 
got her so clean as Mrs Verrall constantly and manifestly was. And 
pervading all her presence shone her third great quality, her manifest 
confidence in the respectful subordination of the world. 

She was pale and a little out of breath that day, but without any loss of her 
ultimate confidence; and it was clear to me that she had come to interview 
Stuart upon the outbreak of passion that had bridged the gulf between their 
families. 

And here again I find myself writing in an unknown language, so far as 
my younger readers are concerned. You who know only the world that 
followed the Great Change will find much that I am telling inconceivable. 
Upon these points I cannot appeal, as I have appealed for other 
conlirmalions, to the old newspapers; these were the things that no one 
wrote about because everyone understood and everyone had taken up an 
attitude. 'I'here were in lingland and America, and indeed throughout the 
world, two great informal divisions of human beings—the Secure and the 
Insecure. I'here was not and never had been in either country a nobility—it 
was and remains a common error that the British peers were noble—neither 
in law nor custom were there noble families, and we altogether lacked the 
edification one found in Russia, for example, of a poor nobility. A peerage 
was an hereditary possession that, like the family land, concerned only the 
eldest sons of the house; it radiated no lustre of noNesse oh/ige. 'The rest of 
the world was in law and practice common—and all America was common. 
But through the private ownership of land that had resulted from the 
neglect of feudal obligations in Britain and the utter want of political 
foresight in the Americas, large masses of property had become artificially 
stable in the hands of a small minority, to whom it was necessary to 
mortgage all new public and private enterprises, and who were held 
together not by any tradition of service and nobility but by the natural 
sympathy of common interests and a common large scale of living. It was a 
class without any definite boundaries; vigorous individualities, by methods 
for the most part violent and questionable, w^ere constantly thrusting 
themselves from insecurity to security, and the sons and daughters of secure 
people, by marrying insecurity or by wild extravagance or flagrant vice, 
would sink into the life of anxiety and insufficiency which was the ordinary 
life of man. The rest of the population was landless and, except by working 
directly or indirectly for the Secure, had no legal right to exist. And such 
was the shallowness and insufficiency of our thought, such the stifled 
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egotism of all our feelings beft)re the Last Days, that very few indeed of the 
Secure could be found to doubt that this was the natural and only 
eonceivable order of the world. 

It is the life of the Insecure under the old order that 1 am displaying, and I 
hope that I am conveying something of its hopeless bitterness to you; but 
you must not imagine that the Secure lived lives of paradisiacal happiness, 
'rhe pit of insecurity below them made itself felt, even thiuigh it was not 
comprehended. Life about them was ugly; the sight of ugly and mean 
houses, of ill-dressed people, the vulgar appeals i>f the dealers in popular 
commodities, were not to be escaped. There was below the threshold of 
their minds an uneasiness; they not only did not think clearly about social 
economy but they displayed an instinctive disinclination to think. 'I’heir 
security was not so perfect that they had not a dread of falling towards the 
pit, they were always lashing themselves by new ri>pes, their eiillivation of 
'connections,' i>f interests, their desire to confirm and improve their 
positions, was a constant ignoble preoccupation. You must read 'rhackeray 
to get the full flavour of their lives. 'Then the bacterium was apt to disregard 
class distinctions, and they were never really happy in their servants. Read 
their surviving books, l^ach generation bewails the decay of the 'fidelity' of 
servants no generation ever saw. A world that is squalid in one corner is 
squalid altogether, but that they never understood. 'They believed there was 
not enough of anything to go round, they believed that this was the 
intention of Ciod and an incurable condition of life, and they held 
passionately and with a sense of right to their disproportionate share. 'I'hey 
maintained a cimimon intercourse as 'Society' of all who were practieally 
secure, and their choice of that word is exhaustively eloquent of the quality 
of their philosophy. Hut, if you can master these alien ideas upon which the 
old system rested, just in the same measure will you understand the horror 
these people had for marriages with the Insecure. In the case of their girls 
and women it was extraordinarily rare, and in the case of either sex it was 
regarded as a disastrous social crime. Anything was better than that. 

You are probably aware of the hideous fate that was only too probably the 
lot, during those last dark days, of every girl of the insecure classes who 
loved and gave way to the impulse of self-abandonment without marriage, 
and so you will understand the peculiar situation of Nettie with yi^ung 
Verrall. One or other had to suffer. And as they were both in a state ol great 
emotional exaltation and capable of strange generosities towards each other, 
it was an open question and naturally a source of great anxiety to a mother in 
Mrs Verrall's position, whether the sufferer might not be her son— 
whether, as the outcome of that glowing iiresponsible commerce, Nettie 
might not return prospective mistress of Checkshill 'I’owers. 'The chances 
were greatly against that conclusion, but such things did occur. 

'I'hese laws and customs sound, I know, like a record of some nasty- 
minded lunatic’s inventions. They were invincible facts in that vanished 
world into which, by some accident, I had been born, and it w'as the dream 
of any better state of things that was scouted as lunacy. Just think of it! 1 his 
girl I loved with all my soul, for whom 1 was ready to sacrifice my lile, w^as 
not good enough to marry young Verrall. And I had only to look at his even. 
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handsome, characterless face to perceive a creature weaker and no better 
than myself. She was to be his pleasure until he chose to cast her aside, and 
the poison of our social system had so saturated her nature—his evening 
dress, his freedom and his money had seemed so line to her and I so clothed 
in squalor—that to this prospect she had consented. And to resent the social 
conventions that created their situation, was called ‘class envy’; and gently 
born preachers reproached us for the mildest resentment against an 
injustice no living man would now either endure or consent to profit by. 

What was the sense of saying ‘peace’ when there was no peace? If there 
W'as one hope in the disorders of that old w'orld it lay in revolt and conflict to 
the death. 

But if you can really grasp the shameful grotesqueness of the old life, you 
will begin to appreciate the interpretation of old Mrs Verrall’s appearance 
that leaped up at once in my mind. 

She had come to compromise the disaster! 

And the Stuarts would compromise! I saw that only too well. 

An enormous disgust at the prospect of the imminent encounter between 
Stuart and his mistress made me behave in a violent and irrational way. I 
wanted to escape seeing that, seeing even Stuart’s first gesture in that, at any 
cost. 

‘I’m ofl',’ said I, and turned my back on him without any further farewell. 

My line of retreat lay by the old lady, and so 1 advanced towards her. 

I saw her expression change, her mouth fell a little way open, her 
forehead wrinkled, and her eyes grew round. She found me a queer 
customer even at the first sight, and there was something in the manner of 
my advance that took away her breath. 

She stood at the top of the three or four steps that descended to the level 
(if the hothouse floor. She receded a pace or two, with a certain otfended 
dignity at the determination of my rush. 

I gave her no sort of salutation. 

Well, as a matter of fact, 1 did give her a sort of salutation. 'I'here is no 
occasion for me to begin apologising now^ for the thing I said to her—I strip 
these things before you—if only I can get them stark enough you will 
understand and forgive. I was filled with a brutal and overpowering desire 
to insult her. 

And so I addressed this poor little expensive old woman in the following 
terms, converting her by a violent metonymy into a comprehensive plural. 
‘You infernal land thieves!’ I said point-blank into her face. '‘Haveyou come 
to offer them money?" 

And without waiting to test her powers of repartee, passed rudely beyond 
her and vanished, striding, with my fists clenched, out of her world 
again. ... 

1 have tried since to imagine how the thing must have looked to her. So 
far as her particular universe went I had not existed at all, or I had existed 
only as a dim black thing, an insignificant speck, far away across her park in 
irrelevant, unimportant transit, until this moment when she came, sedately 
troubled, into her owm secure gardens and sought for Stuart among the 
greenhouses. 'Fhen abruptly I flashed into being down that green-walled. 
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brick-floored vista as a black-avised, ill-clad young man, who first stared 
and then advanced scowling towards her. Once in existence I developed 
rapidly. I grew larger in perspective and became more and more important 
and sinister every moment. I came up the steps with inconceivable hostility 
and disrespect in my bearing, towered over her, becoming for an instant at 
least a sort of second French Revolution, and delivered myself with the 
intensest concentration of those wicked and incomprehensible words. Just 
for a second I threatened annihilation. Happily that was my climax. 

And then I had gone by, and the Universe was very much as it had always 
been except for the wild swirl in it, and the faint sense of insecurity my 
episode left in its wake. 

The thing that never entered my head in those days was that a large 
proportion of the rich were rich in absolute good faith. I thought they saw 
things exactly as I saw them, and wickedly denied. Hut indeed old Mrs 
Verrall was no more capable of doubting the perfection of her family's right 
to dominate a wide country side, than she was of examining the 'I'hirly-nine 
Articles or dealing with any other of the adamantine pillars upon which her 
universe rested in security. 

No doubt I startled and frightened her tremendously. Hut she could not 
understand. 

None of her sort of people ever did seem to understand such livid flashes 
of hate, as ever and again lit the crowded darkness below their feet. 'Fhe 
thing leaped out of the black for a moment and vanished, like a threatening 
figure by a desolate roadside lit for a moment by one's belated carriage- 
lamp and then swallowed up by the night. 'I'hey counted it with nightmares, 
and did their best to forget what was evidently as insignificant as it was 
disturbing. 


WAR 

I 

F>om that moment when I insulted old Mrs Verrall I became repre¬ 
sentative, 1 was a man who stood for all the disinherited of the world. I had 
no hope of pride or pleasure left in me, I was raging rebellion against God 
and mankind. 'Fherc were no more vague intentions swaying me this way 
and that; I was perfectly clear now upon what I meant to do. I would make 
my protest and die. 

I would make my protest and die. T was going to kill Nettie—Nettie, who 
had smiled and promised and given herself to another, and who stood now 
for all the conceivable delighlfulnesses, the lost imaginations ot the youthful 
heart, the unattainable joys in life; and Verrall, who stood for all who 
profited by the incurable injustice of our social order. I would kill them 
both. And that being done I would blow my brains out and sec what 
vengeance followed my blank refusal to live. 

So indeed I was resolved. I raged monstrously. And above me, abolishing 



6 i6 In the Days of the Comet 

the stars, triumphant over the yellow waning moon that followed it below, 
the giant meteor towered up towards the zenith. 

‘Ixt me only kill!' I cried. ‘Let me only kill!' 

So I shouted in my frenzy. I was in a fever that defied hunger and fatigue: 
for a long time I had prowled over the heath towards Lowchester talking to 
myself, and now that night had fully come I was tramping homeward, 
walking the long seventeen miles without a thought of rest. And I had eaten 
nothing since the morning. 

I suppose I must count myself mad, but I can recall my ravings. 

'rhere were times when 1 walked weeping through that brightness that 
was neither night nor day. 'I’herc were times when I reasoned in a tt)psy- 
turvy fashion with what I called the Spirit of All 'I 'hings. Hut always I spoke 
to that white glory in the sky. 

‘Why am I here only to suffer ignominies?' I asked. ‘Why have you made 
me with pride that cannot be satisfied, with desires that turn and rend me? 
Is it a jest, this world—a joke you play on your guests? I—even I—have a 
better humour than that! 

‘Why not learn from me a certain decency of mercy? Why not undo? Have 
I ever tormented—day by day, some wretched Wi)rm—making filth for it to 
trail through, filth that disgusts it, starving it, bruising it, mocking it? Why 
should you? Your jokes are clumsy. 'I'ry—try some milder fun up there; do 
you hear? Simielhing that doesn't hurt so infernally. 

‘You say this is your purpose—your purpose with me. You are making 
something with me—birth pangs of a soul. Ah! How can I believe you? You 
forget I have eyes for other things. Let my own case go, but what of that frog 
beneath the cart-wheel, God?—and the bird the cat had torn?' 

And after such blasphemies I would lling out a ridiculous little debating 
society hand. ‘Answer me that!' 

A week ago it had been moonlight, white and black and hard across the 
spaces of the park, but now the light was livid and full of the quality of haze. 
An extraordinary low’ white mist, not three feet above the ground, drifted 
broodingly across the grass, and the trees rose ghostly out of that phantom 
sea. Cireat and shadowy and strange was the world that night, no one 
seemed abroad; I and my little cracked viMce drifted solitary through the 
silent mysteries. Sometimes 1 argued as I have told, sometimes I stumbled 
along in moody vacuity, sometimes my torment was vivid and acute. 

Abruptly out of apathy would came a boiling paroxysm of fury, when I 
thought of Nettie mocking me and laughing, and of her and Verrall clasped 
in one another's arms. 

‘I will not have it so!' I screamed. ‘I will not have it so!' 

And in one of these raving fits 1 drew my revolver from my pocket and 
fired into the quiet night, 'fhree limes I fired it. 

I'hc bullets tore through the air, the startled trees told one another in 
diminishing echoes the thing 1 had done, and then, with a slow finality, the 
vast and patient night he^iled again to calm. My shots, my curses and 
blasphemies, my prayers—for anon I prayed—that Silence took them all. 

It was—how can I express it?—^a stifled outcry tranquilliscd, lost, amid 
the serene assumptions, the overwhelming empire of that brightness. 'I'he 
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noise of my shots, the impact upon things, had for the instant been 
enormous; then it had passed away. I found myself standing with the 
revolver held up, astonished, my emotions penetrated by something 1 could 
not understand, 'rhen I looked up over my shoulder at the great star, and 
remained staring at it. 

‘Who are VO//?' I said at last. 

1 was like a man in a solitary desert who has suddenly heard a voice. 

I'hat, too, passed. 

As I came over Clayton Crest I recalled that I missed the multitude that 
now night after night walked out to stare at the comet; and the little 
preacher in the waste beyond the hoardings, who warned sinners to repent 
before the Judgment, was not in his usual place. 

It was long past midnight, and everyone had gone home. Hut I did not 
think of this at iirst, and the solitude perplexed me and left a memory 
behind. 'I'he gas-lamps were all extinguished because of the brightness of 
the comet, and that too was unfamiliar, "rhe little newsagent in the still I ligh 
Street had shut up and gone to bed, but one belated board had been put out 
late and forgotten, and it still bore its placard. 

'The word upon it—there was but one word upon it in staring letters— 
was: ‘WAR.’ 

You figure that empty mean street, emptily echoing to my Ibotsteps—no 
si)ul awake and audible but me. 'I'hen my halt at the placard. And amidst 
that sleeping stillness, smeared hastily upon the board, a little askew and 
crumpled but quite distinct beneath that ct>ol meteoric glare, preposterous 
and appalling, the measureless evil of that word— 

WAR!' 


2 

I awoke in that stale i)f equanimity that so often Ibllows an emotional 
drenching. 

It was late, and my mother was beside my bed. She had some breakfast 
for me on a battered tray. 

"Don't get up yet, dear,' she said. ‘You've been sleeping. It was three 
o'clock when you got home last night. Yini must have been tired luit. 

‘Your poor face,' she went i)n, ‘was as white as a sheet and your eyes 
shining. ... It frightened me to let you in. And you stumbled on the stairs.' 

My eyes went quietly to my ci>at pocket, where sianething still bulged. 
She probably had not noticed. ‘I went to Cheekshill,' I said. ‘Y(ni know— 
perhaps-?’ 

‘I got a letter last evening, dear,’ and as she bent near me to put the tray 
upon my knees, she kissed my hair softly, b'or a moment we both remained 
still, resting on that, her cheek just touching my head. 

I took the tray from her to end the pause. 

"Don’t touch my clothes, mummy,’ I said sharply, as she moved towards 
them. ‘I’m still equal to a clothes-brush.’ 
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And then, as she turned away, I astonished her by saying, ‘You dear 
mother, you! A little—I understand. Only^—now—ciear mother, oh! let me 
be! Let me be!’ 

And with the docility of a good servant, she went from me. Dear heart of 
submission that the world and I had used so ill! 

It seemed to me that morning that 1 could never give way to a gust of 
passion again. A sorrowful firmness of the mind possessed me. My purpose 
seemed now as inflexible as iron; there was neither love nor hate nor fear left 
in me—only I pitied my mother greatly for all that was still to come. I ate 
my breakfast slowly, and thought where I could find out about 
Shaphambury, and how I might hope to get there. I had not five shillings in 
the world. 

1 dressed methodically, choosing the least frayed of my collars, and 
shaving much more carefully than was my wont; then I went down to the 
Public Library to consult a map. 

Shaphambury was on the coast of l{ssex, a long and complicated journey 
from Clayton. I went to the railway-station and made some memoranda 
from the time-tables. 'The porters 1 asked were not very clear about 
Shaphambury, but the booking-office clerk was helpful, and we puzzled out 
all I wanted to know. Then I came out into the coaly street again. At the 
least I ought to have two pounds. 

I went back to the Public Library and into the newspaper room to think 
over this problem. 

A fact intruded itself upon me. People seemed in an altogether 
exceptional stir about the morning journals, there was something unusual in 
the air of the room, more people and more talking than usual, and for a 
moment 1 was puzzled. 'Phen I bethought me: ‘ This war with (iermany, of 
course!’ A naval battle was supposed to be in progress in the North Sea. I .el 
them! I returned to the consideration of my own afl'airs. 

Par load? 

Could I go and make it up with him, and then borrow? 1 weighed the 
chances of that. 'I’hen I thought of selling or pawning something, but that 
seemed difficult. My winter overcoat had not cost a pound when it was new, 
my watch was not likely to fetch many shillings. Still, both these things 
might be factors. 1 thought with a certain repugnance of the little store my 
mother was probably making for the rent. She was very secretive about that, 
and it was locked in an old lea-caddy in her bedroom. I knew it would be 
almost impossible to get any of that money from her willingly, and though I 
told myself that in this issue of passion and death no detail mattered, I could 
not get rid of tormenting scruples whenever I thought of that tea-caddy. 
Was there no other course? Perhaps after every other source had been 
tapped I might supplement with a few shillings frankly begged from her. 
‘These others,’ I said to myself, thinking without passion for once of the 
sons of the Secure, ‘would find it difficult to run their romances on a 
pawnshop basis. However, we must manage it.’ 

I felt the day was passing on, but 1 did not get excited about that. ‘Slow is 
swiftest,’ Parload used to say, and I meant to get everything thought out 
completely, to lake a long aim and then to act as a bullet flies. 
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I hesitated at a pawnshop on my way home to my midday meal, but I 
determined not to pledge my watch until I could bring my overcoat also. 

I ate silently, revolving plans. 
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After our midday dinner—it was a potato-pie, mostly potato with si^me 
scraps of cabbage and bacon—I put on my overcoat and got it out of the 
house while my mother was in the scullery at the back. 

A scullery in the old world was, in the case of such houses as ours, a damp, 
unsavoury, mainly subterranean region behind the dark living-room 
kitchen, that was rendered more than typically dirty in our case by the fact 
that into it the coal-cellar, a yawning pit of black uncleanness, opened, and 
diffused small crunchablc particles about the uneven brick Hoor. It was the 
region of ‘washing-up,’ that greasy, damp function that followed every 
meal; its atmosphere had ever a cooling steaminess and the memory of 
boiled cabbage, and the S()oty black stains where saucepan or kettle had 
been put down for a minute, scraps of potato-peel caught by the strainer of 
the escape-pipe, and rags of a quite indescribable horribleness of 
acquisition, called ‘dishclouts,’ rise in my memory at the name. 'I'he altar of 
this place was the ‘sink,’ a tank of stone, revolting to a refined touch, grease- 
lilmed and unpleasant to see, and above this was a lap for cold water, Si> 
arranged that when the water descended it splashed and weired whoever 
had turned it on. 'I’his tap was our water supply. And in such a place you 
must fancy a little old woman, rather incompetent and very gentle, a soul of 
unsellishness and sacrifice, in dirty clothes, all come from their original 
colours to a common dusty dark grey, in worn, ill-lilting boots, with hands 
distorted by ill use, and untidy greying hair—my mother. In the winter her 
hands would be ‘chapped,’ and she would have a cough. And while she 
washes up 1 g<.) out, to sell my overcoat and watch in order that I may desert 
her. 

I gave way to queer hesitations in pawning my two negotiable articles. A 
weakly indisposition to pawn in (Clayton, where the pawnbroker knew me, 
carried me to the door of the place in Lynch Street, Swaihinglea, where I 
had bought my revidver. 'rhen came an idea that I was giving tot^ many tacts 
about myself to one man, and I came back to Clayton after all. I forget how 
much money I got, but I remember that it was rather less than the sum I had 
made out to be the single fare to Shaphambury. Still deliberate, I went back 
to the Public Library to find out whether it was possible, by walking lor ten 
or twelve miles anywiicre, to shorten the journey. Aly boots were in a 
dreadful state, the sole of the left one also was now peeling otf, and I could 
not help perceiving that all my plans might be wrecked if at this crisis I went 
on shoe leather in w'hich 1 could only shuflie. So long as I went softly they 
would serve, but not for hard walking. I went to the shoemaker in Hacker 
Street, but he wxiuld not promise any repairs for me under forty-eight 
hours. 
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I got back home about five minutes to three, resolved to start by the five 
train for Birmingham in any case, but still dissatisfied about my mtmey. I 
thought of pawning a book or something of that sort, but I could think of 
nothing of obvious value in the house. My mother's silver—two gravy- 
spoons and a salt-cellar—had been pawned for some weeks, since, in fact, 
the June quarterday. But my mind was full of hypothetical opportunities. 

As I came up the steps to our door, I remarked that Mr Gabbitas looked 
at me suddenly round his dull red curtains with a sort of alarmed resolution 
in his eye and vanished, and as I walked along the passage he opened his 
door upon me and intercepted me. 

You arc figuring me, I hope, as a dark and sullen lout in shabby, cheap, 
old-world clothes that are shiny at all the wearing surfaces, and with a 
discoloured red tic and frayed linen. My left hand keeps in my pocket as 
though there is something it prefers to keep a grip upon there. Mr Gabbitas 
was shorter than I, and the first note he struck in the impression he made 
upon anyone was of something bright and birdlike. I think he wanted to be 
birdlike, he possessed the possibility of an avian charm, but, as a matter of 
fact, there was nothing of the glowing vitality of the bird in his being. And a 
bird is never out of breath and with an open mouth. He was in the clerical 
dress of that time, that costume that seems now almost the strangest of all 
our old-world clothing, and he presented it in its cheapest form—black of a 
poor texture, ill-fitting, strangely cut. Its long skirts accentuated the 
tubbiness of his body, the shortness of his legs. The white tie below' his all¬ 
round collar, beneath his innocent large-spectacled face, was a little grubby, 
and between his not very clean teeth he held a briar pipe. His complexion 
was whitish, and although he was only thirty-three or four perhaps, his 
sandy hair was already thinning from the top of his head. 

To your eye, now, he would seem the strangest figure, in the utter 
disregard of all physical beauty or dignity about him. You would find him 
extraordinarily odd, but in the old days he met not only with acceptance but 
respect. He was alive until within a year or so ago, but his later appearance 
changed. As I saw him that afternoon he was a very slovenly, ungainly little 
human being indeed; not only was his clothing altogether ugly and queer, 
but had you stripped the man stark, you would certainly have seen in the 
bulging paunch that comes from flabby muscles and flabbily controlled 
appetites, and in the rounded shoulders and flawed and yellowish skin, the 
same failure of any effort towards clean beauty. You had an instinctive sense 
that so he had been from the beginning. You felt he was not only drifting 
through life, eating what came in his way, believing what came in his w'ay, 
doing without any vigour what came in his way, but that into life also he had 
drifted. You could not believe him the child of pride and high resolve, or of 
any splendid passion of love. He had just happened .... But we all happened 
then. Why am I taking this tone over this poor little curate in particular? 

‘Hello!’ he said, with an assumption of friendly ease. ‘Haven’t seen you 
for weeks! Come in and.have a gossip.’ 

An invitation from the drawing-room lodger was in the nature of a 
command. I would have liked very greatly to have refused it, never was 
invitation more inopportune, but I had not the wit to think of an excuse. ‘All 
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right/ I said awkwardly, and he held the door open for me. 

‘Td be very glad if you would/ he amplified. ^One doesn't gel much 
opportunity of intelligent talk in this parish.' 

What the devil was he up to, was my secret preoccupation. He fussed 
about me with a nervous hospitality, talking in jumpy fragments, rubbing 
his hands together, and taking peeps at me over and round his glasses. As I 
sal down in his leather-covered armchair, I had an t)dd memory of the one 
in the Clayton's dentist's operating room—1 know noi why. 

^'rhey're going to give us trouble in the North Sea, it seems,' he remarked 
with a sort of innocent zest. ‘I'm glad they mean fighting.' 

'I’here was an air of culture about his room that always cowed me, and 
that made me constrained even on this occasion. 'The table under the 
window was littered with photographic material and the later albums of his 
continental souvenirs, and on the American cloth trimmed shelves that 
filled the recesses on either side of the fireplace were what 1 used to think in 
those days a quite incredible number of books—perhaps eight hundred 
altogether, including the reverend gentleman's photograph albums and 
college and school text-books. '1‘his suggestion of learning was enforced by 
the little wooden shield bearing a college coat of arms that hung over the 
looking-glass, and by a photograph of Mr Gabbitas in cap and gown in an 
Oxford frame that adorned the opposite wall. And in the middle of that wall 
stood his writing-desk, which I knew to have pigeon-holes when it was 
open, and which made him seem not merely cultured but literary. At that he 
wrote sermons, composing them himselll 

‘Yes,’ he said, taking possession of the hearthrug, ‘the war had to come 
sooner or later. If we smash their fleet for them now—well, there's an end to 
the matter!' 

He stood on his toes and then bumped down on his heels, and looked 
blandly through his spectacles at a water-colour by his sister—the subject 
was a bunch of violets—above the sideboard which was his pantry and tea- 
chest and cellar, ‘Yes,' he said as he did so. 

I coughed, and wondered how I might presently get away. 

He invited me to smoke—that queer i>ld practice!—and then when I 
declined, began talking in a confidential tone of this ‘dreadful business’ of 
the strikes. ‘The war won't improve that outlook,’ he said, and was very 
grave for a mimient. 

1 le spoke of the want of thought for their wives and children shown by the 
colliers in striking merely for the sake of the union, and this stirred me to 
controversy, and distracted me a little from my resolution to escape. 

‘I don’t quite agree with that,’ I said, clearing my throat. ‘11 the men 
didn’t strike for the union now, if they let that be broken up, where would 
they be when the pinch of reductions did come?’ 

To w^hich he replied that they couldn't expect to get top-price wages 
when the masters were selling bottom-price coal. I replied, ‘'1 hat isn t it. 
The masters don't treat them fairly. 'They have to protect themselves. 

'I'o which Mr Gabbitas answered, ‘Well, I don’t know. I’ve been in the 
h'our Towns some time, and I must say 1 don’t think the balance of injustice 
falls on the masters’ side.’ 
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‘It falls on the men,’ I agreed, wilfully misunderstanding him. 

And so we worked our way towards an argument. ‘Confound this 
argument!’ 1 thought; but I had no skill in self-extraction, and my irritation 
crept into my voice. Three little spins of colour came into the cheeks and 
nose of Mr Gabbitas, but his voice showed nothing of his ruffled temper. 

‘You see,’ I said, ‘I’m a socialist. I don’t think this world was made for a 
small minority to dance on the faces of everyone else.’ 

‘My dear fellow,’ said the Rev. Gabbitas, "I'm a socialist too. Who isn’t? 
Hut that doesn’t lead me to class hatred.’ 

‘You haven’t felt the heel of this confounded system. I have.’ 

‘Ah!’ said he; and catching him on that note came a rap at the front door, 
and, as he hung suspended, the sound of my mother letting someone in and a 
timid rap. 

‘iViw,’ thought I, and stood up resolutely, but he would not let me. ‘No, 
no, no!’ said he. ‘It’s only for the Dorcas money.’ 

He put his hand against my chest with an eftcct of physical compulsion, 
and cried, ‘Come in!’ 

‘Our talk’s just getting interesting,’ he protested; and there entered Miss 
Ramell, an elderly little young lady who was mighty in Church help in 
(Clayton. 

He greeted her—she took no notice of me—and went to his bureau, and I 
remained standing by my chair but unable to get out of the room. ‘I’m not 
interrupting?’ asked Miss Ramell. 

‘Not in the least,’ he said; drew' out the carriers and opened his desk. 1 
could not help seeing what he did. 

I was so fretted by my impotence to leave him that at the moment it did not 
connect at all with the research of the morning that he was taking out money. 
I listened sullenly to his talk w'ith Miss Ramell, and saw' only, as they say in 
Wales, with the front of my eyes, the small flat drawer that had, it seemed, 
quite a number of sovereigns scattered over its floor. ‘'I’hey’re so 
unreasonable,’ complained Miss Ramell. Who could be otherwise in a social 
organisation that bordered on insanity? 

I turned away from them, put my foot on the fender, stuck my elbow* on 
the plush-fringed mantel-board, and studied the photographs, pipes, and 
ashtrays that adorned it. What was it I had to think out before I went to the 
station? 

Gf course! My mind made a queer little reluctant leap—it felt like being 
forced to leap.over a bottomless chasm—and alighted upon the sovereigns 
that were just disappearing again as Mr Gabbitas shut his drawer. 

‘I won’t interrupt your talk further,’ said Miss Ramell, receding 
doorward. 

Mr Gabbitas played round her politely, and opened the door for her and 
conducted her into the passage, and for a moment or so I had the fullest sense 
of proximity to those—it seemed to me there must be ten or twelve— 
sovereigns_ 

The front door closed and he returned. My chance of escape had gone. 




^I must be gi)ing,’ I said, with a curiously rcinl'orced desire to gel away out of 
that room. 

^My dear chap!’ he insisted, ‘I can’t think of it. Surely—there's nothing to 
call you away.’ 'I’hen with an evident desire to shift the venue of our talk, he 
asked, ‘You never told me what you thought of Burble's little book.' 

I was nows beneath my dull display of submission, furiously angry with 
him. It occurred to me to ask myself why I should defer and qualify my 
opinions tt) him. Why should I pretend a feeling of intellectual and social 
inferiority towards him. He asked what I thought of Burble. I resolved to 
tell him—if necessary w ith arrogance. 'I'hen perhaps he would release me. 1 
did not sit dow'n again, but stood by the corner of the hreplace. 

"'I'hat was the little book you lent me last summer?' I said. 

‘He reasons closely, eh?’ he said, and indieated the armehair with a Hat 
hand, and beamed persuasively. 

I remained standing. ‘I didn’t think much of his reasoning powers,’ I 
said. 

‘He was one of the cleverest bishops London ever had.' 

‘'I'hat may be. But he was dodging about in a jolly feeble ease,’ said 1. 

‘You mean?’ 

‘'I1iat he’s wrong. I don’t think he proves his case. I don’t think 
(Christianity is true. He knows himself for the pretender he is. His 
reasoning’s— Rot.’ 

Mr Oabbitas went, 1 think, a shade paler than his wont, and propitiation 
vanished from his manner. His eyes and mouth were round, his lace seemed 
to get round, his eyebrows curved at my remarks. 

‘I'm sorry you think that,’ he said at last, with a catch in his breath. 

He did not repeat his suggestion that I should sit. He made a step or two 
towards the window' and turned. ‘I suppose you w'ill admit—’ he began, 
with a faintly irritating note of intellectual condescension. ... 

I will not tell you of his arguments or mine. You w'ill find it you care to 
look for them, in out-of-the-way corners of our book museums, the 
shrivelled cheap publications—the publicaiiims of the Rationalist Press 
Association, for example—on wiiich my arguments were based. Lying in 
that curious limbo with them, mixed up w'ith them and indistinguishable, 
are the endless ‘Replies’ of orthodoxy, like the mixed dead in some hard- 
fought trench. All those disputes of our fathers, and they w'cre sometimes 
furious disputes, have gone now' beyond the range of comprehension. You 
younger people, I know, read them w'ith impatient perplexity. You cannot 
understand how sane creatures could imagine they had joined issue at all in 
most of these controversies. All the old methods ot systematic thinking, the 
queer absurdities of the Aristotelian logic, have followed magic numbers 



624 Days of the Comet 

and mystical numbers, and the Rumpclstiltskin magic names now into the 
blackness of the unthinkable. You can no more understand our theological 
passions than you can understand the fancies that made all ancient peoples 
speak of their gods only by circumlocutions, that made savages pine away 
and die because they had been photographed, or an Idizabelhan farmer turn 
back from a day’s expedition because he had met three crows. Iwen I, who 
have been through it all, recall our controversies now with something near 
incredulity. 

haith wc can understand today, all men live by faith; but in the old time 
everyone confused quite hopelessly baith and a forced, incredible Helief in 
certain pseudo-concrete statements. I am inclined to say that neither 
believers nor unbelievers had faith as we understand it—they had 
insufficient intellectual power. They could not trust unless they had 
something to see and touch and say, like their barbarous ancestors who could 
not make a bargain without exchange of tokens. If they no longer 
worshipped stocks and stones, e^r eked out their needs with pilgrimages and 
images, they still held fiercely to audible images, to printed words and 
formula?. 

But why revive the echoes of the ancient logomachies? 

Suffice it that we lost our tempers very readily in pursuit of (jod and 
Truth, and said exquisitely foolish things on either side. And on the whole— 
from the impartial perspective of my three and seventy years—I adjudicate 
that if my dialectic was bad, that of the Rev. Gabbitas was altogether worse. 

Little pink spots came into his cheeks, a squealing note into his voice. We 
interrupted each other more and more rudely. We invented facts and 
appealed to authorities whose names I mispronounced; and, finding 
Gabbitas shy of the higher criticism and the Germans, I used the names of 
Karl Marx and Imgels as Bible exegetes with no little effect. A silly wrangle! 
a preposterous wrangle!—you must imagine our talk becoming louder, with 
a developing quarrelsome note—my mother no doubt hovering on the 
staircase and listening in alarm as who should say, ‘My dear, don’t offend it! 
Oh, don’t offend it! Mr Gabbitas enjoys its friendship. 'Fry to think 
whatever Mr Gabbitas says’—though we still kept in touch with a pretence 
of mutual deference. The ethical superiority of Christianity to all other 
religions came to the fore—I know not how. We dealt with the matter in 
bold, imaginative generalisations, because of the insufficiency of our 
historical knowledge. I was moved to denounce Christianity as the ethic of 
slaves, and declare myself a disciple of a German writer of no little vogue in 
those days, named Nietzsche. 

For a disciple I must confess I was particularly ill acquainted with the 
works of the master. Indeed, all I knew of him had come to me through a 
two-ct)lumn article in The Clarion for the previous week. ... But the Rev. 
Gabbitas did not read The Clarion. 

I am, I know, putting a strain upon your credulity when I tell you that I 
now have little doubt that the Rev. Gabbitas was absolutely ignorant even of 
the name of Nietzsche, although that writer presented a separate and distinct 
attitude of attack upon the faith that was in the reverend 
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gentleman’s keeping. 

‘I’m a disciple of Nietzsche,’ said I, with an air of extensive explanation. 
He shied away so awkwardly at the name that I repeated it at once. 

‘But do you know what Nietzsche says?’ I pressed him viciously. 

‘He has certainly been adequately answered,’ said he, still trying to carry 
it oH'. 

‘Who by?’ I rapped out hotly. ‘'I'ell me that!’ and became mercilessly 
expectant. 


5 


A happy accident relieved Mr Gabbitas from the embarrassment of that 
challenge, and carried me another step along my course of personal disaster. 

It came on the heels of my question in the fi>rm of a clatter of horses 
without, and the gride and cessation of wheels. I glimpsed a straw-hatted 
coachman and a pair of greys. It seemed an incredibly magnificent carriage 
fi^r (Clayton. 

"\ihV said the Rev. Gabbitas, going to the window. "Why, it's old Mrs 
Verrall! It's old Mrs Verrall. Really! What cun she want with me?' 

He turned to me, and the flush of controversy had passed and his face 
shone like the sun. It was not every day, I perceived, that Mrs Verrall came 
to see him. 

‘1 get so many interruptions,' he said, almost grinning. ‘You must e.xcuse 
me a minute! 'Then—then 1 'll tell you about that fellow. But don't go. 1 pray 
you don’t go. I can assure you ... most interesting.' 

He went out of the room waving vague prohibitory gestures. 

‘1 must go,' 1 cried after him. 

‘No, no, no!' in the passage. ‘I've got your answer,' I think it was he 
added, and ‘quite mistaken'; and 1 saw him running down the steps to talk 
to the old lady. 

I swore. I made three steps to the window, and this brought me within a 
yard oi' that accursed drawer. 

I glanced at it, and then at that old woman who was so absolutely 
powerful, and instantly her son and Nettie's face were flaming in my brain. 
I'he Stuarts had, no doubt, already accepted accomplished facts. And I 
too- 

What was I doing here? 

What was I doing here w hile judgment escaped me? 

I woke up. I was injected w'ith energy. I iiK)k one reassuring look at the 
curate's obsequious back, at the old lady’s projected nose and quivering 
hand, and then with swift, clean movements I had the little drawer open, 
four sovereigns in my pocket, and the drawer shut again. 'I'hen again at the 
window—they were still talking. 

'Fhat was all right. He might not look in that draw’cr lor hours. I glanced 
at his clock. 'I'w^enty minutes still before the Birmingham train. 1 ime to buy 
a pair of bools and gel away. But how^ was I to get to the station.^ 
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1 went out boldly into the passage, and took my hat and slick. ... Walk 
past him? 

Yes. That was all right! He could not argue with me while so important a 
person engaged him. ... I came boldly down the steps. 

‘I want a list made, Mr (labbitas, of all the really deserving cases,' old Mrs 
Verrall was saying. 

It is curious, but it did not occur to me that here was a mother whose son I 
was going to kill. I did not see her in that aspect at all. Instead, 1 was 
possessed by a realisation of the blazing imbecility of a social system that 
gave this palsied old woman the power to give or withhold the urgent 
necessities of life from hundreds of her fellow-creatures just according to 
her poor, foolish old fancies t)f desert. 

‘We could make a provisional list of that sort,' he was saying, and glanced 
round with a preoccupied expression at me. 

‘I must go,’ 1 said at his hash of inquiry, and added, ‘I'll be back in twenty 
minutes,’ and went on my way. lie turned again to his patroness as though 
he forgot me on the instant. Perhaps after all he was not sorry. 

I felt extraordinarily cool and capable, exhilarated, if anything, by this 
prompt, efl'ectual theft. After all, my great determination wcmld achieve 
itself. I was no longer oppressed by a sense of obstacles. 1 fell I could grasp 
accidents and turn them to my advantage. I would go now down Hacker 
Street to the little shoemaker's—^get a sound, good pair of boots—ten 
minutes—and then to the railway station—five minutes more—and olf! I 
fell as ellicient and non-moral as if I was Nietzsche's Over-man already 
come. It did not occur to me that the curate's clock might have a 
considerable margin of error. 


6 


I missed the train. 

Partly that was because the curate’s clock was slow, and partly it was due 
to the commercial obstinacy of the shoemaker, who would try on another 
pair after 1 had declared my time was up. I bought the final pair however, 
gave him a wrong address for the return of the old ernes, and only ceased to 
feel like the Nietzschean Over-man w'hen I saw the train running out of the 
station. 

Hven then I did not lose my head. It occurred to me almost at once that in 
the event of a prompt pursuit there would be a great advantage in not 
talking a train from Clayton; that, indeed, to have done so would have been 
an error from which only luck had saved me. As it was, I had already been 
very indiscreet in my inquiries about Shaphambury, for once on the scent 
the clerk could not fail to remember me. Now the chances were against his 
coming into the case. I did not go into the station therefore at all, 1 made no 
demonstration of having missed the train, but walked quietly past, down the 
road, crossed the iron footbridge, and took the way back circuitously by 
White’s brickfields and the allotments to the way. over Clayton Crest to 
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'1 wo-Milc Stone, where I calculated I should have an ample margin for the 
6.13 train. 

I was not very greatly excited or alarmed then. Suppose, I reasoned, that 
by some accident the curate goes to that drawer at once: will he be certain to 
miss four out of ten or eleven sovereigns? If he does, will he at once think I 
have taken them? If he does, will he act at imce or wait for my return? If he 
acts at once, will he talk to my mother or call in the police? "Fhen there are a 
dozen roads and even railways out of the Clayton region; how is he to know 
which 1 have taken? Suppose he goes straight at once to the right station, 
they will not remember my departure for the simple reason that I didn't 
depart. But they may remember about Shaphambiiry? It was unlikely. 

I resolved not to go directly to Shaphambury from Birmingham, but to 
go thence to Monkshampton, thence to Wyvern, and then come down on 
Shaphambury from the north. 'Fhat might involve a night at some 
intermediate stopping-place, but it would effectually conceal me from any 
but the most persistent pursuit. And this was not a case of murder yet, but 
only the theft of four sovereigns. 

I had argued away ail anxiety before I reached Clayion Oest. 

At the ('rest I looked back. What a world it was! And suddenly it came to 
me that I was loi^king at it for the last time. If I overtiH)k the fugitives and 
succeeded, I should die with them—i^r hang. T slopped and looked back 
more attentively at that wide ugly valley. 

It was my native valley, and I was going out of it, I thought, never to 
return; and yet in that last prospect the group of towns that had borne me 
and dwarfed and crippled and made me, seemed in some indefinable 
manner strange. I was, perhaps, more used to seeing it from this 
comprehensive viewpoint when it was veileel and softened by night; now it 
came out in all its week-day reck, under a clear afternoon sun. That may 
account a little for its unfamiliarity. And perhaps, too, there was something 
in the emotions thn^ugh which I had been passing for a week and more, to 
intensify my insight, to enable me to pierce the unusual, to question the 
accepted. But it came to me then, I am sure, for the first lime how 
promiscuous, how higgledy-piggledy was the whole tif that iumble of mines 
and homes, collieries and pot-banks, railway yards, canals, schools, forges 
and blast furnaces, churches, chapels, allotment hovels, a vast irregular 
agglomeration of ugly smoking accidents in which men lived as happy as 
fn^gs in a dustbin. Kach thing jostled and damaged the other things about it, 
each thing ignored the tUher things about it; the smoke of the furnace defiled 
the pot-bank clay, the clatter of the railway deafened the worshippers in 
church, the public-house thrust corruption at the school diH)rs, the dismal 
homes squeezed miserably amidst the monstrosities of industrialism, with 
an effect of groping imbecility. Humanity choked amidst its products, and 
all its energy went in increasing its disorder, like a blind stricken thing that 
struggles and sinks in a morass. 

I did not think these things clearly that afternoon. Much less did I ask 
how I, with my murderous purpose, stood to them all. I write down that 
realisation of disorder and suffocation here and now as though I had 
thought it, but indeed then I only felt it, felt it transitorily as I looked back. 
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and then stood with the thing escaping from my mind. 

I should never see that countryside again. 

I came back to that. At any rale I wasn’t sorry. 'I’he chances were I should 
die in sweet air, under a clean sky. 

From distant Swathinglea came a little sound, the minute ululation of a 
remote crowd, and then rapidly three shots. 

'fhat held me perplexed for a space.... Well, anyhow I was leaving it all! 
'Fhank God I was leaving it all! I'hen, as I turned to go on, I thought of my 
mother. 

It seemed an evil world in which to leave one’s mother. My thoughts 
focused upon her very vividly for a moment. Down there, under that 
afternoon light, she W'as going to and fro, unaware as yet that she had lost 
me, bent and poking about in the darkling underground kitchen, perhaps 
carrying a lamp into the scullery to trim, or sitting patiently, staring into the 
fire, waiting tea for me. A great pity for her, a great remorse at the blacker 
troubles that lowered over her innocent head, came to me. Why, after all, 
was I doing this thing? 

Why? 

1 stopped again dead, with the hill crest rising between me and home. 1 
had more than half a mind to return to her. 

Then I thought of the curate’s sovereigns. If he had missed them already, 
what should I return to? And even if I returned, how could I put them back? 

And what of the night after I renounced my revenge? What of the lime 
when young Verrall came back? And Nettie? 

No! The thing had to be done. 

But at least I might have kissed my mother before I came away, left her 
some message, reassured her at least for a little while. All night she would 
listen and wait for me.. . . 

Should I send her a telegram from Two-Mile Slone? 

It was no good now; too late, too late. I'o do that would be to tell the 
course I had taken, to bring pursuit upon me swift and sure, if pursuit there 
was to be. No. My mother must suffer! 

I went on grimly towards Two-Mile Slone, but now as if some greater 
will than mine directed my footsteps thither. 

I reached Birmingham before darkness came, and just caught the last 
train for Monkshampton, where I had planned to pass the night. 


THE PURSUIT OF THE TWO LOVERS 


I 


As the train carried me on from Birmingham to Monkshampton, it carried 
me not only into a Country where I had never been before, but out of the 
commonplace daylight and the touch and quality of ordinary things, into 
the strange unprecedented night that was ruled by the giant meteor of the 
last days. 
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J here was at that time a curious accentuation ot the common alternation 
of night and day. 'rhey became separated with a widening difference of 
value in regard to all mundane affairs. During the day, the comet was an 
item in the newspapers, it was jostled by a thousand more living interests, it 
was as nothing in the skirts ot the war storm that was now upon us. It was an 
astronomical phenomenon somewhere away over China, millions of miles 
away in the deeps. We forgot it. Hut directly the sun sank one turned ever 
and again towards the east, and the meteor resumed its sway over us. 

One waited for its rising, and yet each night it came as a surprise. Always 
it rose brighter than one had dared to think, always larger and with some 
wonderful change in its outline, and now with a strange, less luminous, 
greener disc upon it that grew with its growth, the umbra of the earth. It 
shone alsi) with its own light, so that this shadow was not hard or black but it 
shone phosphoresccntly and with a diminishing intensity where the 
stimulus of the sun’s rays was withdrawn. As it ascended towards the 
/.enith, as the last trailing daylight went after the abdicating sun, its 
greenish-white illumination banished the realities of day, diffused a bright 
ghostliness over all things. It changed the starless sky about it to an 
extraordinary deep blue, the profbundest colour in the world, such as I have 
never seen before or since. I remember, loo, that as I peered from the train 
that was rattling me along to Monkshampton, I perceived and was puzzled 
by a coppery red light that mingled with all the shadows that were cast by it. 

It turned our ugly Hnglish industrial towns to phantom cities, 
liverywhere the local authorities discontinued street lighting—ime could 
read small print in the glare—and so at Monkshampton 1 went about 
through pale, white unfamiliar streets, whose electric globes had shadows 
on the path. Lit windows here and there burnt ruddy orange, like holes cut 
in some dream curtain that hung before a furnace. A policeman with 
noiseless feet sln.)wed me an inn woven of moonshine, a green-faced man 
opened to us, and there I abode the night. And the next morning it opened 
with a mighty clatter, and was a dirty little beerhouse that stank of beer, and 
there was a fat and grimy landlord with red spots upon his neck, and much 
noisy traffic going by on the cobbles outside. 

I came out, after I had paid my bill, inu> a street that echoed to the 
bawlings iff* two news-vendors and to the noisy yappings of a dog they had 
raised to emulation. 'They were shouting: ‘(.ireat British disaster in the 
North Sea. A battleship lost with all hands!’ 

I bought a paper, went on to the railway station reading such details as 
were given of this triumph of the old civilisation, ol the blowing up ot this 
great iron ship, full of guns and explosives and the most costly and beautilul 
machinery of which that time was capable, together with nine hundred 
able-bodied men, all of them above the average, by a contact mine towed by 
a German submarine. I read myself into a fever ol warlike emotion. Not 
only did I forget the meteor, but for a time I torgot even the purpose that 
took me on to the railway station, bought my ticket, and was now carrying 
me onward to Shaphambury. 

So the hot day came to its own again, and people forgot the night. 

Each night there shone upon us more and more insistently, beauty. 
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wonder, the promise of the deeps; and we were hushed, and marvelled for a 
space. And at the tirsi grey sounds of dawn again, at the shooting of bolts 
and the noise of milk-carts, we forgot, and the dusty habitual day came 
yawning and stretching back again. 'I'he stains of coal smoke crept across 
the heavens, and we rose to the soiled disorderly routine of life. 

‘T hus life has always been,' we said; ‘thus it will always be.’ 

The glory of those nights was almost universally regarded as spectacular 
merely. It signified nothing to us. So far as western luirope went, it was only 
a small and ignorant sectiim of the lower classes who regarded the comet as a 
portent of the end of the world. Abroad, where there were peasantries, it 
was different, but in England the peasantry had already disappeared. 
Hveryone read. The newspaper, in the quiet days before our swift quarrel 
with Germany rushed to its climax, had absolutely dispelled all possibilities 
of a panic in this matter, 'fhe very tramps upon the high roads, the children 
in the nursery, had learned that at the utmost the w'hole of that shining 
cloud could weigh but a few score tons, 'fhis fact had been shown quite 
conclusively by the enormous deflections that had at last sw-ung it round 
squarely at our world. It had passed near three of the smallest asteroids 
withc^ut producing the minutest perceptible deflection in their course; 
while, on its own part, it had described a course through nearly three 
degrees. When it struck our earth there was to be a magnificent spectacle, no 
doubt, for those w ho w ere on the right side of our planet to see; but beyond 
that nothing. It was doubtful whether we were on the right side. 'The meteor 
would loom larger and larger in the sky, but with the umbra of our earth 
eating its heart of brightness out, and at last it w'ould be the whole sky, a sky 
of luminous green clouds, with a white brightness about the horizon west 
and east. Then a pause—a pause of not very exactly definite duration—^and 
then, no doubt, a great blaze of shooting stars. They might be of some 
unwonted colour because of the unknown element that line in the green 
revealed, b'or a little while the zenith w'ould spout shooting stars. Some, it 
W'as hoped, would reach the earth and be available for analysis. 

'That, science said, would be all. 'Vhc green clouds would whirl and 
vanish, and there might be thunderstorms. But through the attenuated 
wisps of comet shine, the old sky, the old stars, wt)uld reappear, and all 
would be as it had been before. And since this was to hap^pen between one 
and eleven in the mt)rning of the approaching 'I'uesday—I slept at 
Monkshampton cm Saturday night—it would be only partially visible, if 
visible at all, on our side of the earth. Perhaps, if it came late, one would see 
no more than a shooting star low down in the sky. All this we had with the 
utmost assurances of science. Still it did not prevent the last nights being 
the most beautiful and memorable of human experiences. 

The nights had become very warm, and when next day 1 had ranged 
Shaphambury in vain, I was greatly tormented, as that unparalleled glory of 
the night returned, to think that under its splendid benediction young 
Verrall and Nettie' made love to one another. 

I walked backward and forward, backward and forward, along the 
seafront, peering into the faces of the young couples who promenaded, with 
my hand in my pocket ready and a curious ache in my heart that had no 
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kindred with rage. Until at last all the promcnaders had gone home to bed, 
and 1 was alone with the star. 

My train from Wyvern to Shaphambury that morning was a whole hour 
late; they said it was on account of the movement of troops to meet a 
possible raid from the Hlbc. 


_ 2 

Shaphambury seemed an odd place to me even then. Mut something was 
quickening in me at that time to feel the oddness of many accepted things. 
Now in the retrospect I see it as intensely queer. ' 1 ‘he whole place was 
strange to my untravelled eyes; the sea even was strange. Only twice in my 
life had I been at the seaside before, and then I had gone by excursion to 
places on the Welsh coast w^hose great clilfs of rock and mountain 
backgrounds made the elfect oi the horizon very dilferent from what it is 
upon the l{ast Anglian seaboard. Here what they call a dill was a crumbling 
bank of whitey-brown earth not fifty feet high. 

So soon as I arrived I made a systematic exploration o 1 Shaphambury. 'l o 
this day I retain the dearest memories of the plan 1 shaped out then, and 
how my inquiries were incommoded by the overpowering desire oi 
everyone to talk of the chances of a (lerman raid, before the C^hannd Meet 
got round to us. I slept at a small public-house in a Shaphambury back 
street on Sunday night. I did not gel on to Shaphambury from Wyvern until 
two in the afternoon, because of the infrequency of Sunday trains, and I got 
no clue whatever until late in the aliernoon of Mc.nday. As the little local 
train bumped into sight ot the place round the curve of a swelling hill, one 
saw a series of undulating grassy spaces, amidst which a number of 
conspicuous notice-boards appealed to the eye and cut up the distant sea 
horizon. Most of these referred to comestibles or lo remedies to follv)\v the 
comestibles; and they were coloured with a view to be memi^rable rather 
than beautiful, to ‘stand out’ amidst the gentle greyish tones ol the east- 
coast scenery. The greater number, 1 may remark, of the advertisements 
that were so conspicuous a factor in the lite of those days, and which 
rendered our vast tree-pulp newspapers possible, referred to foods, drinks, 
tobacco, and the drugs that promised a restoration of the equanimity these 
other articles had destroyed. VC’herevcr one went one was reminded in 
glaring letters that, after all, man was little better than a worm, that eyeless, 
earless thing that burrows and lives uncomplainingly amidst nutritious dirt, 
‘an alimentary canal with the subservient appendages thereto.’ Hut in 
addition to such boards there w'ere also the big black-and-white boards ol 
various grandiloquently named ‘estates.’ The individualistic enterprise ol 
that lime had led to the plotting out ol nearly all the Ci)untry round the 
seaside towns into roads and building-plots—all but a small portion ol the 
south and east coast was in this condition, and had the promises ol those 
schemes been realised the entire population ol the island might have been 
accommodated upon the sea frontiers. Nothing ol the sort happened, ol 
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course; the whole of this uglification of the coast-line was done to stimulate 
a little foolish gambling in plots, and one saw everywhere agents’ boards in 
every state of freshness and decay, ill-made exploitation roads overgrown 
with grass, and here and there at a corner, a label, ‘I'rafalgar Avenue,’ or 
‘Sea View Road.’ Here and there, too, some small investor, some shopman 
with ‘savings,’ had delivered his soul to the local builders and built himself a 
house; and there it stood, ill-designed, mean-looking, isolated, ill-placed on 
a cheaply fenced plot, athwart which his domestic washing fluttered in the 
breeze amidst a bleak desolation of enterprise. Then presently our railway 
crossed a high road, and a row of mean yellow-brick houses—^workmen’s 
cottages, and the filthy black sheds that made the ‘allotments’ of that lime a 
universal eyesore, marked our approach to the more central areas of—I 
quote the local guidebook—‘one of the most delightful resorts in the Rast 
Anglian poppy land.’ Then more mean houses, the gaunt ungainliness of 
the electric force station—it had a huge chimney, because no one 
understood how to make combustion of coal complete—and then we were in 
the railway station, and barely three-quarters of a mile from the centre of 
this haunt of health and pleasure. 

I inspected the town thoroughly before 1 made my inquiries. The road 
began badly with a row of cheap, pretentious, insolvent-looking shops, a 
public-house, and a cab-stand, but, after an interval of little red villas that 
were partly hidden amidst shrubbery gardens, broke into a confusedly 
bright but not unpleasing High Street, shuttered that afternoon and 
sabbatically still. Somewhere in the background a church bell jangled, and 
children in bright new-looking clothes were going to Sunday-school, 
"[’hence through a square of stuccoed lodging-houses that seemed a finer 
and cleaner version of mv native square, I came to a garden of asphalt and 
euonymus—the Sea Front. I sat down on cast-iron seat, and surveyed first 
of all the broad stretches of muddy, sandy beach, with its queer wheeled 
bathing machines painted with the advertisements of somebody’s pills, and 
then at the house fronts that stared out upon these visceral c(^unsels. 
Boarding-houses, private hotels, and lodging-houses in terraces clustered 
closely right and left of me, and then came to an end; in one direction 
scaffolding marked a building enterprise in progress, in the other, after a 
waste interval, rose a monstrous bulging red shape, a huge hotel, that 
dwarfed all other things. Northward were low pale cliff’s with white 
denticulations of tents, where the local volunteers, all under arms, lay 
encamped; and southward, a spreading waste of sandy dunes, with 
occasional bushes and clumps of stunted pine and an advertisement board 
or so. A hard blue sky hung over all this prospect, the sunshine cast inky 
shadows, and eastward was a whitish sea. It was Sunday, and the midday 
meal still held people indoors.. .. 

A queer world! thought I even then—^to you now it must seem impossibly 
queer—and after an interval I forced myself back to my own affair. 

How was I to ask? What was I to ask for? 

I puzzled for a long time over that—at first I was a little tired and 
indolent—^and then presently I had a flow of ideas. 

My solution was fairly ingenious. 1 invented the following story. 1 
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happened to be taking a holiday in Shaphambury, and T was making use ol’ 
the opportunity to seek the owner of a valuable feather boa, which had been 
left behind in the hotel of my uncle at Wyvern by a young lady, travelling 
with a young gentleman—no doubt, a youthful married couple. 'Phey had 
reached Shaphambury somewhen on 'Phursday. I went over the story many 
times, and gave my imaginary uncle and his hotel plausible names. At any 
rate this yarn would serve as a complete justification for all the questions 1 
might wish to ask. 

I settled that, but I still sat lor a time, wanting the energy to begin. 'Phen I 
turned towards the big hi)tel. Its gorgeous magnificence seemed to my 
inexpert judgment to indicate the very place a rich young man of good 
family would select. 

Huge draught-proof doors were swung round for me by an ironically 
polite under-pi^rter in a magnificent green uniform, who looked at my 
clothes as he listened to my question and then with a (ierman accent 
referred me to a gorgei^us head porter, who directed me to a princely yt^ung 
man behind a counter of brass and pidish, like a hank—like several banks. 
'Phis young man, while he answered me, kept his eye on my collar and tie— 
and I knew that they were abominable. 

‘I want to find a lady and gentleman who came to Shaphambury on 
'Puesday,' I said. 

‘P’riends of yours?’ he asked with a terrible fineness of irony. 

I made out at last that here at any rate the yiuing people had not been. 
'Phey might have lunched there, but they had had no room. But 1 went 
luit—door opened again for me obsequiously—in a stale of social 
discomfiture, and did not attack any other establishment that aflernoon. 

My resolution had come to a sort t)f ebb. More people were promenading, 
and their Sunday smartness abashed me. I forgot my purpose in an acute 
sense of myself. I fell that the bulge t)f my pocket caused by the revolver was 
conspicuous, and I was ashamed. I went along the sea front away from the 
town, and presently lay down among pebbles and sea poppies. 'Phis mood of 
reaction prevailed with me all that afternoon. In the evening, about 
sundown, I went to the station and asked questions of the ouiporiers ihcre. 
But outporicrs, 1 found, were a class of men who remembered luggage 
rather than people, and I had no sort of idea what luggage young \'errall and 
Nettie were likely to have with them. 

'Phen I fell into conversation with a salacious \xOoden-lcgged old man 
with a silver ring, who swept the steps that went down to the beach from the 
parade. He knew much about young couples, but only in general terms, and 
nothing of the particular young couple 1 sought. He reminded me in the 
most disagreeable way of the sensuous aspects of life, and 1 was not sorry 
when presently a gunboat appeared in the ofPmg signalling the coastguard 
and the camp, and cut short his observations upon holidays, beaches, and 
morals. 

I went—^and now I was past my ebb—and sal in a seat upon the parade, 
and watched the brightening of those rising clouds of chilly fire that made 
the ruddy west seem tame. My midday lassitude was going, my blood was 
running warmer again. And as the twilight and that filmy brightness 
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replaced the dusty sunlight and robbed this unfamiliar place of all its 
matter-of-fact queerness, its sense of aimless materialism, romance 
returned to me, and passion, and my thoughts of honour and revenge. I 
remember that change of mood as occurring very vividly on this occasion, 
but 1 fancy that less distinctly I had felt this before many limes. In the old 
times, night and the starlight had an effect of intimate reality the daytime 
did not possess. 'Vhe daytime—as one saw it in towns and populous places— 
had hold of one, no doubt, but only as an uproar might, it was distracting, 
conflicting, insistent. Darkness veiled the more salient aspects of those 
agglomerations of human absurdity, and one could exist—one ct)uld 
imagine. 

I had a queer illusion that night, that Nettie and her lover were close at 
hand, that suddenly I should come on them. I have already told how I went 
through the dusk seeking them in every couple that drew near. And I 
dropped asleep at last in an unfamiliar bedroom hung with gaudily 
decorated texts, cursing myself for having wasted a day. 
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I sought them in vain the next morning, but after midday I came in quick 
succession on a perplexing multitude of clues. After failing to find any 
young couple that corresponded to young Verrall and Nettie, I presently 
discovered an unsatisfactory quartette of couples. 

Any of these four couples might have been the one I sought; with regard 
to none of them was there conviction, 'fhey had all arrived either on 
Wednesday or Thursday. 'Fwo couples were still in occupation of their 
rooms, but neither of these were at home. Late in the afternoon I reduced 
my list by eliminating a young man in drab, with side whiskers and long 
cufl's, accompanied by a lady of thirty or more, of consciously ladylike type. 
I was disgusted at the sight of them; the other two young people had gone 
for a long walk, and though I watched their boarding-house until the fiery 
cloud shone out above, sharing and mingling in an unusually splendid 
sunset, I missed them, 'fhen I discovered them dining at a separate table in 
the bow window, with red-shaded candles between them, peering out ever 
and again at this splendour that was neither night nor day. 'The girl in her 
pink evening dress looked very light and pretty to me—pretty enough to 
enrage me—she had well-shaped arms and white, well-modelled shoulders, 
and the turn of her cheek and the fair hair about her ears was full of subtle 
delights; but she was not Nettie, and the happy man with her was that 
degenerate type our old aristocracy produced with such odd frequency, 
chinless, large bony nose, small fair head, languid expression, and a neck 
that had demanded and received a veritable sleeve of collar. I stood outside 
in the meteor’s livid light, hating them and cursing them for having delayed 
me so long. I stood until it was evident they remarked me, a black shape of 
envy silhouetted against the glare. 

That finished Shaphambury. The question I now had to debate was 
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which of the remaining couple I had to pursue. 

I walked back to the parade trying to reason my next step out, and 
muttering to myself, because there was something in that luminous 
wonderfulness that touched one’s brain and made one feel a little light¬ 
headed. 

One couple had gone to London; the other had gone to the bungalow 
village at Bone CM'. Where, I wondered, was Bone Cliil? 

I came upon my wooden-legged man at the top of his steps. 

‘Hullo,’ said I. 

He pointed seaward with his pipe, his silver ring shone in the sky light. 

‘Rum,’ he said. 

‘What is?’ I asked. 

‘Searchlights! Smoke! Ships going north! If it wasn’t for this blasted 
Milky Way gone green up there, we might see.’ 

He was tot) intent to heed my questions for a time. 'Then he vouchsafed 
over his shoulder— 

‘Know’ Bungalow village?—rather. Artis’ and such. Nice goings on! 
Mixed bathing—something scandalous. Yes.' 

‘But where is it?’ I said, suddenly exasperated. 

‘'I'here!’ he said. ‘What’s that flicker? A gunllash—t)r I'm a lost soul!’ 

‘You'd hear,’ 1 said, "Kmg before it was near enough to see a flash.’ 

He didn’t answer. Only by making it clear I would distract him until he 
told me what I w'anted to know’ could 1 get him lo turn from his absorbed 
contemplation of that phantom dance between the sea rim and the shine. 
Indeed I gripped his arm and shook him. 'Then he turned upon me cursing. 

‘Seven miles,’ he said, ‘along this road. And now go to 'ell with yer!’ 

I answ ered w ith some foul insult by way of thanks, and so w e parted; and 
I set off tow ards the bungalow village. 

1 found a policeman, standing star-gazing, a little way beyond the end of 
the parade, and verified the wooden-legged man's directions. 

‘It's a lonely road, you know,’ he called after me. . . . 

I had an odd intuition that now at last I was on the right track. 1 left ihe 
dark masses of Shaphambury behind me, and pushed out into ihe dim 
pallor of that night with the quiet assurance of a traveller who nears his end. 

'I'he incidents of that long tramp 1 do not recall in any orderly succession, 
the one progressive thing is my memory of a grow ing fatigue. 'I’he sea was 
for the most part smooth and shining like a mirror, a great expanse of 
reflecting silver barred by slow' broad undulations, but at one lime a little 
breeze breathed like a faint sigh and ruffled their long bodies into faint scaly 
ripples that never completely died out again. 'I’he way was sometimes 
sandy, thick with silvery colourless sand, and sometimes chalky and lumpy, 
w’ith lumps that had shining facets; a black scrub was scattered, sometimes 
in thickets, sometimes in single bunches, among the somnolent hummocks 
i)f sand. At one place came grass, and ghostly great sheep looming up among 
the grey. After a time black pinew’oods intervened, and made sustained 
darknesses along the road, woods that frayed out at the edges to weirdly 
warped and stunted trees. Then isolated pine witches w’ould appear, and 
make their rigid gestures at me as I passed. Grotesquely incongruous 
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amidst these forms, I presently came on estate boards, appealing, ‘Houses 
can be built to suit purchaser,’ to the silence, to the shadows, and the glare. 

Once I remember the persistent barking of a dog from somewhere inland 
of me, and several times I took out and examined my revolver very 
carefully. I must, of course, have been full of my intention when I did that, I 
must have been thinking of Nettie and revenge, but 1 cannot now recall 
these emotions at all. Only I see again very distinctly the greenish gleams 
that ran over lock and barrel as I turned the weapon in my hand. 

Then there was the sky, the wonderful, luminous, starless, moonless sky, 
and the empty blue deeps of the edge of it, between the meteor and the sea. 
And once—strange phantoms!—I saw far out upon the shine, and very 
small and distant, three long black warships, without masts, or sails, or 
smoke, or any lights, dark, deadly, furtive things, travelling very swiftly and 
keeping an equal distance. And when I looked again they were very small, 
and then the shine had swallowed them up. 

Then once a Hash and w hat I thought was a gun, until I loi>ked up and saw 
a fading trail of greenish light still hanging in the sky. And after that there 
was a shiver and whispering in the air, a stronger throbbing in one’s 
arteries, a sense of refreshment, a renewal of purpose. . . . 

Somewhere upon my way the road forked, but 1 do not remember 
whether that was near Shaphambury or near the end of my walk. The 
hesitation between two rutted unmade roads alone remains clear in my 
mind. 

At last 1 grew weary. I came to piled heaps of decaying seaweed and cart 
tracks running this way and that, and then I had missed the road and was 
stumbling among sand hummocks quite close to the sea. I came out on the 
edge of the dimly glittering sandy beach, and something phosphorescent 
drew’ me to the water’s edge. I bent down and peered at the little luminous 
specks that floated in the ripples. 

Presently w'ith a sigh I stood erect, and contemplated the lonely peace of 
that last wonderful night. 'Phe meteor had now trailed its shining nets 
across the w'hole space of the sky and w’as beginning to set; in the east the 
blue was coming to its own again; the sea was an intense edge of blackness, 
and now’, escaped from that great shine, and faint and still tremulously 
valiant, one weak elusive star could just be seen, hovering on the verge of the 
invisible. 

How beautiful it was! how still and beautiful! Peace! peace!—the peace 
that passeth understanding, robed in light descending!. .. 

My heart swelled, and suddenly I was weeping. 

'Phere was something new and strange in my blood. It came to me that 
indeed I did not want to kill. 

I did not want to kill. I did not want to be the servant of my passions any 
more. A great desire had come to me to escape from life, from the daylight 
which is heat and conflict and desire, into that cool night of eternity—and 
rest. I had played—I had done. 

I stood upon the edge of the great ocean, and I was filled with an 
inarticulate spirit of prayer, and I desired greatly—peace from myself. 

And presently, there in the cast, would come again the red discolouring 
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curtain over these mysteries, the finite world again, the grey and growing 
harsh certainties of dawn. My resolve I knew would take up with me again. 
This was a rest for me, an interlude; but tomorrow 1 should be William 
Leadford once more, ill-nourished, ill-dressed, ill-equipped and clumsy, a 
thief and shamed, a wound upon the face of life, a source of trouble and 
sorrow even to the mother I loved; no hope in life left for me now but 
revenge before my death. 

Why this paltry thing, revenge? It entered into my thoughts that I might 
end the matter now and let these others go. 

To wade out into the sea, into this warm lapping that mingled the natures 
of water and light, to stand there breast-high, to thrust my revolver barrel 
into my mouth-? 

Why not? 

I swung about with an effort. I walked slowly up the beach thinking. . .. 

I turned and looked back at the sea. No! Something within me said, ‘No!’ 

I must think. 

It was troublesome to go further because the hummocks and the tangled 
bushes began. I sat down amidst a black cluster of shrubs, and rested, chin 
on hand. I drew my revolver from my pocket and looked at it, and held it in 
my hand. Life? Or Death.. . . 

I seemed to be probing the very deeps of being, but indeed imperceptibly 
I fell asleep, and sat dreaming. 



'I'wo people were bathing in the sea. 

I had awakened. It was still that white and wonderful night, and the blue 
band of clear sky was no wider than before. These people must have come 
into sight as I fell asleep, and awakened me almost at once. They waded 
breast-deep in the water, emerging, coming shoreward, a woman, with her 
hair coiled about her head, and in pursuit of her a man, graceful figures of 
black and silver with a bright green surge flowing off from them, a pattering 
of flashing wavelets about them. He smote the water and splashed it towards 
her, she retaliated, and then they were knee-deep, and then for an instant 
their feet broke the long silver margin of the sea. 

Each wore a tightly fitting bathing dress that hid nothing of the shining, 
dripping beauty of their youthful forms. 

She glanced over her shoulder and found him nearer than she thought, 
started, gesticulated, gave a little cry that pierced me to the heart, and fled 
up the beach obliquely towards me, running like the wind, and passed me, 
vanished amidst the black distorted bushes, and was gone—she and her 
pursuer, in a moment, over the ridge of sand. 

I heard him shout between exhaustion and laughter.... 

And suddenly I was a thing of bestial fury, standing with hands held up 
and clenched, rigid in gesture of impotent threatening, against the sky... . 

Vor this striving, swift thing of light and beauty was Nettie—and this was 
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the man for whom I had been betrayed! 

And, it blazed upon me, I might have died there by the sheer ebbing of 
my will—unavenged! 

In another moment I was running and stumbling, revolver in hand, in 
quite unsuspeeted pursuit of them, through the soft and noiseless sand. 
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I came up over the little ridge and discovered the bungalow village I had 
been seeking, nestling in a crescent lap of dunes. A door slammed, and two 
runners had vanished, and I halted staring. 

There was a group of three bungalows nearer to me than the others. Into 
one of those three they had gone, and I was too late to see which. All had 
doors and windows carelessly open, and none showed a light. 

This place, upon which I had at last happened, was a fruit of the reaction 
of artistic-minded and carelessly living people against the costly and 
uncomfortable social stiflfness of the more formal seaside resorts of that 
time. It was, you must understand, the custom of the steam-railway 
companies to sell their carriages after they had been obsolete for a sufficient 
length of years, and some genius had hit upon the possibility of turning 
these into habitable cabins for the summer holiday. The thing had become a 
fashion with a certain Bohemian-spirited class; they added cabin to cabin, 
and these little improvised homes, gaily painted and with broad verandas 
and supplementary lean-tos added to their accommodation, made the 
brightest contrast conceivable to the dull rigidities of the decorous resorts. 
Of course there were many discomforts in such camping that had to be faced 
cheerfully, and so this broad sandy beach was sacred to high spirits and the 
young. Art muslin and banjoes, (Chinese lanterns and frying, are leading 
‘notes,’ I find, in the impression of those who once knew such places well. 
But so far as I was concerned this odd settlement of pleasure-squatters was a 
mystery as well as a surprise, enhanced rather than mitigated by an 
imaginative suggestion or so I had received from the wooden-legged man at 
Shaphambury. I saw the thing as no gathering of light hearts and gay 
idleness, but grimly—after the manner of poor men poisoned by the 
suppression of all their cravings after joy. To the poor man, to the grimy 
workers, beauty and cleanness were absolutely denied; out of a life of greasy 
dirt, of muddied desires, they watched their happier fellows with a bitter 
envy and foul, tormenting suspicions. Fancy a world in which the common 
people held love to be a sort of beastliness, own sister to being drunk! ... 

There was in the old time always something cruel at the bottom of this 
business of sexual love. At least that is the impression I have brought with 
me across the gulf of the great Change. 'I'o succeed in love seemed such 
triumph as no other success could give, but to fail was as if one was 
tainted.... 

I felt no sense of singularity that this thread of savagery should run 
through these emotions of mine and become now the whole strand of these 
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emotions. I believed, and I think I was right in believing, that the love of all 
true lovers was a sort of defiance then, that they closed a system in each 
other's arms and mocked the world without. You loved against the world, 
and these two loved at me. 'i'hcy had their business with one another, under 
the threat of a watchful fierceness. A sword, a sharp sword, the keenest edge 
in life, lay among their roses. 

Whatever may be true of this for others, for me and my imagination, at 
any rate, it was altogether true. I was never for dalliance, I was never a 
jesting lover. I wanted fiercely; I made love impatiently. Perhaps I had 
written irrelevant love-letters for that very reason; because with this stark 
theme I could not play. . .. 

'The thought of Nettie’s shining form, of her shrinking bold abandon to 
her easy conqueror, gave me now a body of rage that was nearly too strong 
for my heart and nerves and the tense powers of my merely physical being. I 
came down among the pale sandheaps slowly towards that queer village of 
careless sensuality, and m)w within my puny body I was coldly sharpset for 
pain and death, a darkly gleaming hate, a sword of evil, drawn. 
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I halted, and sUH)d planning what 1 had to do. 

Should I go to bungalow after bungalow until one of the two I sought 
answered to my rap? Hut suppose some servant intervened! 

Should I wait where I was—perhaps until morning—watching? And 
meanwhile- 

All the nearer bungalows were very still now. If I walked softly to them, 
from open windows, from something seen or overheard, I might get a clue 
to guide me. Should 1 advance circuitously, creeping upon them, or should 
I walk straight to the door? It was bright enough for her to recognise me 
clearly at a distance of many paces, 

'I’he dilficuliy to my mind lay in this, that if I involved other people by 
questions, 1 might at last confront my betrayers with these others close 
about me, ready to snatch my weapon and seize my hands. Besides, what 
names might they bear here? 

‘Hoorn!’ the sound crept upon my senses, and then again it came. 

I turned impatiently as one turns upon an impertinence, and beheld a 
great in)nclad not four miles out, steaming fast across the dappled silver, 
and from its funnels sparks, intensely red, poured out into the night. As 1 
turned, came the hot flash of its guns, tiring seaward, and answering this, 
red flashes and a streaming smoke in the line between sea and sky. So 1 
remembered it, and 1 remember myself staring at it—in a state of stupid 
arrest. It was an irrelevance. What had these things to do with me? 

With a shuddering hiss, a rocket from a headland beyond the village 
leaped up and burst hot gold against the glare, and the sound of the third 
and fourth guns reached me. 

The windows of the dark bungalows, one after another, leaped out. 
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squares of ruddy brightness that ilared and flickered and became steadily 
bright. Dark heads appeared looking seaward, a door opened, and sent out a 
brief lane of yellow to mingle and be lost in the comet’s brightness. I’hat 
brought me back to the business in hand. 

‘Boom! boom!’ and when I looked again at the great ironclad, a little 
torchlike spurt of flame wavered behind her funnels. I could hear the throb 
and clangour of her straining engines.... 

I became aware of the voices of people calling to one another in the 
village. A white-robed, hooded figure, some man in a bathing wrap, 
absurdly suggestive of an Arab in his burnous, came out from one of the 
nearer bungalows, and stood clear and still and shadowless in the glare. 

I le put his hands to shade his seaward eyes, and shouted to people within. 

The people within—people! My fingers tightened on my revolver. 
What was this war nonsense to me? I would go round among the hummocks 
with the idea of approaching the three bungalows inconspicuously from the 
flank. 'This fight at sea might serve my purpose—except for that, it had no 
interest for me at all. Boom! boom! I'he huge voluminous concussions 
rushed past me, beat at my heart and passed. In a moment Nettie would 
come out to see. 

First one and then two other wrappered figures came i>ut of the 
bungalows to join the first. His arm pointed seaward, and his voice, a full 
tenor, rose in explanation. I could hear some of the words. ‘It’s a Cierman!' 
he said. ‘She’s caught.’ 

Someone disputed that, and there followed a litlle indistinct babble of 
argument. I went on slowly in the circuit I had marked out, watching these 
people as I went. 

'I'hcy shouted together with such a common intensity of direction that I 
halted and looked seaward. I saw the tall fountain flung by a shot that had 
just missed the great warship. A second rose still nearer us, a third and a 
fourth, and then a great uprush of dust, a whirling cloud, leaped out of the 
headland whence the rocket had come, and spread with slow deliberation 
right and left. Hard on that an enormous crash, and the man with the full 
voice leaped and cried, ‘Hit!’ 

Let me see! Of course, I had to go round beyond the bungalows, and then 
come up towards the group from behind. 

A high-pitched woman’s voice called, ‘Honeymooners! honeymooners! 
Come out and see!’ 

Something gleamed in the shadow of the nearer bungakw, and a man’s 
voice answered from within. What he said I did not catch, but suddenly I 
heard Nettie calling very distinctly, ‘We’ve been bathing.’ 

I’he man who had first come out shouted, ‘Don’t you hear the guns? 
They’re fighting—not five miles from shore.’ 

‘Eh?’ answered the bungalow, and a window opened. 

‘Out there!’ 

I did not hear the reply, because of the faint rustle of my own movements. 
Clearly these people were all too much occupied by the battle to look in my 
direction, and so I walked now straight towards the darkness that held 
Nettie and the black desire of my heart. 
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"Look!' cried someone, and pointed skyward. 

1 glanced up, and behold! 'The sky was streaked with bright green trails. 
'They radiated from a point halfway between the western horizon and the 
zenith, and within the shining clouds of the meteor a streaming movement 
had begun, so that it seemed to be pouring both westwardly and back 
towards the east, with a crackling sound, as though the whole heaven was 
stippled over with phantom pistol-shots. It seemed to me then as if the 
meteor was coming to help me, descending with those thousand pistols like 
a curtain to fend olf this unmeaning foolishness of the sea. 

"Hoorn!' went a gun on the big ironclad, and "boom!' and the guns of the 
pursuing cruisers Hashed in reply. 

'To glance up at that streaky, stirring light scum of the sky made one's 
head swim. I stood for a moment dazed, and more than a little giddy. I had a 
curious instant of purely speculative thought. Suppose, after all, the 
fanatics were right, and the world ivas Ci^ming to an end! What a score that 
wcnild be fi^r Farload! 

'Then it came into my head that all these things were happening to 
consecrate my revenge! 'The war below, the heavens above, were the 
thunderous garment of my deed. I heard Nettie's voice cry out not lifty 
yards away, and my passiiMi surged again. I was to return to her amid these 
terrors bearing unanticipated death. I was to possess her, with a bullet, 
amidst thunderings and fear. At the thought 1 lifted up my voice to a shout 
that went unheard, and advanced now recklessly, revolver displayed in my 
hand. 

It was fifty yards, forty yards, thirty yards—the little group of people, still 
heedless ol'me, was larger and more important now, the green-shot sky and 
the lighting ships remoter. Stancone darted out from the bungalow, with an 
interrupted question, and stopped, suddenly aware of me. It was Nettie, 
with some ci^quettish dark wrap abtHit her, and the green glare shining on 
her sweet face and white throat. 1 could see her expression, stricken with 
dismay and terror at my advance, as though something had seized her by the 
heart and held her still—a target for my shots. 

"Hoorn!' came the ironclad's gunshot like a command. "Hang!' the bullet 
leaped from my hand. Do you kiiiuv, I did not want to shinn her then. 
Indeed I did not want io shoot her then! Hang! and I had fired again, still 
striding on, and—each time it seemed I had missed. 

She moved a step or so towards me, still staring, and then someone 
intervened, and near beside her I saw young \'errall. 

A heavy stranger, the man in the hooded bathgown, a fat, foreign-looking 
man, came out of iunvhere like a shield before them. He seemed a 
preposterous interruptiim. llis face was full of astonishment and terror. He 
rushed across my path with arms extended and open hands, as one might try 
to stop a runaway horse. He shouted some nonsense. He seemed to want to 
dissuade me, as though dissuasion had anything to do with it now. 

"Not you, you fool!' I said hoarsely. "Not you!' Hut he hid Nettie 
nevertheless. 

Hy an enormous effort 1 resisted a mechanical impulse to shoot through 
his fat body. Anyhow, 1 knew I mustn't shoot him. For a moment 1 was in 
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doubt, then I became very active, turned aside abruptly and dodged his 
pawing arm to the left, and so found two others irresolutely in my way. I 
lired a third shot in the air, just over their heads, and ran at them. They 
hastened left and right; I pulled up and faced about within a yard of a foxy- 
faced young man coming sideways, who seemed about to grapple me. At my 
resolute halt he fell back a pace, ducked, and threw up a defensive arm, and 
then I perceived the course was clear, and ahead of me, young Verrall and 
Nettie—he was holding her arm to help her—running away. ‘Of course!' 
said 1. 

I fired a fourth ineffectual shot, and then in an access of fury at my misses, 
started out to run them down and shoot them barrel to backbone. ‘ These 
people!' I said, dismissing all these interferences. ... ‘A yard,' I panted, 
speaking aloud to myself, ‘a yard! 'I'ill then, take care, you mustn't— 
mustn't shoot again.' 

Someone pursued me, perhaps several people—1 do not know, we left 
them all behind... . 

We ran. For a space I was altogether intent upon the swift monotony of 
flight and pursuit. 'The sands were changed to a whirl of green moonshine, 
the air was thunder. A luminous green haze rolled about us. What did such 
things matter? We ran. Did I gain or lose? that was the question. 'They ran 
through a gap in a broken fence that sprang up abruptly out of nothingness, 
and turned to the right. I noted we were on a road. Hut this green mist! One 
seemed to plough through it. They w'ere fading into it, and at that thought I 
made a spurt that won a dozen feet or more. 

She staggered. He gripped her arm, and dragged her forward. They 
doubled to the left. We were off the road again and on turf. It felt like turf. I 
tripped and fell at a ditch that was somehow full of smoke, and was up again, 
but now' they w^ere phantoms half gone into the livid swirls about me. . . . 

Still I ran. 

On, on! I groaned with the violence of my effort. 1 staggered again and 
swore. I felt the concussions of great guns tear past me through the murk. 

'They were gone! Everything was going, but I kept on running. Once 
more I stumbled. 'There w'as something about my feet that impeded me, tall 
grass or heather, but I could not see what it was, only this smoke that eddied 
about my knees. "There was a noise and spinning in my brain, a vain 
resistance to a dark green curtain that was falling, falling, falling, fold upon 
fold. Everything grew darker and darker. 

I made one last frantic effort, and raised my revolver, fired my 
penultimate shot at a venture, and fell headlong to the ground. And behold! 
the green curtain was a black one, and the earth and I and all things ceased 
to be. 




BOOK TWO 

THE GREEN VAPOURS 





THE CHANGE 
I 

I seemed to awaken out of a refreshing sleep. 

I did not awaken with a start, but opened my eyes, and lay very 
comfortably looking at a line of extraordinarily scarlet poppies that glowed 
against a glowing sky. It was the sky of a magnificent sunrise, and an 
archipelago of gold-beached purple islands floated in a sea of golden green. 
'Fhe poppies too, swan-necked buds, blazing corollas, translucent stout 
seed-vessels, stoutly upheld, had a luminous quality, seemed wrought only 
from some more solid kind of light. 

I stared unwonderingly at these things for a time, and then there rose 
upon my consciousness, intermingling with these, the bristling golden 
green heads of growing barley. 

A remote faint question, where I might be, drifted and vanished again in 
my mind. Everything was very still. 

Everything was as still as death. 

I felt very light, full of the sense of physical well-being. I perceived I was 
lying on my side in a little trampled space in a weedy, flowering barley field, 
that was in some inexplicable way saturated with light and beauty. I sat up, 
and remained for a long time filled with the delight and charm of the delicate 
little convolvulus that twined among the barley stems, the pimpernel that 
laced the ground below. 

'Then the question returned. What w^as this place? How had I come to be 
sleeping here? 

I could not remember. 

It perplexed me that somehow my body felt strange to me. It was 
unfamiliar—I could not tell how—^and the barley, and the beautiful weeds, 
and the slowly developing glory of the dawn behind; all those things partook 
of the same unfamiliarily. I felt as though I was a thing in some very 
luminous painted window, as though this dawn broke through me. I felt I 
was part of some exquisite picture painted in light and joy. 

A faint breeze bent and rustled the barley-heads and jogged my mind 
forward. 

Who was I? That was a good way of beginning. 

I held up my left hand and arm before me, a grubby hand, a f rayed cuff; 
but with a quality of painted unreality, transfigured as a beggar might have 
been by Botticelli. I looked for a time steadfastly at a beautiful pearl sleeve- 
link. 

I remembered Willie Leadford, who had owned that arm and hand, as 
though he had been someone else. 

Of course! My history—its rough outline rather than the immediate 
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past—began to shape itself in my memory, very small, very bright and 
inaccessible, like a thing watched through a microscope. Clayton and 
Swathinglea returned to my mind; the slums and darkness, Diireresque, 
minute and in their rich dark colours pleasing, and through them I went 
towards my destiny. I sat hands on knees recalling that queer passionate 
career that had ended with my futile shot into the growing darkness of the 
Hnd. 'I'he thought of that shot awoke my emotions again. 

'rhere was something in it now, something absurd, that made me smile 
pityingly. 

Poor little angry, miserable creature! Poor little angry, miserable world! 

I sighed for pity, not only pity for myself, but for all the hot hearts, the 
tormented brains, the straining, striving things of hope and pain, who had 
found their peace at last beneath the pouring mist and sufi'oeation of the 
comet. Because certainly that world was over and d(Mie. 'Phey were all so 
weak and unhappy, and I was now so strong and so serene. h\>r I felt sure I 
was dead; no one living could have this perfect assurance of good, this 
strong and confident peace. 1 had made an end of the fever called living. I 
was dead, and it was all right, and these-? 

I felt an inconsistency. 

'Phese, then, must be the barley fields of God!—the still and silent barley 
fields of God, full of unfading pi>ppy flowers whose seeds bear peace. 


2 


It was queer to find barley fields in heaven, but no doubt there were many 
surprises in store for me. 

How still everything was! Peace! 'Phe peace that passeth understanding. 
After all it had come to me! But, indeed, everything was very still! No bird 
sang. Surely I was alone in the world! No birds sang. Yes, and all the distant 
sounds of life had ceased, the lowing of cattle, the barking of dogs. . . . 

Something that was like fear beautified came into my heart. It was all 
right, I knew; but to be alone! I stood up and met the hot summons of the 
rising sun, hurrying towards me, as it were, with glad tidings, over the 
spikes of the barley. . . . 

Blinded, 1 made a step. My foot struck something hard, and I looked 
down to discover my revolver, a blue-black thing, like a dead snake at my 
feet. 

For a moment that puzzled me. 

I'hen 1 clean forgot about it. 'Phe wonder of the quiet took possession of 
my soul. Dawn, and no birds singing! 

How beautiful was the world! How beautiful, but how still! I walked 
slowly through the barley towards a line of elder bushes, wayfaring tree and 
bramble that made the hedge of the field. I noted as I passed along a dead 
shrew mouse, as it seemed to me, among the halms; then a still toad. I was 
surprised that this did not leap aside from my footfalls, and I stooped and 
picked it up. Its body was limp like life, but it made no struggle, the 
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brightness of its eye was veiled, it did not move in my hand. 

It seems to me now that I stood holding that lifeless little creature for 
some time. 'Then very softly I stooped down and replaced it. 1 was 
trembling—trembling with a nameless emotion. I looked with quickened 
eyes closely among the barley stems, and behold, now everywhere I saw 
beetles, flies, and little creatures that did not move, lying as they fell when 
the vapours overcame them; they seemed no more than painted things. 
Some were novel creatures to me. 1 was very unfamiliar with natural things. 
‘My Cjod!' I cried; ‘but is it only I-?’ 

And then at my next movement something squealed sharply. I turned 
about, but I could not sec it, only I saw a little stir in a rut and heard the 
diminishing rustle of the unseen creature's flight. And at that I turned to my 
toad again; and its eye moved and it stirred. And presently, with infirm and 
hesitating gestures, it stretched its limbs and began to crawl away from me. 

Hut wonder, that gentle sister of fear, had me now. 1 saw a little way ahead 
a brown and crimson butterlly perched upon a cornllower. 1 thought at lirsi 
it was the bree/e that stirred it, and then 1 saw' its wings were quivering. 
And even as I watched it, it started into life, and spread itself, and liulicred 
\n\o the air. 

1 watched it lly, a turn this way, a turn that, until suddenly it seemed to 
vanish. And now, life was returning to this thing and that on every side of 
me, with sUnv stretchings and bendings, with twitterings, with a little start 
and stir. . . . 

1 came slowly, stepping very carefully because of these drugged, feebly 
awakening things, through the barley to the hedge. It was a very glorious 
hedge, so that it held my eyes. It flowed along and interlaced like splendid 
music. It was rich with lupin, honeysuckle, campions, and ragged-robin; 
bed straw, hops, and wild clematis twined and hung among its branches, 
and all along its ditch border the starry stitchworl lifted its childish faces, 
and chorused in lines and masses. Never had I seen such a symphony of 
note-like flowers and tendrils and leaves. And suddenly in its depths, I 
heard a chirrup and the whir of startled wings. 

Nothing was dead, but everything had changed to beauty! And I sloi)d for 
a time with clean and happy eyes looking at the intricate delicacy before me 
and marvelling how richly Ood has made his worlds. . . . 

‘ Tweedle-'Twee/le,' a lark had shot the stillness with his shining thread of 
song; one lark, and then presently another, invisibly in the air, making out 
of that blue quiet a woven cloth of gold. . . . 

The earth recreated—only by the reiteration of such phrases may I hope 
to give the intense freshness of that dawn, b’or a time I was altogether taken 
up with the beautiful details of being, as regardless of my old life of jealous 
passion and impatient sorrow as though I w’as Adam new made. I could tell 
you now' with infinite particularity of the shut flowers that opened as I 
looked, of tendrils and grass blades, of a blue-tit 1 picked up very tenderly— 
never before had I remarked the great delicacy of feathers—that presently 
disclosed its bright black eye and judged me, and perched, swaying 
fearlessly, upon my finger, and spread unhurried wings and flew' aw'ay, and 
of a great ebullition of tadpoles in the ditch; like all the things that lived 
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beneath the water they had passed unaltered through the Change. Amid 
such incidents, I lived those first great moments, losing for a time in the 
wonder of each little part the mighty wonder of the whole. 

A path ran betw’een hedge and barley, and along this, leisurely and 
content and glad, looking at this beautiful thing and that, moving a step and 
stopping, then moving on again, I came presently to a stile and deep below 
it, and overgrown, w^as a lane. 

And on the worn oak of the stile was a round label, and on the label these 
words, ‘Swindells’ Ci 90 Pills.’ 

I sat myself astraddle on the stile, not fully grasping all the implications of 
these words. But they perplexed me even more than the revolver and my 
dirty cuff. 

About me now the birds lifted up their little hearts and sang, ever more 
birds and more. 

I read the label over and over again, and joined it to the fact that I still 
w'ore my former clothes, and that my revolver had been lying at my feet. 
One conclusion stared out at me. This was no new planet, no glorious 
hereafter such as I had supposed. 'I'his beautiful wonderland was the world, 
the same old world of my rage and death! Hut at least it was like meeting a 
familiar house-slut, washed and dignified, dressed in a queen’s robes, 
worshipful and fine. . . . 

It might be the old world indeed, but something new lay upon all things, a 
glowing certitude of health and happiness. It might be the old world, but 
the dust and fury of the old life was certainly done. At least I had no doubt 
of that. 

I recalled the last phases of my former life, that darkling climax of pursuit 
and anger and universal darkness and the whirling green vapiuirs of 
extinction. The comet had struck the earth and made an end to all things; of 
that too I was assured. 

But afterwards? .. . 

And now? 

The imaginations of my boyhood came back as speculative possibilities. 
In those days I had believed firmly in the necessary advent of a last day, a 
great coming out of the sky, trumpetings and fear, the Resurrection, and the 
Judgment. My roving fancy now suggested to me that this Judgment must 
have come and passed. That it had passed and in some manner missed me. 1 
was left alone here, in a sw'ept and garnished world (except, of course, for 
this label of Swindells’) to begin again perhaps.. . . 

No doubt Swindells had got his deserts. 

My mind ran for a time on Swindells, on the imbecile pushfulness of that 
extinct creature, dealing in rubbish, covering the countryside with lies in 
order to get—what had he sought?—a silly, ugly, great house, a temper- 
destroying motor-car, a number of disrespectful, abject servants; thwarted 
intrigues for a party-fund baronetcy as the crest of his life, perhaps. You 
cannot imagine the littleness of those former times; their naive, queer 
absurdities! And for the first time in my existence I thought of these things 
without bitterness. In the former days I had seen wickedness, I had seen 
tragedy, but now I saw only the extraordinary foolishness of the old life. 
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'The ludicrous side of human wealth and importance turned itself upon me, 
a shining novelty, poured down upon me like the sunrise, and engulfed me 
in laughter. Swindells! Swindells, damned! My vision of Judgment became 
a delightful burlesque. I saw the chuckling Angel sayer with his face veiled, 
and the corporeal presence of Swindells upheld amidst the laughter of the 
spheres. ‘Here's a thing, and a very pretty thing, and what's to be done with 
this very pretty thing?' I saw a soul being drawn from a rotund, substantial- 
looking body like a whelk from its shell. . . . 

I laughed loudly and long. And behold! even as I laughed the keen point 
of things accomplished stabbed my mirth, and I was weeping, weeping 
aloud, convulsed with weeping, and the tears were pouring down my face. 



Everywhere the awakening came with the sunrise. W'e awakened to the 
gladness ol the morning; we walked dazzled in a light that was joy. 
Everywhere that was so. It was always morning. It was morning because, 
until the direct rays of the sun ti>uched it, the changing nitrogen of our 
atnu)sphere did not pass into its permanent phase, and the sleepers lay as 
they had lallen. In its intermediate state the air hung inert, incapable of 
producing either revival or stupefacti(»n, no longer green, but not yet 
changed to the gas that now lives in us. .. . 

'To everyone, I think, came some parallel to the mental states 1 have 
already sought to describe—a wonder, an impression of joyful novelty. 
'There was alsti very commonly a certain confusion of the intelligence, a 
dilliculty in self-recognition. I remember clearly as 1 sal on my stile that 
presently I had the clearest doubts of my own identity and fell into the 
oddest metaphysical questionings. ‘If this be I,' I said, ‘then how is it 1 am 
no longer madly seeking Nettie? Nettie is now the remotest thing—and all 
my wrongs. Why have 1 suddenly passed out of all that passion? Why does 
not the thought of Verrall quicken my pulses? . . 

1 was only iMie of many millions who that mi>rning had the same doubts. 1 
suppose one knows one's self for one's self when one returns from sleep or 
insensibility by the familiarity of one's bodily sensations, and that morning 
all our most intimate bodily sensations were changed. 'The intimate 
chemical processes of life were changed, its nervous melaboly. For the 
fluctuating, uncertain, passiiin-darkened thought and feeling of the old time 
came steady, full-bodied, wholesome processes. 'Touch was different, sight 
was different, sound and all the senses were subtler; had it not been that our 
thought was steadier and fuller, I believe great multitudes of men would 
have gone mad. Hut, as it was, we understood. 'I'he dominant impression I 
would convey in this account of the ('hange is one of enormous release, of a 
vast substantial exaltation. 'There was an effect, as it were, of light¬ 
headedness that was also clear-headedness, and the alteration in one's 
bodily sensations, instead of producing the mental obfuscation, the loss oi' 
identity that was a commem mental trouble under former conditions, gave 
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simply a new detachment from the tumid passions and entanglements of the 
personal life. 

In this story of my bitter, restricted youth that I have been telling you, I 
have sought constantly to convey the narrowness, the intensity, the 
confusion, muddle, and dusty heat of the old world. It was quite clear to me, 
within an hour of my awakening, that all that was, in some mysterious way, 
over and done. That, too, was the common experience. Men stood up; they 
took the new air into their lungs—a deep long breath, and the past fell from 
them; they could forgive, they could disregard, they could attempt... . And 
it was no new' thing, no miracle that sets aside the former order of the world. 
It was a change in material conditions, a change in the atmosphere, that at 
one bound had released them. Some of them it had released to death. . . . 
Indeed, man himself had changed not at all. We knew before the C^hange, 
the meanest knew*, by glow ing moment in ourselves and others, by histories 
and music and beautiful things, by heroic instances and splendid stories, 
how’ fine mankind could be, how tine almost any human being could upon 
occasion be; but the poison in the air, its poverty in all the nobler elements 
which made such moments rare and remarkable—all that has changed. 'The 
air W'as changed, and the Spirit of Man that had drowsed and slumbered and 
dreamt dull and evil things, awakened, and stood with wimdcr-clean eyes, 
refreshed, looking again on life. 



'I'he miracle of the awakening came to me in solitude, the laughter, and then 
the tears. Only after some time did I come upon another man. Until 1 heard 
his voice calling I did not seem to feci there were any other people in the 
world. All that seemed past, with all the stresses that were past. I had come 
out of the individual pit in w'hich my shy egotism had lurked, I had 
overllow'ed to all humanity, I had seemed U) be all humanity; I had laughed 
at Sw'indclls as I could have laughed at myself, and this shout that came to 
me seemed like the coming of an unexpected thought in my own mind. Hut 
when it was repeated I answered. 

‘I am hurt,’ said the voice, and I descended into the lane fortlnvith, and so 
came upon Melmount sitting near the ditch with his back to me. 

Some of the incidental sensory impressions of that morning bit so deeply 
into my mind that I verily believe, when at last I face the greater mysteries 
that lie beyond this life, when the things of this life fade from me as the mists 
of the morning fade before the sun, these irrelevant petty details will be the 
last to leave me, will be the last wisps visible of that attenuating veil. I 
believe, for instance, I could match the fur upon the collar of his great 
motoring coat now, could paint the dull red tinge of his big cheek with his 
fair eyelashes just catching the light and showing beyond. His hat was off, 
his dome-shaped head, with its smooth hair between red and extreme 
fairness, was bent forward in scrutiny of his twisted foot. His back seemed 
enormous. And there was something about the mere massive sight of him 
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that filled me with liking. 

‘What’s wrong?’ said I. 

‘I say,’ he said, in his full deliberate tones, straining round to see me and 
showing a profile, a well-modelled nose, a sensitive, clumsy, big lip, known 
to every caricaturist in the world, ‘I’m in a fix. I fell and wrenched my ankle. 
Where are you?’ 

I walked round him and stood looking at his face. I perceived he had his 
gaiter and sock and boot off, the motor gauntlets had been cast aside, and he 
was kneading the injured part in an exploratory manner with his thick 
thumbs. 

‘By Jove!’ I said, ‘you’re Mclmountl’ 

‘Melmountl’ he thought. ‘That’s my name,’ he said, without looking 
up. . . . ‘But it doesn’t affect my ankle.’ 

We remained silent for a few moments except for a grunt of pain from him. 

‘Do you know?’ I asked, ‘what has happened to things?’ 

I le seemed to complete his diagnosis. ‘It’s not broken,’ he said. 

‘Do you know,’ 1 repeated, ‘what has happened to everything?’ 

‘No,’ he said, looking up at me incuriously for the first time. 

‘'There’s some dift’erence-’ 

‘'J'here’s a difference.’ He smiled, a smile of unexpected pleasantness, and 
an interest was coming into his eyes. ‘I’ve been a little preoccupied with my 
own internal sensations. I remark an extraordinary brightness about things. 
Is that it?’ 1 

‘'That’s part of it. And a queer feeling, a clear-headedness-’ 

He surveyed me and meditated gravely. ‘1 woke up,’ he said, feeling his 
wav in his memory. 

‘And 1.’ 

‘I lost my way—1 forget quite how. 'There was a curious green fog.’ He 
stared at his foot, remembering. ‘Something to do with a comet. I was by a 
hedge in the darkness. 'I'ried to run.... 'Then I must have pitched into this 
lane. Look!’ He pointed with his head. ‘'There’s a wooden rail new broken 
there. I must have stumbled over that out of the field above.’ lie scrutinised 
this and concluded: ‘Yes. . . .’ 

‘It was dark,’ I said, ‘and a sort of green gas came out of nothing 
everywhere. 'That is the last I remember.’ 

‘And then you woke up? So did I. ... In a state of great bewilderment. 
Certainly there’s something odd in the air. I was—I was rushing along a 
road in a motor-car, very much excited and preoccupied. I got down—’ He 
held out a triumphant finger. ‘Ironclads! 

'‘Nmv I’ve got it! We’d strung our fleet from here to Texel. We’d got right 
across them, and the Idbe mined. We’d lost the Lord Warden. By Jove, yes. 
The I.ord Wardenl A battleship that cost two million pounds—and that fool 
Rigby said it didn’t matter! Hleven hundred men went down. ... I 
remember now. We were sweeping up the North Sea like a net, with the 
North Atlantic fleet waiting at the Faroes for ’em—and not one of ’em had 
three days’ coal! Now, was that a dream? No! I told a lot of people as 
much—a meeting was it?—to reassure them. They wxre warlike but 
extremely frightened. Queer people—paunchy and bald like gnomes, most 
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of them. Where? Of course! We had it all over—^a big dinner—oysters!— 
Colchester. I’d been there, just to show all this raid scare was nonsense. And 
I was coming back here.. . . But it doesn't seem as though that was—recent. 
I suppose it was. Yes, of course!—it was. I got out of my car at the bottom of 
the rise with the idea of walking along the cliff path, because everyone said 
one of their battleships was being chased along the shore. That’s clear! I 
heard their guns-’ 

He reflected. ‘Queer I should have forgotten! Did vu?/ hear any guns?’ 

I said I had heard them. 

‘Was it last night?’ 

‘Late last night. One or two in the morning.’ 

He leaned back on his hand and looked at me, smiling frankly, ‘liven 
now,’ he said, ‘it’s odd, but the whole of that seems like a silly dream. Do 
you think there was a Lord Warden. Do you really believe wc sank all that 
machinery—for fun? It was a dream. And yet—it happened.’ 

By all the standards of the former time it would have been remarkable 
that I talked quite easily and freely with so great a man. ‘Yes,’ I said; ‘that’s 
it. One feels one has awakened—from something more than that green gas. 
As though the other things also—weren’t quite real.’ 

He knitted his brows and felt the calf of his leg thoughtfully. ‘1 made a 
speech at Colchester,’ he said. 

I thought he was going to add something more about that, but there 
lingered a habit of reticence in the man that held him for the moment. ‘It is a 
very curious thing,’ he broke away; ‘that this pain should be, on the whole, 
more interesting than disagreeable.’ 

‘You are in pain?’ 

‘My ankle is! It’s either broken or badly sprained—1 think sprained; it’s 
very painful to move, but personally I’m not in pain. That sort of general 
sickness that comes with local injury—not a trace of it!. ..’ He mused and 
remarked, ‘I was speaking at Colchester, and saying things about the war. I 
begin to see it better. The reporters—scribble, scribble. Max Sutaine, 1 885 . 
Hubbub. Compliments about the oysters. Mm—mm. ... What was it? 
About the war? A war that must needs be long and bloody, taking toll from 
castle and cottage, taking toll!.. . Rhetorical gusto! Was I drunk last night?’ 

His eyebrows puckered. He had drawn up his right knee, his elbow rested 
thereon and his chin on his flst. The deep-set grey eyes beneath his thatch of 
eyebrow stared at unknown things. ‘My God!’ he murmured, ‘My God!’ 
with a note of disgust. He made a big brooding flgure in the sunlight, he had 
an effect of more than physical largeness; he made me feel that it became me 
to wait upon his thinking. I had never met a man of this sort before; I did 
not know such men existed... . 

It is a curious thing, that I cannot now recall any ideas whatever that I had 
before the Change about the personalities of statesmen, but I doubt if ever 
in those days I thought of them at all as tangible individual human beings, 
conceivably of some intellectual complexity. I believe that my impression 
was a straight-forward blend of caricature and newspaper leader. I certainly 
had no respect for them. And now without servility or any insincerity 
whatever, as if it were a first-fruit of the Change, I found myself in the 
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presence of a human being towards whom I perceived myself inferior and 
subordinate; before whom I stood without servility or any insincerity 
whatever, in an attitude of respect and attention. My inflamed, my rancid 
egotism—or was it after all only the chances of life?—had never once 
permitted that before the Change. 

He emerged from his thoughts, still with a faint perplexity in his manner. 
‘'That speech 1 made last night,’ he said, ‘was damned mischievous 

nonsense, you know. Nothing can alter that. Nothing_No! ... Little fat 

gnomes in evening dress—gobbling oysters. Gulp!’ 

It was a most natural part of the wonder of that morning that he should 
adopt this incredible note of frankness, and that it should abate nothing 
from my respect for him. 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘you are right. It’s all indisputable fact, and I can’t believe 
it was anything but a dream.’ 



rhat memory stands out against the dark past of the world with 
extraordinary clearness and brightness. 'Fhe air, I remember, was full of the 
calling and piping and singing of birds. I have a curious persuasion too that 
there was a distant happy clamour of pealing bells, but that I am half 
convinced it is a mistake. Nevertheless, there was something in the fresh 
bite of things, in the dew'v newness of sensation that set bells rejoicing in 
one’s brain. And that big, fair, pensive man sitting on the ground had 
beauty even in his clumsy pose, as though indeed some Cireat Master of 
strength and humour had made him. 

And—it is so hard now to convey these things—he spoke to me, a 
stranger, without reservations, carelessly, as men now^ speak to men. Before 
those days, mn only did we think badly, but what we thought, a thousand 
short-sighted considerations, dignity, objective discipline, discretion, a 
hundred kindred aspects of shabbiness of soul, made us mutfle before we 
told it to our fellow-men. 

‘It’s all returning now,’ he said, and told me half soliloquisingly what was 
in his mind. 

I wish I could give every word he said to me; he struck out image after 
image to my nascent intelligence, with swift broken fragments of speech. If 
I had a precise full memory of that morning 1 should give it you, verbatim, 
minutely. But here, save for the little sharp things that stand out, 1 find only 
blurred general impressions. 'Throughout I have to make up again his half- 
forgotten sentences and speeches, and be content with giving you the 
general effect. But I can sec and hear him now as he said, ‘'The dream got 
worst at the end. 'The war—a perfectly horrible business! Horrible! And it 
was just like a nightmare, you couldn’t do anything to escape from it—every 
one was driven!’ 

His sense of indiscretion was gone. 

He opened the war out to me—^as everyone sees it now. Only that 
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morning il was astonishing. He sat there on the ground, absurdly forgetful 
of his bare and swollen foot, treating me as the humblest aecessory and as 
altogether an equal, talking out to himself the great obsessions of his mind. 
‘We could have prevented it! Any of us who chose to speak out could have 
prevented it. A little decent frankness. What was there to prevent us being 
frank with one another? Their emperor—his position was a pile of 
ridiculous assumptions, no doubt, but at bottom—he was a sane man.' He 
touched off the emperor in a few pithy words, the Cierman press, the 
German people, and our own. He put it as we should put it all now, but with 
a certain heat as of a man half guilty and wholly resentful. ‘'Their damned 
little buttoned-up professors!' he cried, incidentally. ‘Were there ever such 
men? And ours! Some of us might have taken a firmer line. ... If a lot of us 
had taken a firmer line and squashed that nonsense early....' 

lie lapsed into inaudible whisperings, into silence. . .. 

I stot)d regarding him, understanding him, learning marvellously from 
him. It is a fact that for the best part of the morning of the C^hange I forgot 
Nettie and Verrall as completely as though they were no more than 
characters in some novel that I had put aside to finish at my leisure, in order 
that I might talk to this man. 

‘Eh, well,' he said waking startingly from his thoughts. ‘Here we are 
awakened! The thing can't go on now; all this must end. How it ever 
began—! My dear boy, how did all those things ever begin? I feel like a new 
Adam. ... Do you think this has happened—^generally? Or shall we find all 
these gnomes and things? . . . Who cares?' 

He made as if to rise, and remembered his ankle. He suggested I should 
help him as far as his bungalow. 'I'hcre seemed nothing strange to either of 
us that he should requisition my services or that I should cheerfully obey. 1 
helped him bandage his ankle, and we set out, I his crutch, the two of us 
making up a sort of limping quadruped, along the winding lane towards the 
cliffs and the sea. 


6 


His bungalow beyond the golf links was, perhaps, a mile and a quarter from 
the lane. We went down to the beach margin and along the pallid wave- 
smoothed sands, and we got along by making a swaying, hopping, tripod 
dance forward until I began to give under him, and then, as soon as we 
could, sitting down. His ankle was, in fact, broken, and he could not put it to 
the ground without exquisite pain. So that it took us nearly two hours to get 
to the house, and it would have taken longer if his butler-valet had not come 
out to assist me. 'They had found motor-car and chauffeur smashed and still 
at the bend of the road near the house, and had been on that side looking for 
Melmount-, or they would have seen us before. 

For most of that time we were sitting now on turf, now on a chalk 
boulder, now on a timber groin, and talking one to the other with the 
frankness proper to the intercourse of men of good intent, without 
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reservations or aggressions, in the common, open fashion of contemporary 
intercourse today, but which then, nevertheless, was the rarest and 
strangest thing in the world. He for the most part talked, but at some shape 
of a question I told him—as plainly as I could tell of passions that had for a 
lime become incomprehensible to me—of my murderous pursuit of Nettie 
and her lover, and how the green vapours overcame me. He watched me 
with grave eyes and nodded understandingly, and afterwards he asked me 
brief penetrating questions about my education, my upbringing, my work. 
There was a deliberation in his manner, brief full pauses, that had in them 
no element of delay. 

‘Yes,' he said, ‘yes—of course. What a fool I have been!’ and said no more 
until we had made another of our tripod struggles along the beach. At first I 
did not see the ccmnectiim of my story with that self-accusation. 

‘Suppose,’ he said, panting on the groin, ‘there had been such a thing as a 
statesman! ...’ 

He turned to me. ‘If one had decided all this muddle shall end! If one had 
taken it, as an artist takes his clay, as a man who builds lakes site and stone, 
and made—’ He Hung out his big broad hand at the glories of sky and sea, 
and drew a deep breath, ‘something to fit that setting.' 

He added in explanation, ‘'Then there wouldn't have been such stories as 
yours at all, you know. .. . 

‘'Tell me more about it,' he said, ‘tell me all about yourself. I feel all these 
things have passed away, all these things are to be changed for ever... . You 
won’t be what you have been from this lime forth. All the things you have 
done—don't matter now. 'To us, at any rate, they don't matter at all. We 
have met, who were separated in that darkness behind us. 'fell me. 

‘Yes,’ he said; and I told my story straight and as frankly as 1 have told it 
to you. ‘And there, where those little skerries of weed rock run out to the 
ebb, beyond the headland, is Bungalow village. What did you do with your 
pistol?' 

‘I left it lying there—ann)ng the barley.’ 

He glanced at me from under his light eyelashes. ‘If others feel as you 
and I do,’ he said, ‘there'll be a lot of pistols left among the barley 
today. . ..’ 

So we talked, I and that great, strong man, with the love of brothers so 
plain between us it needed not a word. Our souls went out to one another in 
stark good faith; never before had I had anything but a guarded 
watchfulness for any fellow-man. Still I sec him upon that wild desolate 
beach of the ebb tide. I see him leaning against the shelly buttress of a groin, 
looking down at the poor drowned sailor whose body we presently found. 
For we found a newly drowned man who had just chanced to miss this great 
dawn in which w’c rejoiced. We found him lying in a pool of waier, among 
brown weeds in the dark shadow of the timberings. You must not overrate 
the horrors of the former days; in those days it was scarcely more common 
to see death in Hngland that it would be today. This dead man was a sailor 
from the Rother Adlet\ the great German battleship that—had we but 
known it—lay not four miles away along the coast amidst ploughed-up 
mountains of chalk ooze, a torn and battered mass of machinery, wholly 
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submerged at high water, and holding in its interstices nine hundred 
drowned brave men, all strimg and skilful, all once capable of doing fine 
things. . . . 

I remember the poor boy very vividly. He had been drowned during the 
anaesthesia of the green gas, his fair young face was quiet and calm, but the 
skin of his chest had been crinkled by scalding water and his right arm was 
bent queerly back. l{ven to this needless death and all its tale of cruelty, 
beauty and dignity had come, liverything flowed ti>gether to significance as 
we stood there, I, the ill-clad, cheaply equipped proletarian, and Melmouni 
in his great fur-trimmed coat—he was hot with walking but he had not 
thought to remove it—leaning upon the clumsy groins and pitying this poor 
victim of the war he had helped to make. ‘Poor lad!' he said, ‘poi^r lad! a 
child we blunderers sent to death! Do look at the quiet beauty of that face, 
that body—to be flung aside like this!’ 

Cl remember that near this dead man's hand a stranded starfish writhed 
its slowly feeling limbs, struggling back toward the sea. It left grooved 
traces in the sand.) 

‘'There must be no more of this,’ panted Melmoiint, leaning on my 
shoulder, ‘no more of this. .. .’ 

But most I recall Mclmoimt as he talked a little later, sitting upon a great 
chalk boulder with the sunlight on his big, perspiration-dewed face. He 
made his resolves. ‘We must end war,' he said, in that full whisper of his; ‘it 
is stupidity. With so many people able to read and think—even as it is— 
there is no need of anything of the sort. Clods! What have we rulers been 
at? .. . Drowsing like people in a stilling room, toi) dull and sleepy and uh) 
base towards each other for anyone to get up and open the window. What 
haven’t we been at?' 

A great powerful figure he sits there still in my memory, perple.xcd and 
astonished at himself and all things. ‘We must change all this,' he repeated, 
and threw out his broad hands in a comprehensive gesture. ‘We have done 
so weakly—Heaven alone knows why!' 1 can see him now, queer giant that 
he looked on that dawnlit beach of splendour, the sea birds flying about us 
and that crumpled death hard by, no bad symbol in his clumsiness and 
needless heat of the unawakened powers of the former time. 1 remember it 
as an integral part of that picture that far away across the sandy stretches 
one of those white estate boards I have described, stuck up a little askew 
amidst the yellow-green turf upon the crest of the low cliff s. 

He talked with a sort of wonder of the former things. ‘Has it ever dawmed 
upon you to imagine the pettiness—the pettiness!—of every soul concerned 
in a declaration of war?’ he asked. He w'ent on, as though speech was 
necessary to make it credible, to describe Laycock, who first gave the horror 
words at the cabinet council, ‘an undersized Oxford prig with a tenoring 
voice and a garbage of Greek—the sort of fool who is brought up on the 
admiration of his elder sisters. .. . 

‘All the time almost,’ he said, ‘I was watching him—thinking what an ass 
he was to be trusted with men’s lives. ... I might have done better to have 
thought that of myself. I was doing nothing to prevent it all! The damned 
imbecile was up to his neck in the drama of the thing, he liked to trumpet it 
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out, he goggled round at us. “Then it is war!” he said. Richover shrugged 
his shoulders. I made some slight protest and gave in. ... Afterwards I 
dreamt of him. 

‘What a lot wc were! All a little scared at ourselves—all, as it were, 
instrumental.. .. 

‘And it’s fools like that lead to things like this!’ He jerked his head at that 
dead man near by us. 

‘It will be interesting to know what has happened to the world. . .. 'I'his 
green vapour—queer stuff. But I know what has happened to me. It’s 
Conversion. I’ve always known.. . . But this is being a fool. 'lalk! I’m going 
to stop it.’ 

He motioned to rise with his clumsy outstretched hands. 

‘Stop what?’ said I, stepping forward instinctively to help him. 

‘War,’ he said in his great whisper, putting his big hand on my shoulder 
and making no further attempt to rise, ‘I’m going to put an end to war—to 
any sort of war! And all these things that must end. The world is beautiful, 
life is great and splendid, we had only to lift up our eyes and see. 'Think of 
the glories through which wc have been driving, like a herd of swine in a 
garden place. 'The colour in life—the sounds—the shapes! We have had our 
jealousies, our quarrels, our ticklish rights, our invincible prejudices, our 
vulgar enterprise and sluggish timidities, wc have chattered and pecked one 
another and fouled the world—like daw^s in the temple, like unclean birds in 
the holy place of (lod. All my life has been foolishness and pettiness, gross 
pleasures and mean discretions—all. I am a meagre dark thing in this 
morning’s glow, a penitence, a shame! And, but for God’s mercy, I might 
have died this night—like that poor lad there—amidst the squalor of my 
sins! No more of this! No more of this!—whether the whole world has 
changed or no, matters nothing. U'V two have seen this dazvn! . . .’ 

He paused. 

‘I will arise and go unto my leather,’ he began presently, ‘and will say 
unu) Him-’ 

His voice died away in an inaudible whisper. His hand tightened 
painfully on my shoulder and he rose. . . . 


THE AWAKENING 

I 


So the great Hay came to me. 

And even as I had awakened so in that same dawn the whole world awoke, 
h'or the whole world of living things had been overtaken by the same tide 
of insensibility; in an hour, at the touch of this new gas in the comet, the 
shiver of catalytic change had passed about the globe. They say it was the 
nitrogen of the air, the old azote, that in the twinkling of an eye was changed 
out of itself, and in an hour or so became a respirable gas, differing indeed 
from oxygen, but helping and sustaining its action, a bath of strength and 
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healing for nerve and brain. I do not know the precise changes that 
occurred, nor the names our chemists give them; my work has carried me 
away from such things; only this 1 know—I and all men were renewed. 

I picture to myself this thing happening in space, a planetary moment, the 
faint smudge, the slender whirl of meteor, drawing nearer to this planet— 
this planet like a ball, like a shaded rounded ball, floating in the void, with 
its little, nearly impalpable coat of cloud and air, with its dark pools of 
ocean, its gleaming ridges of land. And as that midge from the void touches 
it, the transparent gaseous outer shell clouds in an instant green and then 
slowly clears again... . 

Thereafter, for three hours or more—we know the minimum time for the 
Change was almost exactly three hours because all the clocks and watches 
kept going—everywhere, no man nor beast nor bird nor any living thing 
that breathes the air stirred at all but lay still. .. . 

Hvery where on earth that day, in the ears of everyone who breathed, there 
had been the same humming in the air, the same rush of green vapours, the 
crepitation, the streaming down of shooting stars. 'I'he Hindoo had stayed 
his morning’s work in the fields to stare and marvel and fall, the blue- 
clothed Chinaman fell head foremost athwart his midday bowl of rice, the 
Japanese merchant came out from some chattering in his office amazed and 
presently lay there before his door, the evening gazers by the Golden Gates 
were overtaken as they waited for the rising of the great star. 'I'his had 
happened in every city of the world, in every lonely valley, in every home 
and house and shelter and every open place. On the high seas, the crowding 
steamship passengers, eager for any wonder, gaped and marvelled, and were 
suddenly terror-stricken, and struggled for the gangw^ays and were 
overcome; the captain staggered on the bridge and fell, the stoker fell 
headlong among his coals, the engines throbbed upon their way untended, 
the fishing craft drove by without a hail, with swaying rudder, heeling and 
dipping.. . . 

'Fhe great voice of material Fate cried Halt! And in the midst of the play 
the actors staggered, dropped, and were still. The figure runs from my pen. 
In New York that very thing occurred. Most of the theatrical audiences 
dispersed, but in two crow^ded houses the company, fearing a panic, went on 
playing amidst the gloom, and the people, trained by many a previous 
disaster, stuck to their scats. There they sat, the back rows only moving a 
little, and there, in disciplined lines, they drooped and failed, nodded, and 
fell forward or slid down upon the floor. 1 am told by Parload—though 
indeed I knojv nothing of the reasoning on which his inference rests—that 
within an hour of the great moment of impact the first green modification of 
nitrogen had dissolved and passed away, leaving the air as translucent as 
ever. The rest of that wonderful interlude was clear, had any had eyes to sec 
its clearness. In London it was night; but in New York, for example, people 
were in full bustle of the evening’s enjoyment, in Chicago they were sitting 
down to dinner, the whole world was abroad. The moonlight must have 
illuminated streets and squares littered with crumpled figures, through 
which such electric cars as had no automatic brakes had ploughed on their 
way until they were stopped by the fallen bodies. People lay in their dress 
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clothes, in dining-rooms, restaurants, on staircases, in halls, everywhere 
just as they had been overcome. Men gambling, men drinking, thieves 
lurking in hidden places, sinful couples, were caught, to arise with 
awakened mind and conscience amidst the disorder of their sin. America the 
comet reached in the full tide of evening life, but Britain lay asleep. But as I 
have told, Britain did not slumber so deeply but that she was in the full tide 
of what may have been battle and a great victory. Up and down the North 
Sea her warships swept together like a net about their foes. On land, too, 
that night was to have decided great issues. 'The German camps were under 
arms from Redingen to Markirch, their infantry columns were lying in 
swathes like mowm hay, in arrested night march on every track between 
Longnyon and 'rhiancourt, and between Avricourt and Donen. 'I'he hills 
beyond Spincourt were dusted thick with hidden h'rench riflemen; the thin 
lash of the French skirmishers sprawled out amidst spades and unfinished 
rifle-pits in coils that WTapped about the heads of the (lerman columns, 
thence along the Vosges watershed and out across the frontier near Belfort 
nearly to the Rhine. . .. 

'The Hungarian, the Italian peasant, yawned and thought the morning 
dark, and turned over to fall into a dreamless sleep; the Mohometan world 
spread its carpet and was taken in prayer. And in Sydney, in Melbourne, in 
New Zealand, the thing was a fog in the afternoon, that scattered the crowd 
in racecourses and cricket-fields, and stopped the unloading of shipping and 
brought men out from their afternoon rest to stagger and litter the 
streets. . . . 



My thoughts go into the woods and wildernesses and jungles of the world, 
to the wild life that shared man’s suspension, and I think of a thousand feral 
acts interrupted and truncated—as it were frozen, like the frozen words 
Pantagruel met at sea. Not only men it was that were quieted, all living 
creatures that breathe the air became insensible, impassive things. 
Alotionless brutes and birds lay amidst the drooping trees and herbage in 
the universal twilight, the tiger sprawled beside his fresh-struck victim, 
who bled to death in a dreamless sleep. The very flies came sailing dowm the 
air with wings outspread; the spider hung crumpled in his loaded net; like 
some gaily painted snowflake the butterfly drifted to earth and grounded, 
and was still. And as a queer contrast one gathers that the fishes in the sea 
suffered not at all. .. . 

Speaking of the fishes reminds me of a queer little inset upon that great 
world-dreaming, 'fhe odd fate of the crew of the submarine vessel B 94 has 
always seemed memorable to me. So far as I know, they were the only men 
alive who never saw that veil of green drawn across the world. All the while 
that the stillness held above, they were working into the mouth of the Kibe, 
past the booms and the mines, very slowly and carefully, a sinister 
crustacean of steel, explosive crammed, along the muddy bottom. They 
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trailed a long clue that was to guide their fellows from the mother ship 
floating awash outside. Then in the long channel beyond the forts they came 
up at last to mark down their victims and get air. That must have been 
before the twilight of dawn, for they tell of the brightness of the stars. They 
were amazed to And themselves not three hundred yards from an ironclad 
that had run ashore in the mud, and heeled over with the falling tide. It was 
afire amidships, but no one heeded that—no one in all that strange clear 
silence heeded that—and not only this wrecked vessel, but all the dark ships 
lying about them, it seemed to their perplexed and startled minds, must be 
full of dead men! 

Theirs I think must have been one of the strangest of all experiences; they 
were never insensible; at once, and, I am told, with a sudden catch of 
laughter, they began to breathe the new air. None of them has proved a 
writer; we have no picture of their wonder, no description of what was said. 
But we know these men were active and awake for an hour and a half at least 
before the general awakening came, and when at last the Germans stirred 
and sat up they found these strangers in possession of their battleship, the 
submarine carelessly adrift, and the Englishmen begrimed and weary, but 
with a sort of furious exultation, still busy in the bright dawn, rescuing 
insensible enemies from the sinking conflagration.. .. 

But the thought of certain stokers the sailors of the submarine failed 
altogether to save brings me back to the thread of grotesque horror that runs 
through all this event, the thread I cannot overlook for all the splendours of 
human well-being that have come from it. I cannot forget the unguided 
ships that drove ashore, that went down in disaster with all their sleeping 
hands, nor how, inland, motor-cars rushed to destruction upon the roads, 
and trains upon the railways kept on in spite of signals, to be found at last by 
their amazed, reviving drivers standing on unfamiliar lines, their fires 
exhausted, or, less lucky, to be discovered by astonished peasants or 
awakening porters smashed and crumpled up into heaps of smoking, 
crackling ruin. The foundry fires of the Four Towns still blazed, the smoke 
of our burning still defiled the sky. Fires burned indeed the brighter for the 
Change—and spread- 



Picture to yourself what happened between the printing and composing of 
the copy of the New Paper that lies before me now. It was the first 
newspaper that was printed upon earth after the Great Change. It is pocket- 
worn and browned, made of a paper no man ever intended for preservation. 
I found it on the arbour table in the inn garden while I was waiting for 
Nettie and Verrall, before that last conversation of which I have presently to 
tell. As I look at it all that scene comes back to me, and Nettie stands in her 
white raiment against a blue-green background of sunlit garden, 
scrutinising my face as I read.... 

It is so frayed that the sheet cracks along the folds and comes to pieces in 
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my hands. It lies upon my desk, a dead souvenir of the dead ages of the 
world, of the ancient passions of my heart. I know we discussed its news, 
but for the life of me I cannot recall what we said, only I remember that 
Nettie said very little, and that Verrall for a time read it over my shoulder. 
And I did not like him to read over my shoulder.... 

'l"hc document before me must have helped us through the first 
awkwardness of that meeting. 

But of all that we said and did then I must tell in a later chapter.... 

It is easy to see the New Paper had been set up overnight, and then large 
pieces of the stereo plates replaced subsequently. I do not know enough of 
the old methods of printing to know precisely what happened. 'Fhe thing 
gives one an impression of large pieces of type having been cut away and 
replaced by fresh blocks. 'Fhcre is something very rough and ready about it 
all, and the new portions print darker and more smudgily than the old, 
except towards the left, where they have missed ink and indented. A friend 
of mine, who knows something of the old typography, has suggested to me 
that the machinery actually in use for the New Paper was damaged that 
night, and that on the morning of the (Change Banghurst borrowed a 
neighbouring office—perhaps in financial dependence upon him—to print 
in. 

'I'he outer pages belong entirely to the old period, the only parts of the 
paper that had undergone alteration arc the two middle leaves. Here we 
found set forth in a curious little four-column oblong of print, what has 
iiAPPHNiio. 'This cut across a column with scare headlines beginning, ‘Great 
Naval Battle Now in Progress. The hate of 'Fwo Hmpires in the Balance. 
Reported Loss of 'Pwo More-’ 

'I'hese things, one gathered, were beneath notice now. Probably it was 
guesswork, and fabricated news in the first instance. 

It is curious to piece together the worn and frayed fragments, and reread 
this disct)lourcd first intelligence of the new epoch. 

The simple clear statements in the replaced portion of the paper 
impressed me at the time, I remember, as bald and strange, in that 
framework (^f shouting bad Lnglish. Now they seem like the voice of a sane 
man amidst a vast faded violence. But they witness to the prompt recovery 
of London from the gas; the new', swift energy of rebound in that huge 
population. I am surprised now, as I reread, to note how much research, 
experiment, and induction must have been accomplished in the day that 
elapsed before the paper was printed.... But that is by the w'ay. As I sit and 
muse over this partly carbonised sheet, that same curious remote vision 
comes again to me that quickened in my mind that morning, a vision of 
those newspaper offices I have already described to you through the crisis. 

'Phe catalytic wave must have caught the place in full swing, in its 
nocturnal high fever; indeed in a quite exceptional state of fever, what with 
the comet and the war, and more particularly with the war. Very probably 
the Change crept into the office imperceptibly, amidst the noise and 
shouting, and the glare of electric light that made the night atmosphere in 
that place; even the green flashes may have passed unobserved there, the 
preliminary descending trails of green vapour seemed no more than 
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unseasonable drifting wisps of London fog. (In those days London even in 
summer was not safe against dark fogs.) And then at the last the Change 
poured in and overtook them. 

If there was any warning at all for them, it must have been a sudden 
universal tumult in the street, and then a much more universal quiet. Fhey 
could have had no other intimation. 

There was no time to stop the presses before the main development of 
green vapour had overwhelmed everyone. It must have folded about them, 
tumbled them to the earth, masked and stilled them. My imagination is 
always curiously stirred by the thought of that, because I suppose it is the 
first picture I succeeded in making for myself of what had happened in the 
towns. It has never quite lost its strangeness for me that when the Change 
came, machinery went on working. I don’t precisely know w hy that shi^uld 
have seemed so strange to me, but it did, and still to a certain extent docs. 
One is so accustomed, I suppose, to regard machinery as an extension of 
human personality that the extent of its autonomy the (’hange displayed 
came as a shock to me. 'fhe electric lights, for example, hazy, green-haloed 
nebulae, must have gone on burning at least for a time; amidst the 
thickening darkness the huge presses must have rt>ared on, printing, 
folding, throw'ing aside copy after copy of that fabricated battle report with 
its quarter column of scare headlines, and all the place must have still 
quivered and throbbed with the familiar roar of the engines. And this 
though no men ruled there at all any more! Here and there beneath that 
thickening fog the crumpled or outstretched forms of men lay still. 

A wonderful thing that wimld have seemed, had any man been able to 
resist the vapour, and could he have walked amidst it. 

And soon the machines must have exhausted their feed of ink and paper, 
and thumped and banged and rattled emptily amidst the general quiet. 
'Then, I suppose, the furnaces failed for w ant of stoking, the steam pressure 
fell in the pistons, the machinery slackened, the light burned dim, and came 
and went with the ebb of energy from the power-station. Who can tell 
precisely the sequence of these things now ? 

And then, you know, amidst the weakening and terminating noises of 
men, the green vapour cleared and vanished, in an hour indeed it had gone, 
and it may be a breeze stirred and blew^ and went about the earth. 

The noises of life were all dying away, but some there were that abated 
nothing, that sounded triumphantly amidst the universal ebb. To a heedless 
world the church towers tolled out two and then three. Clocks ticked and 
chimed everywhere abtmt the earth to deafened cars.... 

And then came the first flush of morning, the first rustlings of the revival. 
Perhaps in that office the filaments of the lamps were still glowing, the 
machinery was still pulsing weakly, when the crumpled, booted heaps of 
cloth became men again and began to stir and stare. The chapel of the 
printers was, no doubt, shocked to find itself asleep. Amidst that dazzling 
dawn the New Paper woke to wonder, stood up and blinked at its amazing 
self. ... 

The clocks of the city churches, one pursuing another, struck four, 'fhe 
staffs, crumpled and dishevelled, but with a strange refreshment in their 
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veins, stood about the damaged machinery, marvelling and questioning; the 
editor read his overnight headlines with incredulous laughter. 'Fhere was 
much involuntary laughter that morning. Outside, the mail men patted the 
necks and rubbed the knees of their awakening horses.... 

Then, you know, slowly and with much conversation and doubt, they set 
about to produce the paper. 

Imagine those bemused, perplexed people, carried on by the inertia of 
their old occupations and doing their best with an enterprise that had 
suddenly become altogether extraordinary and irrational. They worked 
amidst questionings, and yet light-heartedly. At every stage there must 
have been interruptions tor discussion. 'I'he paper only got down to Menton 
five days late. 


4 


"rhen let me give you a vivid little impression I received of a certain prosaic 
person, a grocer named Wiggins, and how he passed through the Change. I 
heard this man’s story in the post office at Menton, when, in the afternoon of 
the First Day, I bethought me to telegraph to my mother. 'Fhe place was 
also a grocer’s shop, and I found him and the proprietor talking as I went in. 
'They were trade competitors, and Wiggins had just come across the street 
to break the hostile silence of a score of years. The sparkle of the Change 
was in their eyes, their slightly flushed cheeks, their more elastic gestures, 
spoke of new physical influences that had invaded their beings. 

‘It did us no good, all our hatred,’ Mr Wiggins said to me, explaining the 
emotion of their encounter; ‘it did our customers no good. I’ve come to tell 
him that. You bear that in mind, young man, if ever you come to have a shop 
of your own. It was a sort of stupid bitterness possessed us, and I can’t make 
out we didn’t sec it before in that light. Not so much downright wickedness 
it wasn’t as stupidity. A stupid jealousy! Think of it!—two human beings 
within a stone’s throw, who have not spoken for twenty years, hardening 
our hearts against each other!’ 

‘I can’t think how w^e came to such a state, Mr Wiggins,’ said the other, 
packing tea into pound packets out of mere habit as he spoke. ‘It was wicked 
pride and obstinacy. We hmv it was foolish all the time.’ 

I stood affixing the adhesive stamp to my telegram. 

‘Only the other morning,’ he went on to me, ‘I was cutting French eggs. 
Selling at a loss to do it. He’d marked down with a great staring ticket to 
ninepence a dozen—I saw it as I went past. Here’s my answer!’ He indicated 
a ticket. ‘“Eightpcnce a dozen—same as sold elsewhere for ninepence.” A 
whole penny down, bang off! Just a touch above cost—if that—and even 

then-’ I Ic leaned over the counter to say impressively, "Not the same 

eggsl 

‘Now, what people in their senses would do things like that?’ said Mr 
Wiggins. 

I sent my telegram; the proprietor despatched it for me, and while he did 
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so 1 fell exchanging experiences with Mr Wiggins. He knew no more than I 
did then the nature of the Change that had come over things. He had been 
alarmed by the green flashes, he said, so much so that after watching for a 
time from behind his bedroom window blind, he had got up and hastily 
dressed and made his family get up also, so that they might be ready for the 
end. He made them put on their Sunday clothes. I'hey all went out into the 
garden together, their minds divided between admiration at the glorious- 
ncss of the spectacle and a great and growing awe. 'fhey were Dissenters, 
and very religious people out of business hours, and it seemed to them in 
those last magnificent moments that, after all, science must be WTong and 
the fanatics right. With the green vapours came conviction, and they 
prepared to meet their God... . 

This man, you must understand, was a common-looking man, in his 
shirt-sleeves and with an apron about his paunch, and he told his story in an 
Anglian accent that sounded mean and clipped to my Staffordshire ears; he 
told his story without a thought of pride, and as it were incidentally, and yet 
he gave me a vision of something heroic. 

These people did not run hither and thither as many others did. The four 
of them stood beyond their back door in their garden pathway between the 
gooseberry bushes, with the terrors of their God and His Judgments closing 
in upon them, swiftly and wonderfully—and there they began to sing. 
There they stood, father and mother and two daughters, chanting out 
stoutly, but no doubt a little flatly after the manner of their kind— 

“7// Zion's Hope abuiin^, 

Aty soul in Triumph sings -” 

until one by one they fell, and lay still. 

'fhe postmaster had heard them in the gathering darkness, “In Zion’s 
Hope abiding....“ 

It was the most extraordinary thing in the wx)rld to hear this flushed and 
happy-eyed man telling that story of his recent death. It was like a scene 
shown to me, very small and very distinctly painted, in a locket. 

But that effect was not confined to this particular incident. A vast number 
of things that had happened before the coming of the comet had undergone 
the same transfiguring reduction. Other people, too, I have learned since, 
had the same illusion, a sense of enlargement. It seems to me even now that 
the little dark creature who had stormed across Hngland in pursuit of Nettie 
and her lover must have been about an inch high, that all that previous life 
of ours had been an ill-lit marionette show, acted in the twilight.... 



The figure of my mother comes always into my conception of the Change. 
I remember how one day she confessed herself. 

She had been very sleepless that night, she said, and took the reports of 
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the falling stars for shooting; there had been rioting in 
Swathinglea all day, and so she got out of bed to look, 
that I must certainly be mixed up in that trouble. 

But she was not looking when the ('hange came. 

‘When 1 saw the stars a-raining down, dear,’ she said, ‘and thought of you 
i)Ut in it, 1 thought there d be no harm in saying a prayer for vi)U, dear? 1 
thought you wi>uldn't mind that.’ 

And so I got another of my pictures—the green vapours come and go, and 
there by her patched coverlet that dear old wi>man kneels and droops, still 
clasping her poor gnarled hands in the attitude of prayer—prayer to IT— 
for me! 

Through the meagre curtains and blinds of the flawed refracting window 
I see the stars above the chimneys fade, the pale light of dawn creeps into 
the sky, and her candle flares and dies.... 

That also went with me through the stillness—that silent kneeling figure, 
that frozen prayer to Ciod t») shield me, silent in a silent world, rushing 
through the emptiness of space.... 


66s 

Clayton and through 
She had a dim sense 


6 


W'ilh the dawn that awakening went about the earth. I have told how it came 
to me, and how I walked in wonder through the transligured cornfields of 
Shaphambury. It came to everyone. Near me, and for the time clean 
forgotten by me, Vcrrall and Nellie woke—woke near one another; each 
heard before all other sounds the other's voice amidst the stillness and the 
light. And the scattered people who had run to and fro, and fallen on the 
beach of bungalow village, awoke; the sleeping villagers of Menton started, 
and sal up in that unwonted freshness and newness; the contorted figures in 
the garden, with the hymn still upon their lips, stirred amidst the flowers, 
and touched each other timidly, and thought of Paradise. My mother found 
herself crouched against the bed, and rose—rose with a glad invisible 
conviction of accepted prayer. . . . 

Already, when it came to us, the soldiers, crowded between the lines of 
dusty poplars along the road li> Allarmoni, were chatting and sharing coffee 
with the P'rench riflemen, who had hailed them from their carefully hidden 
pits among the vineyards up the slopes of Heauville. A certain perplexity 
had come to these marksmen, who had dropped asleep tensely ready for the 
ri)cket that shi>uld wake the whir and rattle of their magazines. At the sight 
and sound of the stir and human confusion in the roadway below, it had 
C()me to each man individually that he could not shoot. One conscript, at 
least, has told his story of his awakening, and how curious he thought the 
rifle there beside him in his pit, how he took it on his knees to examine. 
'Then, as his memory of its purpose grew clearer, he dropped the thing, and 
stood up with a kind of joyful horror at the crime escape, to look more 
closely at the men he was to have assassinated. "Brave types," he thought, 
they looked for such a fate. 'Phe summoning rocket never fiew. below, the 
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men did not fall into ranks again, but sat by the roadside, or stood in groups 
talking, discussing with a novel incredulity the i^stensible causes of the war. 
‘'I'he Hmperor!’ said they; and ‘Oh, nonsense! We’re civilised men. Get 
someone else for this job! . . . Where's the coffee?’ 

'rhe officers held their own horses and talked to the men frankly, 
regardless of discipline. Some Frenchmen out of the rifle-pits came 
sauntering down the hill. Others stood doubtfully, rifles still in hand. 
Curious faces scanned these latter. Little arguments sprang as: ‘Shoot at us! 
Nonsense! They’re respectable b’rench citizens.’ 'I'here is a picture of it all, 
very bright and detailed in the morning light, in the battle gallery amidst the 
ruins at old Nancy, and one sees the old-world uniform of the ‘soldier,’ the 
odd caps and belts and boots, the ammunition-belt, the water-bottle, 
the sort of tourist’s pack the men carried, a queer elaborate equipment. 
'I'hc soldiers had awakened one by one, first one and then another. I wonder 
sometimes whether, perhaps, if the two armies had come awake in an 
instant, the battle, by mere habit and inertia, might not have begun. Hut the 
men who waked first, sat up, looked about them in astonishment, had time 
to think a little... . 


7 , 


Kverywhere there was laughter, everywhere tears. 

Men and women in the common life, finding themselves suddenly lit and 
exalted, capable of doing what had hitherto been impossible, incapable of 
doing what had hitherto been irresistible, happy, ht)peful, unselfishly 
energetic, rejected altogether the supposition that this was merely a change 
in the blood and material texture of life. 'I'hey denied the bodies Ciod had 
given them, as once the Upper Nile savages struck out their canine teeth 
because these made them like the beasts. 'Fhey declared that this was the 
coming of a spirit, and nothing else would satisfy their need for 
explanations. And in a sense the Spirit came. The Cireat Revival sprang 
directly from the Cffiange—the last, the deepest, widest, and most enduring 
of all the vast inundations of religious emotion that go by that name. 

Hut indeed it dilTcred essentially from its innumerable predecessors. The 
former revivals were a phase of fever, this was the first movement of health, 
it was altogether quieter, more intellectual, more private, more religious 
than any of those others. In the old time, and more especially in the 
Protestant countries where the things of religion were outspoken, and the 
absence of confession and well-trained priests made religious stales of 
emotion explosive and contagious, revivalism upon various scales was a 
normal phase in the religious life, revivals w^erc always going on—now a 
little disturbance of consciences in a village, now an evening of emotion in a 
Mission Room, now a great storm that swept a continent, and now an 
organised effort that came to town with bands and banners and handbills 
and motor-cars for the saving of souls. Never at any time did I take part in 
nor was I attracted by any of these movements. My nature, although 
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passionate, was too critical (or sceptical if you like, for it amounts to the 
same thing) and shy to be drawn into these whirls; but on several occasions 
Parload and I sat, scoffing, but nevertheless disturbed, in the back scats of 
revivalist meetings. 

I saw enough of them to understand their nature, and I am not surprised 
to learn now that before the comet came, all about the world, even among 
savages, even among cannibals, these same, or at any rate closely similar, 
periodic upheavals went on. The world was stifling; it was in a fever, and 
these phenomena were neither more nor less than the instinctive struggle of 
the organism against the ebb of its powers, the clogging of its veins, the 
limitation of its life. Invariably these revivals followed periods of sordid and 
restricted living. Men obeyed their base immediate motives until the world 
grew unendurably bitter. Some disappointment, some thwarting, lit up for 
them—darkly indeed, but yet enough for indistinct vision—the crowded 
squalor, the dark enclosure of life. A sudden disgust with the insensate 
smallness of the old-world way of living, a realisation of sin, a sense of the 
unworlhiness of all individual things, a desire for something compre¬ 
hensive, sustaining, something greater, for wider communions and less 
habitual things, filled them. 'Fheir souls, which were shaped for wider 
issues, cried out suddenly amidst the petty interests, the narrow^ 
prohibitions, of life, ‘Not this! not this!’ A great passion to escape from the 
jealous prison of themselves, an inarticulate, stammering, weeping passion 
shook them. . . . 

I have seen— I remember how once in Clayton ('alvinistic Methodist 
chapel I saw—his spotty fat face strangely distorted under the flickering 
gas-flares—old Pallet the ironmonger repent. He went to the form of 
repentance, a bench reserved for such exhibitions, and slobbered out his 
sorrow' and disgust for some sexual indelicacy—he was a widow'er—and I 
can see now how his loose fat body quivered and swayed with his grief. He 
poured it out to five hundred people, from w'hom in common times he hid 
his every thought and purpose. And it is a fact, it shows where reality lay, 
that we tw'o youngsters laughed not at all at that blubbering grotesque, we 
did not even think the distant shadow' of a smile. We two sat grave and 
intent—perhaps wondering. 

Only afterwards and with an effort did we scoff. . . . 

'I’hose old-time revivals were, I say, the convulsive movements of a body 
that suft'oeates. 'I'hey are the clearest manifestations from before the 
Change of a sense in all men that things were not right. Hut they were too 
often but momentary illuminations. 'I'heir force spent itself in inco- 
ordinated shouting, gesticulations, tears. I’hey were but flashes ol outlook. 
Disgust of the narrow life, of all baseness, to(^k shape in narrowness and 
baseness. The quickened soul ended the night a hypocrite; prophets 
disputed for precedence; seductions, it is altogether indisputable, were 
frequent among penitents! and Ananias went home converted and returned 
with a falsified gift. And it was almost universal that the converted should 
be impatient and immoderate, scornful of reason and any choice of ex¬ 
pedients, opposed to balance, skill, and knowledge. Incontinently full of 
grace, like thin old wine-skins over-filled, they felt they must burst if once 
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they came into contact with hard fact and sane direction. 

So the former revivals spent themselves; but the Great Revival did not 
spend itself, but grew to be, for the majority of Christendom at least, the 
permanent expression of the Change, bor many it has taken the shape of an 
outright declaration that this was the Second Advent—it is not for me to 
discuss the validity of that suggestion, for nearly all it has amounted to an 
enduring broadening of the issues of life. .. . 



One irrelevant memory comes back to me, irrelevant, and yet by some 
subtle trick of quality it summarises the Change for me. It is the memory of 
a woman's very beautiful face, a woman with a Hushed face and tear-bright 
eyes who w’ent by me without speaking, rapt in some secret purpose. I 
passed her when in the afternoon of the first day, struck by a sudden 
remorse, I went down to Menton to send a telegram to my mother telling 
her all was well with me. Whither this woman went I do not know, nor 
whence she came; I never saw’ her again, and only her face, glowing with 
that new and luminous resolve, stands out for me... . 

But that expression w'as the world’s. 


THE CABINET COUNCIL 
I 


And what a strange unprecedented thing was that cabinet council at w'hich 1 
was present, the council that was held two days later in Mclmount’s 
bungalow, and which convened the conference to frame the constitution of 
the World State. I was there because it was convenient for me to stay with 
Melmouni. I had nowhere to go particularly, and there was no one at his 
bungalow, to which his broken ankle confined him, but a secretary and a 
valet to help him to begin his share of the enormous labours that evidently 
lay before the rulers of the world. I wrote shorthand, and as there was not 
even a phonograph available, I went in so soon as his ankle had been 
dressed, and sat at his desk to write at his dictation. It is characteristic of the 
odd slackness that went with the spasmodic violence of the old epoch, that 
the secretary could not use shorthand and that there was no telephone 
whatever in the place. Every message had to be taken to the village post- 
ofiice in that grocer’s shop at Menton, half a mile away. ... So I sat in the 
back of Melmount’s room, his desk had been thrust aside, and made such 
memoranda as were needed. At that time his room seemed to me the most 
beautifully furnished in the world, and I could identify now the vivid 
cheerfulness of the chintz of the sofa on which the great statesman lay just in 
front of me, the fine rich paper, the red sealing-wax, the silver equipage of 
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the desk I used. I know now that my presence in that room was a strange and 
remarkable thing, the open door, even the coming and going of Parker the 
secretary, innovations. In the old days a cabinet council was a secret 
conclave, secrecy and furtiveness were in the texture of all public life. In the 
old days everybody was always keeping something back from somebody, 
being wary and cunning, prevaricating, misleading— for the most part for 
no reason at all. Almost unnoticed, that secrecy had dropped out of life. 

I close my eyes and see those men again, hear their deliberating voices. 
First I see them a little diffusely in the cold explicitness of daylight, and then 
concentrated and drawn together amidst the shadow and mystery about 
shaded lamps. Integral to this and very clear is the memory of biscuit 
crumbs and a drop of spilt water, that at first stood shining upon and then 
sank into the green table-cloth... . 

I remember particularly the figure of Lord Adisham. He came to the 
bungalow a day before the others, because he was Mclmount’s personal 
friend. Let me describe this statesman to you, this one of the fifteen men 
who made the last war. He was the youngest member of the Government, 
and an altogether pleasant and sunny man of forty. He had a clear profile to 
his clean grey face, a smiling eye, a friendly, careful voice upon his thin, 
clean-shaven lips, an easy disabusing manner. He had the perfect quality of 
a man who had fallen easily into a place prepared for him. He had the 
temperament of what we used to call a philosopher—an indifferent, that is 
to say. The Change had caught him at his week-end recreation, fly-fishing; 
and, indeed, he said, I remember, that he recovered to find himself with his 
head within a yard of the water’s brim. In times of crisis Lord Adisham 
invariably went fly-fishing at the week-end to keep his mind in tone, and 
when there was no crisis then there was nothing he liked so much to do as 
fly-fishing, and so, of course, as there was nothing to prevent it, he fished. 
He arrived resolved, among other things, to give up fly-fishing altogether. I 
was present w^hen he came to Melmount, and heard him say as much; and by 
a more naive route it was evident that he had arrived at the same scheme of 
intention as my master. 1 left them to talk, but afterwards I came back to 
take down their long telegrams to their coming colleagues. He was, no 
doubt, as profoundly affected as Melmount by the Change, but his tricks of 
civility and irony and acceptable humour had survived the Change, and he 
expressed his altered attitude, his expanded eniv'itions, in a quaint 
modification of the old-time man-of-thc-world style, with excessive 
moderation, with a trained horror of the enthusiasm that swayed him. 

'Fhese fifteen men who ruled the British Empire were curiously unlike 
anything I had expected, and I watched them intently whenever my services 
were not in request. They made a peculiar class at that time, these English 
politicians and statesmen, a class that has now completely passed away. In 
some respects they were unlike the statesmen of any other region of the 
world, and I do not find that any really adequate account remains of 
them.... Perhaps you are a reader of the old books. If so, you will find them 
rendered with a note of hostile exaggeration by Dickens in *Bleak House,* 
with a mingling of gross flattery and keen ridicule by Disraeli, who ruled 
among them accidentally by misunderstanding them and pleasing the court; 
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and all their assumptions are set forth, portentously perhaps, but truthfully 
so far as people of the ‘permanent olRciar class saw them, in the novels of 
Mrs Humphry Ward. All these books are still in this world and at the 
disposal of the curious, and in addition the philosopher Bagehot and the 
picturesque historian Macaulay give something of their method of thinking, 
the novelist Thackeray skirts the seamy side of their social life, and there arc 
some good passages of irony, personal descriptions, and reminiscence to be 
found in the ‘Twentieth Century Garner’ from the pens of such writers, for 
example, as Sidney Tow'. But a picture of them as a whole is wanting. 'I'hen 
they were too near and too great; now, very rapidly, they have become 
incomprehensible. 

We common people of the old time based our conception of our statesmen 
almost entirely on the caricatures that formed the most powerful weapon in 
political controversy. Like almost every main feature of the old condition of 
things these caricatures were an unanticipated development, they were a 
sort of parasitic outgrowth from, which had finally altogether replaced, the 
thin and vague aspirations of the original democratic ideals. They presented 
not only the personalities who led our public life, but the most sacred 
structural conceptions of that life, in ludicrous, vulgar, and dishonourable 
aspects that in the end came near to destroying entirely all grave and 
honourable emotion or motive toward the State. 'I'he state of Britain was 
represented nearly always by a red-faced, purse-proud farmer with an 
enormous belly; that fine dream of freedom, the United States, by a 
cunning, lean-faced rascal in striped trousers and a blue coat. The chief 
ministers of state were pickpockets, washerwomen, clowns, whales, asses, 
elephants, and what not; and issues that affected the welfare of millions of 
men were dressed and judged like a rally in some idiotic panti^mimc. A 
tragic war in South Africa, that wrecked many thousand homes, 
impoverished two whole lands, and brought death and disablement to fifty 
thousand men, was presented as a quite comical quarrel between a violent 
queer being named Chamberlain, with an eyeglass, an orchid, and a short 
temper, and ‘old Kroojer,’ an obstinate and very cunning old man in a 
shocking bad hat. The conflict was carried through in a mood sometimes of 
brutish irritability and sometimes of lax slovenliness, the merry peculator 
plied his trade congenially in that asinine squabble, and behind these 
fooleries and masked by them, marched h'ate—until at last behind the 
clowning, the curtains of the booth opened and revealed—hunger and suf¬ 
fering, brands burning and swords and shame. ... These men had come to 
fame and power in that atmosphere, and to me that day there was the oddest 
suggestion in them of actors who have suddenly laid aside grotesque and 
foolish parts; the paint was washed from their faces, the posing put aside. 

Kven when the presentation was not frankly grotesque and degrading it 
was entirely misleading. When I read of Laycock, for example, there arises a 
picture of a large, active, if a little wrong-headed, intelligence in a compact 
heroic body, emitting that ‘Goliath’ speech of his that did so much to 
precipitate hostilities; it tallies not at all with the stammering, high-pitched, 
slightly bald, and very conscience-stricken personage 1 saw, nor with 
Melmount’s contemptuous first description of him. I doubt if the world at 
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large will ever get a proper vision of those men as they were before the 
Change, liach year they pass more and more incredibly beyond our 
intellectual sympathy. Our estrangement cannot, indeed, rob them of their 
portion in the past, but it will rob them of any elfcct of reality. The whole of 
their history becomes more and more foreign, more and more like some 
queer barbaric drama played in a forgotten tongue, 'fhere they strut 
through their weird metamorphoses of caricature, those premiers and 
presidents, their height preposterously exaggerated by political buskins, 
their faces covered by great resonant inhuman masks, their voices couched 
in the foolish idiom of public utterance, disguised beyond any semblance to 
sane humanity, roaring and squeaking through the public press. There it 
stands, this incomprehensible faded show, a thing left on one side, and now 
still and deserted by any interest, its many emptinesses as inexplicable now 
as the cruelties of medieval Venice, the theology of old Byzantium. And 
they ruled and influenced the lives of nearly a quarter of mankind, these 
politicians, their clownish conllicts swayed the world, made mirth perhaps, 
made excitement, and permitted—infinite misery. 

1 saw these men quickened indeed by the Change, but still wearing the 
queer clothing of the old time, the manners and conventions of the old time; 
if they had disengaged themselves from the outlook of the old time they still 
had to refer back to it constantly as a common starting-point. My refreshed 
intelligence was equal to that, so that I think 1 did indeed see them. 'I’hcre 
was ( iorrell-Hrowning, the ('chancellor of the Duchy; 1 remember him as a 
big round-faced man, the essential vanity and foolishness of w'hose 
expression, whose habit of voluminous platitudinous speech, triumphed 
absurdly once or twice over the roused spirit within, lie struggled with it, 
he burlesqued himself, and laughed. Suddenly he said simply, intensely—it 
was a movement for everyone of clean, clear pain, 'I have been a vain and 
self-indulgent and presumptuous old man. 1 am of little use here. I have 
given myself to politics and intrigues, and life is gone from me.' 'I'hen for a 
long time he sat still. 'There was Carton, the Lord Chancellor, a white-faced 
man with understanding; he had a heavy, shaven face that might have stood 
among the busts of the (Jaesars, a slow, elaborating voice, with self- 
indulgent, slightly oblique, and triumphant lips, and a momentary, 
voluntary, humorous twinkle. ‘We have to forgive,’ he said. ‘We have to 
forgive—even ourselves.' 

'These two were at the top corner of the table, so that I saw their faces 
well. Madgett, the Home Secretary, a smaller man with WTinkled eyebrows, 
and a frozen smile on his thin wry mouth, came next to Carton; he 
contributed little to the discussion save intelligent comments, and when the 
electric lights above glowed out, the shadows deepened queerly in his eye- 
sockets and gave him the quizzical expression ot an ironical goblin. Next 
him was that great peer, the Karl of Richover, w'hose self-indulgent 
indolence had accepted the role of a twentieth-century British-Roman 
patrician of culture, w'ho had divided his time almost equally between his 
jockeys, politics, and the composition of literary studies in the key of his 
role. ‘We have done nothing w’orth doing,’ he said. ‘As for me, I have cut a 
figure!’ He reflected—no doubt on his ample patrician years, on the fine 



6y2 In the Days of the Comet 

great houses that had been his setting, the teeming racecourses that had 
roared his name, the enthusiastic meetings he had fed with fine hopes, the 
futile Olympian beginnings. ... ‘I have been a fool,’ he said compactly. 
They heard him in a sympathetic and respectful silence. 

Gurker, the Chancellor of the Exchequer, was partially occulted, so far as 
I was concerned, by the back of Lord Adisham. Ever and again Gurker 
protruded into the discussion, swaying forward, a deep throaty voice, a big 
nose, a coarse mouth with a drooping everted lower lip, eyes peering amidst 
folds and wrinkles. He made his confession for his race. ‘We Jews,’ he said, 
‘have gone through the system of this world, creating nothing, consolidat¬ 
ing many things, destroying much. Our racial self-conceit has been 
monstrous. We seem to have used our ample coarse intellectuality for no 
other purpose than to develop and master and maintain the convention of 
property, to turn life into a sort of mercantile chess and spend our winnings 
grossly. . . . We have had no sense of service to mankind. Beauty which is 
godhead—we made it a possession.’ 

These men and these sayings particularly remain in my memory. 
Perhaps, indeed, I wrote them down at the time, but that I do not now 
remember. How Sir Digby Privet, Revel, Markheimer, and the others sat I 
do not now recall; they came in as voices, interruptions, imperfectly 
assigned comments... . 

One got a queer impression that except perhaps for Gurker or Revel these 
men had not particularly wanted the power they held; had desired to do 
nothing very much in the positions they had secured. They had found 
themselves in the cabinet, and until this moment of illumination they had 
not been ashamed; but they had made no ungentlemanly fuss about the 
matter. Eight of that fifteen came from the same school, had gone through 
an entirely parallel education; some Greek linguistics, some elementary 
mathematics, some emasculated ‘science,’ a little history, a little reading in 
the silent or timidly orthodox English literature of the seventeenth, 
eighteenth, and nineteenth centuries, all eight had imbibed the same dull 
gentlemanly tradition of behaviour; essentially boyish, unimaginative— 
with neither keen swords nor art in it, a tradition apt to slobber into 
sentiment at a crisis and make a great virtue of a simple duty rather clumsily 
done. None of these eight had made any real experiments with life, they had 
lived in blinkers, they had been passed from nurse to governess, from 
governess to preparatory school, from Eton to Oxford, from Oxford to the 
politico-social routine. Even their vices and lapses had been according to 
certain conceptions of good form. They had all gone to the races 
surreptitiously from Eton, had all cut up to town from Oxford to see life— 
music-hall life—had all come to heel again. Now suddenly they discovered 
their limitations.... 

‘What are we to do?’ asked Melmount. ‘We have awakened; this empire in 
our hands. ...’ I know this will seem the most fabulous of all the things I 
have to tell of the old order, but, indeed, I saw it with my eyes, I heard it 
with my ears. It is a fact that this group of men who constituted the 
Government of one-fifth of the habitable land of the earth, who ruled over a 
million of armed men, who had such navies as mankind had never seen 
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before, whose empire of nations, tongues, peoples still dazzles in these 
greater days, had no common idea whatever of what they meant to do with 
ihe world. 'I’hey had been a Government ft)r three long years, and before the 
(Change came to them it had never even occurred to them that it was neces¬ 
sary to have a common idea. 'There was no common idea at all. 'i’hat great 
empire was no more than a thing adrift, an aimless thing that ate and drank 
and slept and bore arms, and was inordinately proud of itself because it had 
chanced to happen. It had no plan, no intention; it meant nothing at all. And 
the other great empires adrift, perilously adrift like marine mines, were in 
the self-same case. Absurd as a British cabinet council must seem to you 
now, it was whit more absurd than the controlling ganglion, autocratic 
council, president's committee, or what not of each of its blind rivals. .. . 


2 

I remember as one thing that struck me very forcibly at the time, the 
absence of any discussion, any difference of opinion, about the broad 
principles i^f our present state. 'These men had lived hitherto in a system of 
conventions and acquired motives, loyalty to a party, loyalty to various 
secret agreements and understandings, loyalty to the C'rmvn; they had all 
been capable of the keenest attention to precedence, all capable of the most 
complete suppression of subversive doubts and inquiries, all had their 
religious emi)lions under perfect control. 'They had seemed protected by 
invisible but impenetrable barriers from all the heady and destructive 
speculations, the socialistic, republican, and communistic theories that one 
may still trace through the literature of the last days of the Ci)met. Hut now it 
was as if at the very moment of the awakening those barriers and defences 
had vanished, as if the green vapours had washed through their minds and 
dissolved and swept away a hundred once rigid boundaries and obstacles. 
'They had admitted and assimilated at once all that was good in the ill- 
tlressed propagandas that had clamoured so vehemently and vainly at the 
doi^rs of their minds in the former days. It was e.xactly like the awakening 
from an absurd and limiting dream. 'They had come out together naturally 
and inevitably upon the bri)ad daylight platform of obvious and reasonable 
agreement upon which we and all the order of our world now stand. 

Let me try to give the chief things that had vanished from their minds. 
'I'here was, first, the ancient system of ‘ownership’ that made such an 
extraordinary tangle of our administration of the land upon which we lived. 
In the old time no one believed in that as either just or ideally convenient, 
but everyone accepted it. 'The community which lived upon the land was 
supposed to have waived its necessary connection with the land, except in 
certain limited instances of highway and common. All the rest ot the land 
was cut up in the maddest way into patches and oblongs and triangles ot 
various sizes between a hundred square miles and a few acres, and placed 
under the nearly absolute government of a series of administrators called 
landowners. 'They owned the land almost as a man now owns his hat; they 
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bought it and sold it, and cut it up like cheese or ham; they were free to ruin 
it, or leave it waste, or erect upon it horrible and devastating eyesores. If the 
community needed a road or a tramway, if it wanted a town or a village in 
any position, nay, even if it wanted to go to and fro, it had to do so by 
exorbitant treaties with each of the monarchs whose territory was involved. 
No man could find foothold on the face of the earth until he had paid toll 
and homage to one of them, 'fhey had practically no relations and no duties 
to the nominal, municipal, or national Government amidst whose larger 
areas their own dominions lay. ... This sounds, I know, like a lunatic’s 
dream, but mankind was that lunatic; and not only in the old countries of 
Europe and Asia, where this system had arisen out of the delegation of local 
control to territorial magnates did it obtain, but the ‘new countries,' as we 
called them then—the United States of America, Cape (Colony, Australia, 
and New Zealand—spent much of the nineteenth century in the frantic 
giving away of land for ever to any casual person who would take it. Was 
there coal, was there petnfieum or gold, was there rich soil or harbourage, or 
the site for a fine city, these obsessed and witless Ciovcrnmenis cried out for 
scramblers, and a stream of shabby, tricky, and violent adventurers set out 
to found a new section of the landed aristocracy of the world. After a brief 
century of hope and pride, the great republic of the United States of 
America, the hope as it was deemed of mankind, became for the most part a 
drifting crowd of landless men; landlords and railway lords, food lords (for 
the land is food) and mineral lords ruled its life, gave it Universities as one 
gave coins to a mendicant, and spent its resources upon such vain, tawdry, 
and foolish luxuries as the world had never seen before. Here was a thing 
none of these statesmen before the Change would have regarded as anything 
but the natural order of the world, which not one of them now regarded as 
anything but the mad and vanished illusion of a period of dementia. 

And as it was with the question of the land, so was it also with a hundred 
other systems and institutions and complicated and disingenuous factors in 
the life of man. 'I'hcy spoke of trade, and I realised for the first time there 
could be buying and selling that was no loss to any man; they spoke of 
industrial organisation, and one saw it under captains who sought no base 
advantages. 'I'he haze of old associations, of personal entanglements and 
habitual recognitions had been dispelled from every stage and process of the 
social training of men. I’hings long hidden appeared discovered with an 
amazing clearness and nakedness. I'hesc men who had awakened, laughed 
dissolvent laughs, and the old muddle of schools and colleges, books and 
traditions, the old fumbling, half-figurative, half-formal teaching of the 
Churches, the complex of weakening and confusing suggestions and hints, 
amidst which the pride and honour of adolescence doubted and stumbled 
and fell, became nothing but a curious and pleasantly faded memory. 
‘'I'hcre must be a common training of the young,’ said Richover; ‘a frank 
initiation. We have not so much educated them as hidden things from them, 
and set traps. And it might have been so easy—it can all be done so easily.’ 

'I'hat hangs in my memory as the refrain of that council, ‘It can all be done 
so easily,’ but when they said it then, it came to my ears with a quality of 
enormous refreshment and power. It can all be done so easily, given 
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frankness, given courage. 'I'ime was when these platitudes had the freshness 
and wonder of a gospel. 

In this enlarged outlook the war with the (iermans—that mythical, 
heroic, armed female, (iermany, had vanished from men’s imaginations— 
was a mere exhausted episode. A truce had already been arranged by 
Melmount, and these ministers, after some marvelling reminiscences, set 
aside the matters of peace as a mere question of particular arrangements.. . . 
'rhe whole scheme of the world’s government had become fluid and 
provisional in their minds, in small details as in great, the unanalysable 
tangle of wards and vestries, districts and municipalities, counties, states, 
boards, and nations, the interlacing, overlapping, and conflicting authori¬ 
ties, the felt of little interests and claims, in which an innumerable and insa¬ 
tiable multitude of lawwers, agents, managers, bosses, organisers lived like 
fleas in a dirty old coat, the web of the conflicts, jealousies, heated patchings 
up and jobbings apart, of the t)ld order—they flung it all on one side. 

‘What are the new necds?^' said Melmount. ‘This muddle is too rotten to 
handle. We're beginning again. Well, let us begin afresh.' 



‘Let us begin afresh!’ 'This piece of obvious common sense seemed then to 
me instinct with courage, the noblest of words. My heart went out to him as 
he spoke. It was, indeed, that day as vague as it was valiant; we did not at all 
see the forms of what we were thus beginning. All that we saw was the clear 
inevitableness that the old order should end. . . . 

And then in a little space of time mankind in halting but effeetual 
brotherhood was moving out to make its world anew. 'I'hose early years, 
those first and second decades of the new epoch, were in their daily detail a 
time of rejoicing toil; one saw chiefly one’s own share in that, and little of the 
whole. It is only now that I look back at it all from these ripe years, from this 
high lower, that 1 see the dramatic sequence of its changes, see the cruel old 
confusions of the ancient time become clarified, simplified, and dissolve and 
vanish away. Where is that old world now? Where is London, that sombre 
city of smoke and drifting darkness, full of the deep roar and haunting 
music of disorder, with its oily, shining, mud-rimmed, barge-crowded 
river, its black pinnacles and blackened dome, its sad wildernesses of smut- 
greyed houses, its myriads of draggled prostitutes, its millions of hurrying 
clerks? 'I'he very leaves upon its trees were foul with greasy black 
defilements. Where is lime-white Paris, with its green and disciplined 
foliage, its hard unflinching tastefulness, its smartly organised viciousness, 
and the myriads of w’orkers, noisily shod, streaming over the bridges in the 
grey cold light of dawn? Where is New York, the high city of clangour and 
infuriated energy, wind swept and competition swept, its huge buildings 
jostling one another and straining ever upward for a place in the sky, the 
fallen pitilessly overshadowed? Where are its lurking corners of heavy and 
costly luxury, the shameful bludgeoning bribing vice of its ill-ruled 
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underways, and all the gaunt extravagant ugliness of its strenuous life? And 
where now is Philadelphia^ with its innumerable small and isolated homes, 
and Chicago with its interminable bloodstained stockyards, its polygot 
underworld of furious discontent? 

All these vast cities have given way and gone, even as my native Potteries 
and the Hlack Country have gone, and the lives that were caught, crippled, 
starved, and maimed amidst their labyrinths, their forgotten and neglected 
maladjustments, and their vast, inhuman, ill-conceived industrial mach¬ 
inery have escaped—to life. 'I'hose cities of growth and accident are 
altogether gone, never a chimney smokes about our world today, and the 
sound of the weeping of children who toiled and hungered, the dull despair 
of overburdened women, the noise of brute quarrels in alleys, all shameful 
pleasures and all the ugly grossness of wealthy pride have gone with them, 
with the utter change in our lives. As I look back into the past 1 see a vast 
exultant dust of house-breaking and removal rise up into the clear air that 
followed the hour of the green vapours, I live again the Year of'lents, the 
Year of Scaffolding, and like the triumph of a new theme in a piece of 
music—the great cities of our new days arise. C'ome Caerlyon and 
Armedon, the twin cities of lower Imgland, with the winding summer city 
of the Thames between, and I sec the gaunt dirt of old Hdinburgh die to rise 
again white and tall beneath the shadow of her ancient hill; and Dublin too, 
reshaped, returning enriched, fair, spacious, the city of rich laughter and 
warm hearts, gleaming gaily in a shaft of sunlight through the soft warm 
rain. I sec the great cities America has planned and made; the (loldcn C^ity, 
with ever-ripening fruit along its broad warm ways, and the bell-glad City 
of a Thousand Spires. I see again as I have seen, the city of theatres and 
meeting-places, the City of the Sunlight I^ight, and the new city that is still 
called Utah; and dominated by its observatory dome and the plain and 
dignified lines of the university facade upon the cliff, Martenabar the great 
white winter city of the upland snows. And the lesser places, too, the town¬ 
ships, the quiet resting-places, villages half forest with a brawl of streams 
down their streets, villages, laced with avenues of cedar, villages of garden, 
of roses and wonderful flowers and the perpetual humming of bees. And 
through all the world go our children, our sons the old world would have 
made into servile clerks and shopmen, plough drudges and servants; our 
daughters who were erst anaemic drudges, prostitutes, sluts, anxiety-racked 
mothers or sere, repining failures; they go about this world glad and brave, 
learning, living, doing, happy and rejoicing, brave and free. I think of them 
wandering in the clear quiet of the ruins of Rome, among the tombs of Rgypt 
or the temples of Athens, of their coming to Mainington and its strange 
happiness, to Orba and the wonder of its white and slender tower. .. . Hut 
who can tell of the fulness and pleasure of life, who can number all our new 
cities in the world?—cities made by the loving hands of men for living men, 
cities men weep to enter, so fair they arc, so gracious and so kind.... 

Some vision surely of these things must have been vouchsafed me as I sat 
there behind Mclmount’s couch, but now my knowledge of accomplished 
things has mingled with and effaced my expectations. Something indeed I 
must have foreseen—or else why was my heart so glad? 



BOOK THREE 

THE NEW WORLD 





LOVE AFTER l^HE CHANGE 
I 


So far 1 have said nothing of Nettie. 1 have departed widely from my 
individual story. 1 have tried to give you the effect of the change in relation 
to the general framework of human life, its effect of swift, magnificent dawn, 
of an overpow^ering letting in and inundation of light, and the spirit of 
living. In my memory all my life before the Change has the quality of a dark 
passage, with the dimmest side gleams of beauty that come and go. I'he rest 
is dull pain and darkness. 'I'hen suddenly the walls, the bitter confines, are 
smitten and vanish, and I walk, blinded, perplexed, and yet rejoicing, in this 
sweet, beautiful world, in its fair incessant variety, its satisfaction, its 
opportunities, exultant in this glorious gift of life. Had I the power of music 
I would make a world-wide moiif swell and amplify, gather to itself this 
theme and that, and rise at last to sheer ecstasy of triumph and rejoicing. It 
should be all sound, all pride, all the hope of outselting in the morning 
brightness, all the glee of une.xpected happenings, all the gladness of painful 
effort suddenly come to its reward; it should be like blossoms new opened 
and the happy play of children, like tearful, happy mothers holding their 
first-born, like cities building ti) the sound of music, and great ships, all 
hung with Hags and wine-bespattered, gliding down through cheering 
multitudes to their first meeting with the sea. t hrough it all should march 
Hope, confident Hope, radiant and invincible, until at last it would be the 
triumph march of Hope the conqueror, coming with trumpelings and 
banners through the wide-fiung gates of the world. 

And then out i)f that luminous haze of gladness comes Nettie, 
transligured. 

So she came again to me—amazing, a thing incredibly forgotten. 

She comes back, and Verrall is in her company. She comes back into my 
memories now, just as she came back then, rather quaintly at first—at first 
not seen very clearly, a little distorted by intervening things, seen with a 
doubt, as I saw her through the slightly discoloured panes of crinkled glass 
in the window of the Menton post-oftice and grocer's shop. It was on the 
second day after the Change, and I had been sending telegrams for 
Melmount, who was making arrangements for his departure for Downing 
Street. I saw the two of them at first as small, flawed figures. The glass made 
them seem curved, and it enhanced and altered their gestures and paces. I 
felt it became me to say ‘Peace' to them, and I went out, to the jangling ot 
the door-bell. At the sight of me they stopped short, and Verrall cried with 
the note of one who has sought, ‘Here he is!' and Nettie cried, ‘Willie!' 

I went towards them, and all the perspectives of my reconstructed 
universe altered as I did so. 
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I seemed lo see these two for the first time; how fine they were, how 
graceful and human. It was as though I had never really looked at them 
before, and, indeed, always before I had beheld them through a mist of 
selfish passion. They had shared the universal darkness and dwarfing of the 
former time; they shared the universal exaltation of the new. Now suddenly 
Nettie, and the love of Nettie, a great passion for Nettie, lived again in me. 
'Fhis change which had enlarged men’s hearts had made no end to love. 
Indeed, it had enormously enlarged and glorified love. She stepped into the 
centre of that dream of world reconstruction that filled my mind and took 
possession of it all. A little wisp of hair had blown across her cheek, her lips 
fell apart in that sweet smile of hers; her eyes were full of wonder, of a 
welcoming scrutiny, of an infinitely courageous friendliness. 

I took her outstretched hand, and wonder overwhelmed me. ‘I wanted to 
kill you,’ I said simply, trying to grasp that idea. It seemed now like 
stabbing the stars, or murdering the sunlight. 

‘Afterwards we looked for you,’ said Verrall; ‘and we could not find 
you. ... We heard another shot.’ 

I turned my eyes to him, and Nettie’s hand fell from me. It was then I 
thought of how they had fallen together, and what it must have been to have 
awakened in that dawn with Nettie by one’s side. I had a vision of them as 1 
had glimpsed them last amidst the thicking vapours, close together, hand in 
hand. The green hawks of the Change spread their darkling wings above 
their last stumbling paces. So they fell. And awoke—lovers together in a 
morning of Paradise. Who can tell how bright the sunshine was to them, 
how fair the flowers, how sweet the singing of the birds? . .. 

This was the thought of my heart. But my lips were saying, ‘When I 
awoke I threw my pistol away.’ Sheer blankness kept my thoughts silent for 
a little while; I said empty things. ‘I am very glad I did not kill you—that 
you are here, so fair and well.... 

‘I am going back to Clayton on the day after to-morrow,’ I said, breaking 
away to explanations. ‘I have been writing shorthand here for Melmount, 
but that is almost over now... .’ 

Neither of them said a word, and though all facts had suddenly ceased to 
matter anything, I went on informatively, ‘He is to be taken to Downing 
Street, where there is a proper staff, so that there will be no need of me. ... 
Of course, you’re a little perplexed at my being with Melmount. You see I 
met him—by accident—directly I recovered. I found him with a broken 
ankle—in that lane.... I am to go now to the Four Towns to help prepare a 
report. So that I am glad to see you both again’—I found a catch in my 
voice—‘to say good-bye to you, and wish you well.’ 

I’his was after the quality of what had come into my mind when first I saw 
them through the grocer’s window, but it was not what I felt and thought as 
I said it. I went on saying it because otherwise there would have been a gap. 
It had come to me that it was going to be hard to part from Nettie. My words 
sounded with an effect of unreality. I stopped, and we stood for a moment in 
silence looking at one another. 

It was I, I think, who was discovering most. I was realising for the first 
time how little the Change had altered in my essential nature. I had 
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forgotten this business of love for a time in a world of wonder. That was all. 
Nothing was lost from my nature, nothing had gone, only the power of 
thought and restraint had been wonderfully increased, and new interests 
had been forced upon me. The Green Vapours had passed, our minds were 
swept and garnished, but we were ourselves still, though living in a new and 
finer air. My affinities were unchanged; Nettie’s personal charm for me was 
only quickened by the enhancement of my perceptions. In her presence, 
meeting her eyes, instantly my desire, no longer frantic but sane, was awake 
again. 

It was just like going to Checkshill in the old time, after writing about 
socialism. . . . 

I relinquished her hand. It was absurd to part in these terms. 

So we all felt it. We hung awkwardly over our sense of that. It was Verrall, 
I think, who shaped the thought for me, and said that to-morrow then we 
must meet and say good-bye, and so turned our encounter into a transitory 
making of arrangements. We settled we would come to the inn at Menton, 
all three of us, and take our midday meal together.... 

Yes, it was clear that was all we had to say ... now. 

We parted a little awkwardly. I went on down the village street, not 
looking back, surprised at myself, and infinitely perplexed. It was as if I had 
discovered something overlooked that disarranged all my plans, something 
entirely disconcerting. For the first time I went back preoccupied and 
without eagerness to Melmount’s work. I wanted to go on thinking about 
Nettie; my mind had suddenly become voluminously productive concern¬ 
ing her and Verrall. 


2 


'The talk we three had together in the dawn of the new time is very strongly 
impressed upon my memory. 'Fhere w'as something fresh and simple about 
it, something young and flushed and exalted. We took up, we handled with a 
certain naive timidity, the most difficult questions the Change had raised for 
men to answer. I recall we made little of them. All the old scheme of human 
life had dissolved and passed away, the narrow competitiveness, the greed 
and base aggression, the jealous aloofness of soul from soul. Where had it 
left us? 'Fhat was what we and a thousand million others were 
discussing. . . . 

It chances that this last meeting with Nettie is inseparably associated—I 
don’t know why— with the landlady of the Menton inn. 

'The Menton inn was one of the rare pleasant corners of the old order; it 
was an inn of an unusual prosperity, much frequented by visitors from 
Shaphambury, and given to the serving of lunches and teas. It had a broad 
mossy bowling-green, and round about it were creeper-covered arbours 
amidst beds of snap-dragons, and hollyhock, and blue delphinium, and 
many such tall familiar summer flowers. These stood out against a 
background of laurels and holly, and above these again rose the gables of the 
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inn and its signpost—whitc-horscd George slaying the dragon—against 
copper beeches under the sky. 

While I waited for Nettie and Vcrrall in this agreeable trysting-placc, I 
talked to the landlady—a broad-shouldered, smiling, freckled woman— 
about the morning of the (Change. That motherly, abundant, red-haired 
figure of health was buoyantly sure that everything in the world was now to 
be changed for the better. That confidence, and something in her voice, 
made me love her as I talked to her. ‘Now^ we’re aw'ake,’ she said, ‘all sorts of 
things will be put right that hadn’t any sense in them. Why? Oh! I’m sure of 
it.' 

Her kind blue eyes met mine in an infinitude of friendliness. Her lips in 
her pauses shaped in a pretty faint smile. 

Old tradition was strong in us; all Hnglish inns in those days charged the 
unexpected, and I asked what our lunch w^as to cost. 

‘Pay or not,' she said, ‘and what you like. It's holiday these days. I 
suppose w’e'll still have paying and charging, however we manage it, but it 
won't be the worry it has been—that I feel sure. It's the part I never had no 
fancy for. Many a time I peeped through the bushes worrying to think what 
w^as just and right to me and mine, and what would send 'em away satisfied. 
It isn't the money I care for. There’ll be mighty changes, be sure of that; but 
here I’ll stay, and make people happy—them that go by on the roads. It's a 
pleasant place here when people are merry; it's only when they’re jealous or 
mean, or tired, or eat up beyond any stomach's digesting, or when they got 
the drink in ’em that Satan comes into this garden. Many's the happy face 
I’ve seen here, and many that come again like friends, but nothing to equal 
what’s going to be, now' things are being set right.’ 

She smiled, that bounteous woman, with the joy of life and hope. ‘You 
shall have an omelette,’ she said, ‘you and your friends; such an omelette— 
like they’ll have 'em in heaven! I feel there’s cooking in me these days like 
I’ve never cooked before. I’m rejoiced to have it to do.. ..' 

It was just then that Nettie and Vcrrall appeared under a rustic archway 
of crimson roses that led out from the inn. Nettie wore w hite and a sun-hat, 
and Vcrrall was a figure of grey, ‘I lere arc my friends,' 1 said; but for all the 
magic of the Change, something passed athwart the sunlight in my soul like 
the passing of the shadow' of a cloud. ‘A pretty couple,’ said the landlady, as 
they crossed the velvet green towards us... . 

'I'hcy were indeed a pretty couple, but that did not greatly gladden me. 
No—I winced a little at that. 


3 


This old newspaper, this first reissue of the New Paper desiccated last relic 
of a vanished age, is like the little piece of identification the superstitious of 
the old days—those queer religionists who brought a certain black-clad Mrs 
Piper to the help of Christ—used to put into the hand of a clairvoyant. At 
the crisp touch of it I look across a gulf of fifty years and see again the three 
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of us sitting about that tabic in the arbour, and I smell again the smell of the 
sweet-brier that filled the air about us, and hear in our long pauses the 
abundant murmuring of bees among the heliotrope of the borders. 

It is the dawn of the new time, but we still bear the marks and liveries of 
the old. 

I see myself, a dark, ill-dressed youth, with the bruise Lord Kedcar gave 
me still blue and yellow beneath my jaw; and young Verrall sits corncrwisc 
to me, belter grow'n, belter dressed, fair and quiet, two years my senior 
indeed, but looking no older than 1 because of his light complexion; and 
opposite me is Nettie, w'ith dark eyes upon my face, graver and more 
beautiful than I had ever seen her in the former time. Her dress is still that 
white one she had worn when I came upon her in the park, and still about 
her dainty neck she wears her string of pearls and that little coin of gold. She 
is so much the same, she is so changed; a girl then and now' a woman—and 
all my agony and all the marvel of the Change between! Over the end of the 
green table about which w'e sit, a spotless cloth is spread, it bears a pleasant 
lunch spread out with a simple equipage. Behind me is the liberal sunshine 
of the green and various garden. 1 see it all. Again I sit there, eating 
awkwardly, this paper lies upon the table and Verrall talks of the Change. 

‘You can't imagine,’ he says in his sure, fine accents, ‘how much the 
C.hange has destroyed of me. I still don't feel awake. Men of my sort are so 
tremendously made\ I never suspected it before.' 

He leans over the table towards me with an evident desire to make himself 
perfectly understood. ‘I find myself like some creature that is taken out of its 
shell—s(^ft and new. I was trained to dress in a certain way, to behave in a 
certain way, to think in a certain way; I see now’ it’s all wrong and narrow— 
most of it anyhow—a system of class shibboleths. Wc w’cre decent to each 
other in order to be a gang to the rest of the w orld, (ientlemcn indeed! But 
it's perplexing-’ 

I can hear his voice saying that now’, and see the lift of his eyebrows and 
his pleasant smile. 

He paused. 1 le had wanted to say that, but it was not the thing we had to 
say. 

1 leaned forward a little and took hold of my glass very tightly. ‘You tw( . 

1 said, ‘will marry?''’ 

'I'hey ku>ked at one another. 

Nettie spoke very softly. ‘1 did not mean to marry w hen I came away,’ she 
said. 

‘1 know,’ I answ’ered. 1 looked up with a sense ol effort and met Verrall s 
eyes. 

He answered me. ‘I think we two have joined our lives.... But the thing 
that took us was a sort of madness.’ 

I nodded. ‘All passion,’ I said, ‘is madness.’ 'Then I tell into a doubling ot 
those words. 

‘Why did we do these things?' he said, turning to her suddenly. 

Her hands were clasped under her chin, her eyes downcast. 

‘We had to,’ she said, with her old trick ot inadequate expression. 

I'hen she seemed to open out suddenly. 
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‘Willie,’ she cried with a sudden directness, with her eyes appealing to 
me, ‘I didn’t mean to treat you badly—indeed I didn’t. I kept thinking of 
you—and of father and mother, all the time. Only it didn’t seem to move 
me. It didn’t move me not one bit from the way I had chosen.’ 

‘Chosen!’ I said. 

‘Something seemed to have hold of me,’ she admitted. ‘It’s all so 
unaccountable....’ 

She gave a little gesture of despair. 

Verrall’s fingers played on the cloth for a space. 'I'hen he turned his face 
to me again. 

‘Something said “Take her.’’ Hverything. It w^as a raging desire—for her. 
I don’t know. Everything contributed to that—or counted for nothing. 
You-’ 

‘Go on,’ said I. 

‘When I knew of you-’ 

I looked at Nettie. ‘You never told him about me?’ I said, feeling, as it 
were, a sting out of the old time. 

Verrall answered for her. ‘No. But things dropped; I saw you that night, 
my instincts were all awake. I knew it was you.’ 

‘You triumphed over me? ... If I could I would have triumphed over 
you,’ I said. ‘But go on!’ 

‘Everything conspired to make it the finest thing in life. It had an air of 
generous recklessness. It meant mischief, it might mean failure in that life of 
politics and affairs for which I was trained, which it was my honour to 
follow. That made it all the finer. It meant ruin or misery for Nettie. 'I’hat 
made it all the finer. No sane or decent man would have approved of what 
we did. That made it more splendid than ever. I had all the advantages of 
position and used them basely. That mattered not at all.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said; ‘it is true. And the same dark wave that lifted you, swept me 
on to follow. With that revolver—and blubbering with hate. And the word 
to you, Nettie, what was it? “Give?” Hurl yourself down the steep?’ 

Nettie’s hands fell upon the table. ‘I can’t tell what it was,’ she said, 
speaking barehearted straight to me. ‘Girls aren’t trained as men are trained 
to look into their minds. I can’t see it yet. All sorts of mean little motives 
were there—over and above the “must.’’ Mean motives. I kept thinking of 
his clothes.’ She smiled—a flash of brightness at Verrall. ‘I kept thinking of 
being like a lady and sitting in an hotel—with men like butlers waiting. It’s 
the dreadful truth, Willie. Things as mean as that! Things meaner than 
that!’ 

I can see her now pleading with me, speaking with a frankness as bright 
and amazing as the dawn of the first great morning. 

‘It wasn’t all mean,’ I said slowly, after a pause. 

‘No!’ They spoke together. 

‘But a woman chooses more than a man does,’ Nettie added. ‘I saw it all in 
little bright pictures. Do you know—^that jacket—there’s something—You 
won’t mind my telling you? But you won’t now!’ 

I nodded, ‘No.’ 

She spoke as if she spoke to my soul, very quietly and very earnestly, 
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seeking to give the truth. ‘Something cottony in that cloth of yours,’ she 
said. ‘I know there’s something horrible in being swung round by things 
like that, but they did swing me round. In the old time—to have confessed 
that! And I hated Clayton—and the grime of it. I’hat kitchen! Your 
mother’s dreadful kitchen! And besides, Willie, I was afraid of you. I didn't 
understand you and I did him. It’s different now—but then I knew what he 
meant. And there was his voice.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said to Verrall, making these discoveries quietly, ‘yes, Verrall, 
you have a good voice. Queer I never thought of that before!’ 

We sat silently for a time before our vivisected passions. 

‘Gods!’ I cried, ‘and there was our poor little top-hamper of intelligence 
on all these waves of instinct and wordless desire, these foaming things of 
touch and sight and feeling, like—like a coop of hens washed overboard and 
clucking amidst the seas.’ 

Verrall laughed approval of the image 1 had struck out, ‘A week ago,’ he 
said, trying it further, ‘we were clinging to our chicken coops and going with 
the heave and pour. That was true enough a week ago. Hut to-day-?’ 

‘'l\)-day,' I said, ‘the wind has fallen. 'The world storm is over. And each 
chicken coop has changed by a miracle to a vessel that makes head against 
the sea.’ 



‘What are we to do?’ asked Verrall. 

Nettie drew a deep crimson carnation from the bowl before us, and began 
very neatly and deliberately to turn down the sepals of its calyx and remove, 
one by one, its petals. I remember that went on through all our talk. She put 
those ragged crimson shreds in a long row and adjusted them and readjusted 
them. When at last I was alone with these vestiges the pattern was still 
incomplete. 

‘Well,’ said I, ‘the matter seems fairly simple. You two’—I swallowed 
it—‘love one another.’ 

I paused. They answered me by silence, by a thoughtful silence. 

‘You belong to each other. 1 have thought it over and looked at it from 
many points of view. I happened to want—impossible things.... I behaved 
badly. I had no right to pursue you.’ I turned to Verrall. ‘You hold yourself 
bound to her?’ 

He nodded assent. 

‘No social influence, no fading out of all this generous clearness in the 
air—for that might happen—will change you back.-*. ..' 

He answered me with honest eyes meeting mine, ‘No, Leadford, no! 

‘I did not know you,’ I said. ‘I thought of you as something very different 
from this.’ 

‘1 was,’ he interpolated. 

‘Now,’ I said, ‘it is all changed.’ 

I'hen 1 halted—for my thread had slipped away from me. 
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‘As for me,’ I went on, and glanced at Nettie’s downcast face, and then sat 
forward with my eyes upon the flowers between us, ‘since I am swayed and 
shall be swayed by an affection for Nettie, since that afl'ection is rich with 
the seeds of desire, since to see her yours and wholly yours is not to be 
endured by me—I must turn about and go from you; you must avoid me and 
I you. .. . We must divide the world like Jacob and b’sau. ... I must direct 
myself with all the will I have to other things. After all—this passion is not 
life! It is perhaps for brutes and savages, but for men—no! We must part 
and I must forget. What else is there but that?’ 

I did not look up, I sat very tense with the red petals printing an indelible 
memory in my brain, but I felt the assent of Vcrrall's pose, 'fhere were some 
moments of silence. Then Nettie spoke. ‘Hut—' she said, and ceased. 

I waited for a little while. I sighed and leaned back in my chair. ‘It is 
perfectly simple,' I smiled, ‘now that we have cool heads.’ 

‘But is it simple?’ asked Nettie, and slashed my discourse out of being. 

I looked up and found her with her eyes on Verrall. ‘You sec,’ she said, ‘I 
like Willie. It's hard to say what one feels—but I don't want him to gi^ away 
like that.’ 

‘But then,’ objected Verrall, ‘how-?’ 

‘No,’ said Nettie, and swept her half-arranged carnation petals back into a 
heap of confusion. She began to arrange them very quickly into one long 
straight line. 

‘It’s so difficult—I’ve never before in all my life tried to get to the botH)m 
of my mind. I w one thing I’ve not treated Willie properly. I le—he counted 
on me. I know he did. I was his hope. I was a promised delight—something, 
something to crown life—better than anything he had ever had. And a secret 
pride.... He lived upon me. I knew*—when we two began to meet together, 
you and I— It was a sort of treachery to him-’ 

‘Treachery!’ I said. ‘You were only feeling your way through all these 
perplexities.’ 

‘You thought it treachery.’ 

‘I don’t know.’ 

‘I did. In a sense I think so still. b\)r you had need of me.’ 

I made a slight protest at this doctrine and fell thinking. 

‘And even when he was trying to kill us,’ she said to her lover, ‘I felt for 
him down in the bottom of my mind. I can understand all the horrible 
things, the humiliation—the humiliation! he went through.’ 

‘Yes,’ 1 said, ‘but I don’t see-’ 

‘/ don’t see. I’m only trying to see. But you know, Willie, you are a part of 
my life. I have known you longer than I have known Edward. I know you 
better. Indeed I know you with all my heart. You think all your talk was 
throwm away upon me, that I never understood that side of you, or your 
ambitions or anything. 1 did. More than I thought at the time. Now—now it 
is all clear to me. What I had to understand in you was something deeper 
than Edward brought me. I have it now.... You are a part of my life, and I 
don’t want to cut all that off from me now I have comprehended it, and 
thrown it away.’ 

‘But you love Verrall.’ 
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‘Love is such a queer thing!... Is there one love? I mean, only one love?’ 
She turned to Vcrrall. ‘I know I love you. I can speak out about that now. 
Before this morning I couldn’t have done. It’s just as though my mind had 
got out of a scented prison. But what is it, this love for you? It’s a mass of 
fancies—things about you—ways you look, ways you have. It’s the senses— 
and the senses of certain beauties. Mattery too, things you said, hopes and 
deceptions for myself. And all that had rolled up together and taken to itself 
the wild help of those deep emotions that slumbered in my body; it seemed 
everything. But it wasn’t. How can I describe it? It was like having a very 
bright lamp with a thick shades—everything else in the room was hidden. 
Bui you take the shade off and there they are—it is the same light—still 
there! Only it lights everyone!’ 

Her voice ceased, h’or a while no one spoke, and Nettie, with a quick 
movement, swept the petals into the shape of a pyramid. 

iMgures of speech always distract me, and it ran through my mind like 
some puzzling refrain, ‘It is still the same light. . . 

‘No woman believes these things,’ she asserted abruptly. 

‘What things?' 

‘No woman ever has believed them.’ 

‘You have to choose a man,’ said Vcrrall, apprehending her before I did. 

‘We’re brought up to that. We’re told—it’s in books, in stories, in the way 
people look, in the way they behave—one day there will come a man. He will 
be everything, no one else will be anything. Leave everything else; live in 
him.’ 

‘And a man, too, is taught that of some woman,’ said Vcrrall. 

‘Only men don’t believe it! I’hey have more obstinate minds. ... Men 
have never behaved as though they believed it. One need not be old to know 
that. By nature they don’t believe it. But a woman believes nothing by 
nature. She goes into a mould hiding her secret thoughts almost from 
herself.’ 

‘She used to,’ I said. 

‘Yt)u haven’t,’ said Verrall, ‘anyhow.’ 

‘I’ve come out. It’s this comet. And Willie. And because I never really 
believed in the mould at all—even if I thought I did. It’s stupid to send 
Willie off—shamed, cast out, never to see him again—when I like him as 
much as I do. It is cruel, it is wicked and ugly, to prance over him as if he 
was a defeated enemy, and pretend I’m going to be happy just the same. 
There’s no sense in a rule of life that prescribes that. It’s selfish. It’s brutish. 
It’s like something that has no sense. I—’ there was a sob in her voice. 
‘Willie! I won't.^ 

I sat lowering, I mused with my eyes upon her quick fingers. 

‘It is brutish,’ 1 said at last, with a careful unemotional deliberation. 
‘Nevertheless—it is in the nature of things.. .. No!... You see, after all, we 
are still half brutes, Nettie. And men, as you say, are more obstinate than 
w^omen. 'I’he comet hasn’t altered that; it’s only made it clearer. We have 
come into being through a tumult of blind forces.... I come back to what I 
said just now! we have found our poor reasonable minds, our wills to live 
well, ourselves, adrift on a wash of instincts, passions, instinctive 
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prejudices, half animal stupidities. ... Here we are like people clinging to 
something—like people awakening—upon a raft." 

‘We come back at last to my question,’ said Verrall, softly; ‘what are we to 
do?’ 

‘Part,’ I said. ‘You sec, Nettie, these bodies of ours are not the bodies of 
angels. They are the same bodies—I have read somewhere that in our bodies 
you can find evidence of the lowliest ancestry; that about inir inward ears—I 
think it is—and about our teeth, there remains still something of the fish, 
that there are bones that recall little—what is it?—marsupial forbears—and a 
hundred traces of the ape. Pven your beautiful body, Nettie, carries this 
taint. No! Hear me out.’ I leaned forward earnestly. ‘Our emotions, our 
passions, our desires, the substance of them, like the substance of our bodies, 
is an animal, a competing thing, as well as a desiring thing. You speak to us 
now a mind to minds— one can do that when one has had exercise and when 
one has eaten, when one is not doing anything—but when one turns to live, 
one turns again to matter.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Nettie, slowly following me, ‘but you control it.’ 

‘Only through a measure of obedience. I'herc is no magic in the 
business—to conquer matter, we must divide the enemy, and take matter as 
an ally. Nowadays it is indeed true, by faith a man can remove mountains; he 
can say to a mountain. Be thou removed and be thou cast into the sea; but he 
does it because he helps and trusts his brother men, because he has the wit 
and patience and courage to win over to his side iron, steel, obedience, 
dynamite, cranes, trucks, the money of other people. . . . 'I’o conquer my 
desire for you, I must not perpetually thwart it by your presence; I must gi> 
away so that I may not see you, I must take up other interests, thrust myself 
into struggles and discussions-’ 

‘And forget?’ said Nettie. 

‘Not forget,’ I said; ‘but anyhow—cease to brinni upon you.’ 

She hung on that for some moments, 

‘No,’ she said, demolished her last pattern and looked up at Verrall as he 
stirred. 

Verrall leaned forward on the table, elbows upon it, and the lingers of his 
two hands intertwined. 

‘You know,’ he said, ‘I haven’t thought much of these things. At school 
and the University, one doesn’t. ... It was part of the system to prevent it. 
They’ll alter all that, no doubt. We seem’—he thought—‘to be skating about 
over questions that one came to at last in Greek—with varit)rum readings— 
in Plato, but which it never occurred to any one to translate out of a dead 
language into living realities. . . .’ He halted and answered some unspoken 
question from his own mind with, ‘No. I think with Leadford, Nettie, that, 
as he put it, it is in the nature of things for men to be exclusive.. .. Minds arc 
free things and go about the world, but only one man can possess a woman. 
You must dismiss rivals. We arc made for the struggle for existence—we are 
the struggle for existence; the things that live arc the struggle for existence 
incarnate—and that works out that the men struggle for their mates; for each 
woman one prevails. The others go away.’ 

‘Like animals,’ said Nettie. 
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‘Yes. . . 

‘There arc many things in life,’ I said, ‘but that is the rough universal 
truth.’ 

‘But,’ said Nettie, "you don’t struggle. 'I hat has been altered because men 
have minds.’ 

‘You choose,’ I said. 

‘If I don’t choose to choose?’ 

‘You have chosen.’ 

She gave a little impatient ‘Oh! Why are women always the slaves of sex? 
Is this great age of Reason and Light that has come to alter nothing of that? 
And men too! I think it is all—stupid! I do not believe this is the right solu¬ 
tion (T the thing, or anything but the bad habits of the time that was. . . . 
I nstinct! You don’t let your instincts rule you in a lot of other things. I lerc am 
between you. Here is lidward. I—love him because he is gay and pleasant, 
and because—because I like him! Here is Willie—a part of me—my first 
secret, my oldest friend! Why must I mil have both? Am I not a mind that 
you must think of me as nothing but a woman? imagine me always as a thing 
to struggle for?’ She paused; then she made her distressful proposition to 
me. ‘Let us three keep together,’ she said. ‘Let us not part. 'I’o part is hate, 
VC’illie. Why should we not anyhinv keep friends? Meet and talk?’ 

‘'I'alk?’ I said. ‘About this sort of thing?’ 

I looked across at Verrall and met his eyes, and we studied one another. It 
was the clean, straight scrutiny of honest antagonism. ‘No,’ I decided. 
‘Between us, nothing of that sort can be.’ 

‘liver?’ said Nettie. 

‘Never,’ I said, convinced, 

I made an elVort within myself. ‘We cannot tamper with the law and 
custimis of these things,’ I said; ‘these passions arc too close to one’s 
essential self. Better surgery than a lingering disease! b'rom Nettie my 
love—asks all. A man’s love is not devotiim—it is a demand, a challenge. 
And besides’—and here I forced my theme—‘I have given myself now to a 
new mistress—and it is I, Nettie, who am unfaithful. Behind you and above 
you rises the coming ('ity of the World, and I am in that building. Dear 
heart! you are only happiness—and that— Indeed that calls! If it is only that 
my life blood shall christen the foundation stones—I could almost hope that 
should be my part, Nettie—I will join myself in that.’ I threw all the 
conviction I could into these words. . .. ‘No conflict of passion,’ I added a 
little lamely, ‘must distract me.’ 

There was a pause. 

‘Then we must part,’ said Nettie, with the eyes of a woman one strikes in 
the face. 

I nodded assent. . . . 

'There was a little pause, and then I stood up. We stood up, all three. We 
parted almost sullenly, with no more memorable words, and I was left 
presently in the arbour alone. 

I do not think I watched them go. I only remember myself left there 
somehow—horribly empty and alone. I sat down again and fell into a deep 
shapeless musing. 
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Suddenly I lucked up. Nettie had come back and stood looking down at me. 

‘Since we talked I have been thinking,’ she said. ‘Edward has let me come 
to you alone. And I feel perhaps 1 can talk better to you alone.’ 

I said nothing and that embarrassed her. 

‘I don’t think we ought to part,’ she said. 

‘No—I don’t think we ought to part,’ she repeated. 

‘One lives,’ she said, ‘in different ways. I wonder if you will understand 
what I am saying, Willie. It is hard to say what I feel. Hut I want it said. If 
we are to part for ever I want it said— very plainly. Always before I have 
had the W'oman’s instinct and the woman’s training which makes one hide. 
But—Edward is not all of me. I'hink of what I am saying—Edward is not all 
of me. ... I wish I could tell you better how I see it. I am ni>t all of myself. 
You, at any rate, are a part of me and I cannot bear to leave you. And 1 
cannot sec why I should leave you. 'I'hcre is a sort of blood link between us, 
Willie. We grew together. We are in one another’s bones. I understand you. 
Now indeed I understand. In some way I have come to an understanding at 
a stride. Indeed I understand you and your dream. I want to help you. 
Edward—Edward has no dreams. ... It is dreadful to me, Willie, ti> think 
we two are to part.’ 

‘But we have settled that—part we must.’ 

‘But ivhyT 

‘I love you.’ 

‘Well, and why should I hide it, Willie?—I love you. ... ’ Our eyes met. 
She flushed, she went on resolutely: ‘You arc stupid. I’he whole thing is 
stupid. I love you both.’ 

I said, ‘You do not understand what you say. No!’ 

‘You mean that 1 must go.’ 

‘Yes, yes. Go!’ 

For a moment we looked at one another, mute, as though deep down in 
the unfathomable darkness below the surface and present reality of things 
dumb meanings strove to be. She made to speak and desisted. 

‘But must I go?’ she said at last, with quivering lips, and the tears in her 
eyes wxre stars. Then she began, ‘Willie-’ 

‘Go!’ I interrupted her. ... ‘Yes.’ 

Then again we were still. 

She stood there, a tearful figure of pity, longing for me, pitying me. 
Something of that wider love that will carry our descendants at last out of all 
the limits, the hard, clear obligations of our personal life, moved us, like the 
first breath of a coming wind out of heaven that stirs and passes away. I had 
an impulse to take her hand and kiss it, and then a trembling came to me, 
and I knew that if I touched her, my strength would all pass from me.... 
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And so, standing at a distance one Irom the other, we parted, and Nettie 
went, reluctant and looking back, with the man she had chosen, to the lot 

she had chosen, out of my life—like the sunlight out of my life_ 

1 hen, you know, I suppose I folded up this new’spaper and put it in my 
pocket. But my memory of that meeting ends with the face of Nettie turning 
to go. 



I remember all that very distinctly to this day. I could almost vouch for the 
words I have pul int(^ our several mouths. 'I'hen comes a blank. 1 have a dim 
memory of being back in the house near the Links and the bustle of 
Melmount’s departure, of finding Parker's energy distasteful, and of going 
away down the riml with a strong desire to say good-bye to Melmount 
akmc. 

Perhaps I was already doubling my decision to part for ever from Nettie, 
for I think I had it in mind to tell him all that had been said and done.... 

I don't think I had a word with him v)r anything but a hurried hand clasp. 
1 am not sure. It has gone out of my mind. But I have a very clear and certain 
memory of my phase of bleak desolation as 1 watched his car recede and 
climb and vanish over Mapleborough Hill, and that I got there my first full 
and delinite intimation that, after all, this great (>hange and my new wide 
aims in life, were not to mean indiscriminate happiness for me. I had a sense 
of protest, as against e.xtrcme unfairness, as I saw him go. ‘It is too soon,' I 
said \o myself, ‘to leave me alone.’ 

I fell I had sacrificed too much, that after I had said good-bye to the hot 
immediate life of passion, to Nettie and desire, to physical and personal 
rivalry, to all that was most intensely myself, it was wrong to leave me alone 
and sore-hearted, io go on at once with these steely cold duties of the wider 
life. I fell newborn, and naked, and at a loss. 

‘Work!’ I said with an effort at the heroic, and turned about with a sigh, 
and I was glad that the way I had to go would at least take me to my 
mother. . . . 

But, curiously enough, I remember myself as being fairly cheerful in the 
town of Birmingham that night; I recall an active and interested mood. I 
spent the night in Birmingham because the train service was disarranged, 
and I could not go farther. 1 went to listen to a band that was playing its 
brassy old-world music in the public park, and I fell into conversation with 
a man who said he had been a reporter upon one of their minor local papers. 
He was full and keen upon all the plans of reconstruction that were now 
shaping over the lives of humanity, and I know that something of that noble 
dream came back to me with his words and phrases. We walked up to a place 
called Bournville by moonlight, and talked of the new social groupings that 
must replace the old isolated homes, and how the people would be housed. 

This Bournville was germane to that matter. It had been an attempt on 
the part of a private firm of manufacturers to improve the housing ol their 
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workers. To our ideas today it would seem the feeblest of benevolent efforts, 
but at the time it was extraordinary and famous, and people came long 
journeys to see its trim cottages with baths sunk under the kitchen floors (of 
all conceivable places), and other brilliant inventions. No one seemed to see 
the danger to liberty in that aggressive age, that might arise through making 
workpeople tenants and debtors of their employer, though an Act called the 
'IVuck Act had long ago intervened to prevent minor developments in the 
same direction. .. . Hut I and my chance acquaintance seemed that night 
always to have been aware of that possibility, and we had no doubt in our 
minds of the public nature of the housing duty. Our interest lay rather in the 
possibility of common nurseries and kitchens and public rooms that should 
economise toil and give people space and freedom. 

It was very interesting, but still a little cheerless; and when I lay in bed 
that night 1 thought of Nettie and the queer modifications of preference she 
had made, and among other things and in a way, 1 prayed. I prayed that 
night, let me confess it, to an image 1 had set up in my heart, an image that 
still serves with me as a symbol for things inconceivable, to a Master 
Artificer, the unseen captain of all who go about the building of the world, 
the making of mankind. 

But before and after I prayed I imagined I was talking and reasoning and 
meeting again WMth Nettie. . .. She never came into the temple of that 
worshipping with me. 


MY MOTHER’S LAST DAYS 

I 


Next day I came home to Clayton. 

'rhe new strange brightness of the world was all the brighter there, for the 
host of dark distressful memories, of darkened childhood, toilsome youth, 
embittered adolescence that w'ove about the place for me. It seemed to me 
that I saw morning there for the first time. No chimneys smoked that day, 
no furnaces were burning, the people were busy with other things. 'I'he 
clear strong sun, the sparkle in the dustless air, made a strange gaiety in the 
narrow streets. I passed a number of smiling people coming home from the 
public breakfasts that were given in the Town Hall until better things could 
be arranged, and happened on Parload among them. ‘You were right about 
that comet,' 1 sang out at the sight of him; and he came towards me and 
clasped my hand. 

‘What are people doing here?’ said I. 

‘I'hey’re sending us food from outside,’ he said, ‘and we’re going to level 
all these slums—and shift into tents on to the moors’; and he began to tell 
me of many things that were being arranged; the Midland land committees 
had got to work with remarkable celerity and directness of purpose, and the 
redistribution of population was already in its broad outlines planned. He 
was working at an improvised college of engineering. Until schemes of work 
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were made out, almost everyone was going to school again to get as much 
technical training as possible against the demands of the huge enterprise of 
reconstruction that was now beginning. 

He walked with me to my door, and there I met old Pettigrew coming 
down the steps. He looked dusty and tired, but his eye was brighter than it 
used to be, and he carried in a rather unaccustomed manner a workman’s 
tool basket. 

‘How’s the rheumatism, Mr Pettigrew?’ I asked. 

‘Dietary,’ said old Pettigrew, ‘can work wonders. ...’ He looked me 
in the eye. ‘'Phese houses,’ he said, ‘will have to come down, I suppose, 
and our notions of property must undergo very considerable revision— 
in the light of reason; but meanwhile I’ve been doing something to 
patch that disgraceful roof of mine! To think that I could have dodged 
and evaded-’ 

He raised a deprecatory hand, drew down the loose corners of his ample 
mouth, and shook his old head. 

‘'Phe past is past, Mr Pettigrew.’ 

‘Your p(H^r dear mother! So good and honest a woman! So simple and 
kind and forgiving! To think of it! My dear young man!’—he said it 
manfully—‘I’m ashamed.’ 

‘'Phe whole world blushed at dawn the other day, Mr Pettigrew,’ I said, 
‘and did it very prettily. 'Phat’s over now. Ciod knows, who is not ashamed 
of all that came before last "Puesday.’ 

I held out a forgiving hand, naively forgetful that in this place I was a 
thief, and he took it and went his way, shaking his head and repeating he was 
ashamed, but I think a little comforted. 

'Phe door (Opened and my poor old mother’s face, marvellously cleaned, 
appeared. ‘Ah, Willie, boy! You. You!’ 

I ran up the steps to her, for I feared she might fall. 

How she clung to me in the passage, the dear woman! . . . 

Hut first she shut the front door. The old habit of respect for my 
unaccountable temper still swayed her. ‘Ah deary!’ she said, ‘ah deary! But 
you were sorely tried,’ and kept her face close to my shoulder, lest she 
should offend me by the sight of the tears that welled within her. 

She made a sort of gulping noise and was quiet for a while, holding me 
very tightly to her heart with her worn, long hands. . .. 

She thanked me presently for my telegram, and I put my arm about her 
and drew her into the living room. 

‘It’s all well with me, mother dear,’ I said, ‘and the dark times are over— 
are done with for ever, mother.’ 

Whereupon she had courage and gave way and sobbed aloud, none 
chiding her. 

She had not let me know she could still weep for five grimy years. . . . 
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Dear heart! There remained for her but a very brief while in this world that 
had been renewed. I did not know how short that time would be, but the 
little I could do—perhaps after all it was not little to her—to atone for the 
harshness of my days of wrath and rebellion, I did. I took care to be 
constantly with her, for I perceived now her curious need of me. It was not 
that we had ideas to exchange or pleasures to share, but she liked to see me at 
table, to watch me working, to have me go to and fro. There was no toil for 
her any more in the world, but only such light services as are easy and 
pleasant for a worn and weary old woman to do, and I think she was happy 
even at her end. 

She kept to her queer old eighteenth-century version of religion, too, 
without a change. She had worn this particular amulet so long it was a part 
of her. Yet the Change was evident even in that persistence. I said to her one 
day, ‘But do you still believe in that hell of flame, dear mother? You—with 
your tender heart!’ 

She vowed she did. 

Some theological intricacy made it necessary to her, but still- 

She looked thoughtfully at a bank of primulas before her for a time, and 
then laid her tremulous hand impressively on my arm. ‘You know, Willie 
dear,’ she said, as though she was clearing up a childish misunderstanding 
of mine, ‘I don’t think anyone will there. 1 never did think that....’ 



That talk stands out in my memory because of that agreeable theological 
decision of hers, but it was only one of a great number of talks. It used to be 
pleasant in the afternoon, after the day’s work was done and before one went 
on with the evening’s study—how odd it would have seemed in the old time 
for a young man of the industrial class to be doing post-graduate work in 
sociology, and how much a matter of course it seems now!—to walk out into 
the gardens of Lowchester House, and smoke a cigarette or so and let her 
talk ramblingly of the things that interested her. ... Physically the Great 
Change did not do so very much to reinvigorate her—she had lived in that 
dismal underground kitchen in Clayton too long for any material 
rejuvenescence—she glowed out indeed as a dying spark among the ashes 
might glow under a draught of fresh air—^and assuredly it hastened her end. 
But those closing days were very tranquil, full of an eflfortless contentment. 
With her, life was like a rainy, windy day that clears only to show the sunset 
afterglow. The light has passed. She acquired no new habits amid the 
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comforts of the new life, did no new things, but only found a happier light 
upon the old. 

She lived with a number ot other old ladies belonging to our commune in 
the upper rooms of 1-owchester House, 'fhose upper apartments were 
simple and ample, line and well done in the Georgian style, and they had 
been organised to give the maximum of comfort and convenience and to 
economise the need of skilled attendance. We had taken over the various 
‘great houses,’ as they used to be called, to make communal dining-rooms 
and so forth—their kitchens were conveniently large—and pleasant places 
for the old people of over sixty whose time of ease had come, and for 
suchlike public uses. We had done this not only with Lord Redcar’s house, 
but also with Checkshill House—where old Mrs Verrall made a dignified 
and capable hostess—and indeed with most of the line residences in the 
beautiful wide country between the h'our Towns district and the Welsh 
mountains. About these great houses there had usually been good 
outbuildings, laundries, married servants’ quarters, stabling, dairies, and 
the like, suitably masked by trees; we turned these into homes, and to them 
we added first tents and wood chalets and afterwards quadrangular 
residential buildings. In order to be near my mother I had two small rooms 
in the new collegiate buildings which our commune was almost the first to 
possess, and they were very convenient for the station of the high-speed 
electric railway that toi^k me down to our daily conferences and my 
secretarial and statistical work in Clayton. 

Ours had been one of the first modern communes to get in order; we were 
greatly helped by the energy of Lord Redcar, who had a fine feeling for the 
picturesque associations of his ancestral home—the detour that took our 
line through the beeches and bracken and bluebells of the West Wood and 
saved the open wildness of the park was one of his suggestions; and we had 
many reasons to be proud of our surroundings. Nearly all the other 
communes that sprang up all over the pleasant parkland round the 
industrial valley of the L'our 'Towns, as the workers moved out, came to us 
to study the architecture of the residential squares and quadrangles with 
which we had replaced the back streets between the great houses and the 
ecclesiastical residences about the cathedral, and the way in which we had 
adapted all those buildings to our new social needs. Some claimed to have 
improved on us. Hut they could not emulate the rhododendron garden out 
beyond our shrubberies; that was a thing altogether our own in our part of 
Imgland, because of its ripeness and of the rarity of good peat free from 
lime. 

These gardens had been planned under the third Lord Redcar, fifty years 
ago and more; they abounded in rhododendra and azaleas, and were in 
places so well sheltered and sunny that great magnolias flourished and 
flowered. 'There were tall trees smothered in crimson and yellow climbing 
roses, and an endless variety of flowering shrubs and fine coniters, and such 
pampas grass as no other garden can show. And barred by the broad 
shadows of these, were glades and broad spaces of emerald turf, and here 
and there banks of pegged roses and flower-beds, and banks given over 
some to spring bulbs and some to primroses and primulas and polyan- 
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ihuscs. Aly mother loved these latter banks and the little round staring eyes 
of their innumerable yellow, ruddy brown, and purple eorollas, more than 
anything else the gardens eould show and in the spring of the Year of 
Scaffolding she would go with me day after day to the seat that showed them 
in the greatest multitude. 

It gave her, I think, among other agreeable impressions, a sense of gentle 
opulence. In the old time she had never known what it was to have more 
than enough of anything agreeable in the world at all. 

We would sit and think, or talk—there was a curious effect of complete 
understanding between us whether we talked or were still. 

'Heaven,' she said to me one day, 'Heaven is a garden.' 

I was moved to tease her a little, ''fhere's jewels, you know, walls and 
gates of jewels—and singing.' 

‘b'or such as like them,' said my mother firmly, and thought for a while. 
'There'll be things for all of us, o' course. But for me it couldn't be I leaven, 
dear, unless it was a garden—a nice sunny garden. .. . And feeling such as 
we're fond of, are close and handy by.' 

You of your happier generation cannot realise the wonderfulness of those 
early days in the new epoch, the sense of security, the extraordinary effects 
of contrast. In the morning, except in high summer, 1 was up behire dawn, 
and breakfasted upon the swift, smooth train, and perhaps saw the sunrise 
as I rushed out of the little tunnel that pierced (Clayton Crest, and so lo work 
like a man. Now that we had got all the homes and schools and all the 
softness of life away from our coal and iron ore and clay, mnv that a 
thousand obstructive ‘rights' and timidities had been swept aside, we could 
let ourselves go, we merged this enterprise with that, cut across this or that 
anciently obstructive piece of private land, joined and separated, effected 
gigantic consolidations and gigantic economies, and the valley, no longer a 
pit of squalid human tragedies and meanly conflicting industries, grew into 
a sort of beauty of its own, a savage inhuman beauty of force and machinery 
and hames. One was a Titan in that Hina, 'fhen back one came at midday to 
bathe and change in the train, and so to the leisurely gossiping lunch in the 
club dining-room in Lowchester House, and the refreshment of these green 
and sunlit afternoon tranquillities. 

Sometimes in her profounder moments my mother doubted whether all 
this last phase of her life was not a dream. 

'A dream,’ I used to say, ‘a dream indeed—but a dream that is one step 
nearer awakening than that nightmare of the former days.’ 

She found great comfort and assurance in my altered clothes—she liked 
the new fashions of dress, she alleged. It was not simply altered clothes. 1 
did grow two inches, broaden some inches round my chest, and increase in 
w'eight three stones before I was twenty-three. I wore a soft brown cloth and 
she w^ould caress my sleeve and admire it greatly—she had the woman’s 
sense of texture very strong in her. 

Sometimes she would muse upon the past, rubbing together her poor 
rough hands—they never got softened—one over the other. She told me 
much I had not heard before about my father, and her own early life. It was 
like finding flat and faded flowers in a book still faintly sweet, to realise that 
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once my mother had been loved with passion; that my remote father had 
once shed hot tears of tenderness in her arms. And she would sometimes 
even speak tentatively in those narrow, old-world phrases that her lips 
could rob of all their bitter narrowness, of Nettie. 

‘She wasn’t worthy ol you, dear,’ she would say abruptly, leaving me to 
guess the person she intended. 

‘No man is worthy ol a W'oman’s love,' I answ'ered. ‘No w'oman is worthy 
of a man’s. I love her, dear mother, and that you cannot alter.’ 

‘'There’s others,’ she would muse. 

‘Not for me,’ I said. ‘No! I didn’t fire a shot that time; I burnt my 
magazine. I can’t begin again, mother, not from the beginning.’ 

She sighed and said no more then. 

At another time she said—I think her words were: ‘You’ll be lonely when 
I’m gone, dear.’ 

‘You’ll not think of going, then,' I said. 

‘lih, dear! but man and maid should come together.' 

I said nothing to that. 

‘ Yi^u bn>od overmuch on Nettie, dear. If I could see you married to some 
sweet girl of a woman, sime gin>d, kind girl-' 

‘Dear mother. I'm married enough. Perhaps some day—Who knows? I 
can wait.’ 

‘But to have nothing to do with women!’ 

‘1 have my friends. Don't you trouble, mother. 'There's plentiful work for 
a man in this world though the heart of love is cast out from him. Nettie was 
life and beauty for me—is—will be. Don't think I’ve lost too much, 
mother.’ 

(Because in my heart I told myself the end had still to come.) 

And once she sprang a question on me suddenly that surprised me. 

‘Where are they now?’ she asked. 

‘Who?’ 

‘Nettie and—him.’ 

She had pierced to the marrow* of my thoughts. ‘I don't know',’ I said 
shortly. 

Her shrivelled hand just lluitered into touch of mine. 

‘It’s better so,’ she said, as if pleading. ‘Indeed ... it is better so.’ 

There was something in her quivering old voice that for a moment took 
me back across an epoch, to the protests of the former time, to those 
counsels i>f submission, thi>se appeals not to offend It, that had ahvays 
stirred an angry spirit of rebellion within me. 

‘'That is the thing I doubt,’ I said, and abruptly 1 felt I could talk no more 
to her of Nettie. I got up and walked aw’ay from her, and came back after a 
while, to speak of other things, with a bunch of dallodils for her in my hand 

But I did not always spend my afternoons with her. '1 here w’ere days 
when my crushed hunger for Nettie rose again, and then I had to be alone; I 
walked or bicycled, and presently I found a new interest and relief in 
learning to ride. For the horse was already very swiftly reaping the benefit ol 
the Change. Hardly anywiicre w'as the inhumanity of horse traction to be 
found after the first year of the new epoch, everywhere lugging and 
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dragging and straining was done by machines, and the horse had become a 
beautiful instrument for the pleasure and carriage of youth. I rode both in 
the saddle and, what is finer, naked and barebacked. I found violent 
exercises were good for the states of enormous melancholy that came upon 
me, and when at last horse riding palled, 1 went and joined the aviators who 
practised soaring upon aeroplanes beyond Ilorsemarden Hill. ... But at 
least every alternate day I spent with my mother, and altogether I think I 
gave her two-thirds of my afternoons. 


4 


When presently that illness, that fading weakness that made an euthanasia 
for so many of the older people in the beginning of the new time, took hold 
upon my mother, there came Anna Reeves to daughter her—after our new 
custom. She chose to come. She was already known to us a little from 
chance meetings and chance services she had done my mother in the garden; 
she sought to give her help. She seemed then just one of those plainly good 
girls the world at its W’orst has never failed to produce, who were indeed in 
the dark old times the hidden antiseptic of all our hustling, hating, faithless 
lives. They made their secret voiceless worship, they did their steadfast, 
uninspired unthanked, unselfish work as helpful daughters, as nurses, as 
faithful servants, as the humble providences of homes. She was almost 
exactly three years older than I. At first I found no beauty in her, she was 
short but rather sturdy and ruddy, with red-tinged hair, and fair hairy 
brows and red-brown eyes. But her freckled hands, I found, were full of apt 
help, her voice carried good cheer.... 

At first she was no more than a blue-clad, white-aproned benevolence, 
that moved in the shadows behind the bed on which my old mother lay and 
sank restfully to death. She would come forward to anticipate some need, to 
proffer some simple comfort, and always then my mother smiled on her. In 
a little while I discovered the beauty of that helpful poise of her woman’s 
body, I discovered the grace of untiring goodness, the sweetness of a tender 
pity, and the great riches of her voice, of her few reassuring w'ords and 
phrases. I noted and remembered very clearly how once my mother’s lean 
old hand patted the firm gold-flecked strength of hers, as it went by upon its 
duties with the coverlet. 

‘She is a good girl to me,’ said my mother one day. ‘A good girl. Like a 
daughter should be. ... I never had a daughter—really.’ She mused 
peacefully for a space. ‘Your little sister died,’ she said. 

I had never heard of that little sister. 

‘November the tenth,’ said my mother. ‘Twenty-nine months and three 
days.... I cried. I cried. That was before you came, dear. So long ago—and 
I can see it now. I was a young wife then, and your father was very kind. But 
I can see its hands, its dear little quiet hands.... Dear, they say, that now— 
now they will not let the little children die.’ 

‘No, dear mother,’ I said. ‘We shall do better now.’ 
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‘I’hc club doctor could not come. Your father went twice. I'here was 
someone else, someone who paid. So your father went on into Swathinglea 
and that man wouldn’t come unless he had his fee. And your father had 
changed his clothes to look more respectful and he hadn’t any money, not 
even his tram tare home. It seemed cruel to be waiting there with my baby 
thing in pain. ... And 1 can’t help thinking perhaps we might have saved 
her. .. . Hut it was like that with the poor always in the bad old times— 
always. When the doctor came at last he was angry. “Why wasn’t 1 called 
belore!* he said, and he tixik no pains. He was angry because someone 
hadn’t explained. I begged him—but it was too late.’ 

She said these things very quietly with drooping eyelids, like one who 
describes a dream. ‘We arc going to manage all these things better now,’ I 
said, feeling a strange resentment at this pitiful story her faded, mattcr-of- 
fact voice was telling me. 

She talked^ my mother went on. ‘She talked for her age wonderfully.. 
Hippopotamus.' 

‘Mh?' I said. 

‘Hippopotamus, dear—quite plainly one day, when her father was 

showing her pictures-And her little prayers. “Now I lay me ... down to 

sleep." ... I made her little socks. Knitted they was, dear, and the heel most 
diflicult.’ 

Her eyes were closed now. She spoke no longer to me but to herself. She 

whispered other vague things, ghosts of long-dead moments_Her words 

grew less distinct. 

Soon she was asleep and 1 got up and went out of the room, but my mind 
was queerly obsessed by the thought of that small life that had been glad and 
hopeful only to pass so inexplicably out of hope again into nonentity, this 
sister of whom I had never heard before.... 

And presently 1 w'as in a black rage at all the irrecoverable sorrows of the 
past, of that great ocean of avoidable suffering of which this was but one 
luminous and quivering red drop. I walked in the garden and the garden 
was loo small for me; 1 went out to wander on the moors. ‘l"he past is past,’ I 
cried, and all the while across the gulf of five and twenty years 1 could hear 
my poor mother's heart-wrung weeping fi)r that daughter baby who had 
suffered and died. Indeed that old spirit of rebellion has not altogether died 
in me, for all the transformation of the new time.... I quieted down at last 
to a thin and austere comfort in thinking that the whole is not told to us, that 
it cannot perhaps be told to such minds as ours; and anyhow, and w'hat was 
far more sustaining, that now we have strength and courage and this new 
gift of wise love, whatever cruel and sad things marred the past, none of 
these sorrowful things that made the very warp and w’oof of the old life need 
now go on happening. We could foresee, we could prevent and save, ‘'fhe 
past is past,' 1 said, between sighing and resolve, as I came into view' again 
on my homeward way of the hundred sunset-lit window’s of old lA)W’chcster 
House, ‘'rhose sorrows are sorrows no more.’ 

But I could not altogether cheat that common sadness of the new time, 
that memory and insoluble riddle of the countless lives that had stumbled 
and failed in pain and darkness before our air grew clear.... 




BELTANK AND NEW YEAR’S EVE 

I 

In the end my mother died rather suddenly, and her death came as a shock 
to me. Diagnosis was still very inadequate at that time. 'I’he doctors were, of 
course, fully alive to the incredible defects of their common training and 
were doing all they could to supply its deficiencies, but they were still 
c.xtraordinarily ignorant. Some unintelligently observed factor of her illness 
came into play with her, and she became feverish and sank and died very 
quickly. I do not know what remedial measures were attempted. I hardly 
knew what was happening until the whole thing was over. 

At that time my attention was much engaged by the stir of the great 
Beltane festival that was held on Mayday in the Year of Scaffolding. It was 
the first of the ten great rubbish burnings that i>pened the new age. Young 
people nowadays can scarcely hope to imagine the enormous quantities of 
pure litter and useless accumulation with which wc had to deal; had we not 
set aside a special day and season, the whole world would have been an 
incessant reek of small fires; and it was, I think, a happy idea to revive this 
ancient festival of the May and November burnings. It was inevitable that 
the old idea of purification should revive with the name, it was felt to be a 
burning of other than material encumbrances, innumerable quasi-spiritual 
things, deeds, documents, debts, vindictive records, went up on those great 
flares. People passed praying between the fires, and it was a fine symbol of 
the new and wiser tolerance that had come to me, that tln)se who still found 
their comfort in the orthodox faiths came hither unpersuaded, to pray that 
all hate might be burned out of their professions. P’or even in the fires of 
Baal, now that men have done with base hatred, one may find the living 
God. 

Endless were the things we had to destroy in those great purgings, hirst, 
there were nearly all the houses and buildings of the old time. In the end we 
did not save in England one building in five thousand that were standing 
when the comet came. Year by year, as we made our homes afresh in 
accordance with the saner needs of our new social families, we swept away 
more and more of those horrible structures, the ancient residential houses, 
hastily built, without imagination, without beauty, without common 
honesty, without even comfort or convenience, in which the early twentieth 
century had sheltered until scarcely one remained; we saved nothing but 
what was beautiful or interesting out of all their gaunt and melancholy 
abundance. The actual houses, of course, we could not drag to our fires, but 
we brought all their ill-fitting deal doors, their dreadful window sashes, 
their servant-tormenting staircases, their dank, dark cupboards, the 
verminous papers from their scaly walls, their dust and dirt-sodden carpets. 
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their ill-designed and yet pretentious tables and chairs, sideboards and 
chests ot drawers, the old dirt-saturated books, their ornaments—their 
dirty, decayed, and altogether painful ornaments—amidst which 1 
remember there were sometimes even stnjfeci dead birdsl—we burned them 
all. 1 he paint-plastered w’oodwork, with coat above coat of nastv paint, that 
in particular blazed finely. I have already tried to give you an impression of 
old-wi^rld furniture, of Parload's bedroom, my mother’s room, Mr 
Ciabbitas’s sitting-room; but, thank Heaven! there is nothing in life now to 
convey the peculiar dinginess of it all. For one thing, there is no more 
imperfect combustion of coal going on everywhere, and no roadways like 
grassless open scars along the earth from which dust pours out perpetually. 
We burned and destroyed mosi of our private buildings and all the 
woodwork, all our furniture, except a few score thousand pieces of distinct 
and intentional beauty from which our present forms have developed, 
nearly all our hangings and carpets, and also we destroyed almost every 
scrap of old-world clothing. Only a few carefully disinfected types and 
vestiges of that remain now in our museums. 

One writes now with a peculiar horror of the dress of the old world. The 
men’s cUuhes were worn without any cleansing procc'ss at all, except an 
occasional superficial brushing, for periods of a year or so; they were made 
of dark obscurely mixed patterns to conceal the stage of defilement they had 
reached, and they were of a felted and porous texture admirably calculated 
to accumulate drifting matter. Many women wore skirls of similar 
substances, and of so long and inconvenient a form that they inevitably 
trailed among all the abomination of our horse-frequented roads. It was our 
boast in Fngland that the whole of our population was booted—their feet 
were for the most part ugly enough to need it—but it becomes now 
inconceivable how they could have imprisoned their feet in the amazing 
cases of leather and imitations of leather they used. I have heard it said that a 
large part of the physical decline that was apparent in our people during the 
closing years of the nineteenth century, though no doubt due in part to the 
miscellaneous badness of the food they ate, was in the main attributable to 
the vileness of the common footwear. I’hey shirked open-air exercise 
altogether because their bools wore out ruinously and pinched and hurt 
them if they took it. I have mentioned, I think, the part my own boots 
played in the squalid drama of my adolescence. ! had a sense ot unholy 
triumph over a fallen enemy when at last I found myself steering truck after 
truck of cheap boots and shoes umsold slock from Swaihinglca) to the run¬ 
off by the tt^p of the Glanville blast furnaces. 

‘Plup!’ they would drop into the cone when l^eltane came, and the roar of 
their burning would fill the air. Never a cold would come from the 
saturation of their browm-paper soles, never a corn from their foolish 
shapes, never a nail in them get home at last in suffering flesh.. . . 

Most of our public buildings we destroyed and burned as we reshaped 
our plan of habitation, our theatre sheds, our banks, and inconvenient 
business warrens, our factories, and all the unmeaning repetition of silly 
little sham Gothic churches and meeting-houses, mean looking shells of 
stone and mortar without love, invention, or any beauty at all in them, that 
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men had thrust into the face of their sweated God even as they thrust cheap 
food into the mouths of their sweated workers; all these we also swept away 
in the course of that first decade. Then we had the whole of the superseded 
steam-railway system to scrap and get rid of, stations, signals, fences, 
rolling-stock; a plant of ill-planned, smoke-distributing nuisance ap¬ 
paratus, that would, under former conditions, have maintained an offensive 
dwindling obstructive life for perhaps half a century. 'I'hen also there was a 
great harvest of fences, notice boards, hoardings, ugly sheds, all the 
corrugated iron in the world, and everything that was smeared with tar, all 
our gas works and petroleum stores, all our horse vehicles and vans and 
lorries had to be erased. . .. But I have said enough now perhaps to give 
some idea of the bulk and quality of our great bonfires, our burnings up, our 
meltings down, our toil of sheer wreckage, over and above the constructive 
effort, in those early years. 

But these were the coarse material bases of the Phoeni.x fires of the world. 
I'hesc were but the outward and visible signs of the innumerable claims, 
rights, adhesions, debts, bills, deeds, and charters that were cast upon the 
fires; a vast accumulation of insignia and uniforms neither curious enough 
nor beautiful enough to preserve, went to swell the blaze, and all (saving a 
few truly glorious trophies and memories) of our symbols, our apparatus 
and material of war. Then innumerable triumphs of our old, bastard, half¬ 
commercial, fine-art were presently condemned, great oil-paintings, done 
to please the half-educated middle-class, glared for a moment and were 
gone. Academy marbles crumbled to useful lime, a gross multitude of silly 
statuettes and decorative crockery, and hangings, and embroideries, and 
bad music, and musical instruments shared this fate. And books, countless 
books, too, and bales of newspapers went also to these pyres. b>om the 
private houses in Swathinglca alone—which I had deemed, perhaps not 
unjustly, altogether illiterate —wq gathered a whole dust-cart full of cheap 
ill-printed editions of the minor English classics—for the most part very 
dull stuflf indeed and still clean—and about a truckload of thumbed and 
dog-eared penny fiction, watery base stuff, the dropsy of our nation’s mind. 
... And it seemed to me that when w^e gathered those books and papers 
together, we gathered together something more than print and paper, we 
gathered warped and crippled ideas and contagious base suggestions, the 
formulae of dull tolerances and stupid impatiences, the mean defensive 
ingenuities of sluggish habits of thinking and timid and indolent evasions. 
There was more than a touch of malignant satisfaction for me in helping 
gather it all together. 

I was so busy, I say, with my share in this dustman’s work that I did not 
notice, as I should otherwise have done, the little indications of change in 
my mother’s state. Indeed, I thought her stronger; she was slightly flushed, 
slightly more talkative.... 

On Beltane Eve, and our Lowchestcr rummage being finished, I went 
along the valley to the far end of Swathinglea to help sort the stock of the 
detached group of pot-banks there—^their chief output had been mantel 
ornaments in imitation of marble, and there was very little sorting, I found, 
to be done—^and there it was nurse Anna found me at last by telephone, and 
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told me my mother had died in the morning suddenly and very shortly after 
my departure. 

hor a while I did not seem to believe it: this obviously imminent event 
stunned me when it eamc, as though 1 had never had an anticipatory 
moment. For a while I went on working, and then almost apathetically, in a 
mood of half-reluctant curiosity, I started for Lowchcstcr. 

When I got there the last oHices were over, and ! was shown my old 
mother's peaceful white face, very still, but a little cold and stern to me, a 
little unfamiliar, lying among white flowers. 

I went in alone to her, into that quiet room, and stood for a long time by 
her bedside. I sat down then and thought.... 

'fhen at Iasi, strangely hushed, and with the deeps of my loneliness 
opening beneath me, I came out of that riH)m and down into the world 
again, a bright-eyed, active world, very noisy, happy, and busy with its last 
preparations for the mighty cremation of past and superseded things. 


2 

I remember that first Beltane festival as the most terribly lonely night in my 
life. It stands in my mind in fragments, fragments of intense feeling with 
forgotten gaps between. 

I recall very distinctly being upon the great staircase of Lowchesier 
House (though I don't remember gelling there from the room in which my 
mother lay), and how uptui the landing I met Anna ascending as 1 came 
ilown. She had but just heard of my return, and she was hurrying upstairs to 
me. She stopped and so did I, and we sHH)d and clasped hands, and she 
scrutinised my face in the way women sometimes do. So we remained for a 
second or so. I could say nothing to her at all, but I could feel the wave of her 
emotion. I halted, answered the earnest pressure of her hand, relinquished 
it, and after a queer second of hesitation went on down, returning to my own 
preoccupations. It did not tKcur to me at all then to ask myself what she 
might be thinking or feeling. 

I remember the corridor full of mellow evening light, and how I went 
mechanically some paces towards the dining-roimi. Then at the sight of the 
little tables, and a gusty outburst of talking voices as someone in iront of me 
swung the door open and to, I remembered that I did not want to eat. ... 
After that comes an impression of myself walking across the open grass in 
iront of the house, and the purpose I had of getting alone upon the moors, 
and how somebody passing me said something abinit a hat. I had come out 
without my hat. 

A fragment of thought has linked itself with an ellect oi long shadows 
upon turf golden with the light of the sinking sun. I'hc world was singularly 
empty, I thought, without either Nellie or my mother. 'I here wasn t any 
sense in it any more. Nettie was already back in my mind then.... 

'I'hcn I was out on the moors. I avoided the crests where the bonfires were 
being piled, and sought the lonely places.... 
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I remember very clearly silling on a gale beyond ihe park, in a fold just 
below the crest that hid the Beacon Hill bonfire and its crowd, and 1 was 
looking ai and admiring the sunset, 'fhe golden earth and sky seemed like a 
bubble that floated in the globe of human futility.. .. 'Then in the twilight I 
walked along an unknown, bat-haunted road between high hedges. 

I did not sleep under a roof that night. But I hungered and ate. I ate near 
midnight at an inn over towards Birmingham, and miles away from my 
home. Instinctively I had avoided the crests where the bonfire crowds 
gathered, but here there were many people, and I had to share a table with a 
man who had some useless mortgage deeds to burn. I talked io him about 
them—but my soul stood at a great distance behind my lips. 

Soon each hilltop bore a tulip-shaped flame flower. Little black figures 
clustered round and doited the base of its petals, and as for the rest of the 
multitude abroad, the kindly night swallowed them up. By leaving the roads 
and clear paths and wandering in the fields I contrived to keep alone, though 
the confused noise t^f voices and the roaring and crackling of great fires was 
always near me. 

I wandered into a liMiely meadow, and presently in a hollow of deep 
shadows I lay diuvn to stare at the stars. I lay hidden in the darkness, and 
ever and again the sough and uproar of the Beltane fires that were burning 
up the sere follies of a vanished age, and the shouting of the people passing 
through the fires and praying to be delivered from the prisi)n of themselves, 
reached my ears.. . . 

And 1 thought of my mother, and then of my new loneliness and the 
hunger of my heart for Nettie. 

1 thought of many things that night, but ehiefly of the overfli>wing 
personal love and tenderness that had come to me in the wake of the 
Change, of the greater need, the unsatisfied need in which I stood, for this 
one person who could fulfil all my desires. So long as my mother had lived, 
she had in a measure held my heart, given me a food these emotions Ci)uld 
live upon, and mitigated that emptiness of spirit; but now suddenly that one 
possible comfort had left me. 'There had been many at the season of the 
Change who had thought that this great enlargement of mankind would 
abolish personal K)ve; but indeed it had only made it finer, fuller, more 
vitally necessary. 'I'hey had thought that, seeing men now were all full of the 
joyful passion to mak^ and do, and glad and loving and of willing service to 
all their fellows, there would be no need of the one intimate trusting 
communion that had been the finest thing of the former life. And indeed, so 
far as this was a matter of advantage and the struggle for existence, they 
were right. But so far as it was a matter of the spirit and the fine perceptions 
of life, it was altogether wrong. 

We had indeed not eliminated personal love, we had but stripped it of its 
base wrappings, of its pride, its suspicions, its mercenary and competitive 
elements, until at last it stood up in our minds stark, shining and invincible. 
Through all the fine, divaricating ways of the new life, it grew ever more 
evident, there were for everyone certain persons, mysteriously and 
indescribably in the key of one’s self, whose mere presence gave pleasure, 
whose mere existence was interest, whose idiosyncrasy blended with 
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accident to make a completing and predominant harmony for their 
predestined lovers, 'riiey were the essential thing in life. Without them the 
fine brave show of the rejuvenated world was a caparisoned steed without a 
rider, a bowl without a flower, a theatre without a play. ... And to me that 
night of Beltane, it was as clear as white flames that Nettie, and Nettie alone, 
roused those harmonies in me. And she had gone! I had sent her from me; I 
knew not whither she had gone. I had in my first virtuous foolishness cut 
her out of my life for ever! 

So I saw it then, and I lay unseen in the darkness and called upon Nettie 
and wept for her, lay upi^i my face and wept tor her, while the glad people 
went to and fro and the smoke streamed thick across the distant stars, and 
the red reflections, the shadows and the fluctuating glares, danced over the 
face of the world. 

No! the C^hange had freed us from our baser passions indeed, from 
habitual and mechanical concupiscence and mean issues and coarse 
imaginings, but from the passions of kne it had not freed us. It had but 
brought the k>rd of life, Bros, to his own. All through the long sorrow of that 
night I, whi^ had rejected him, confessed his sway with tears and 
inappeasable regrets. . . . 

I cannot give the renn)test guess oY when I rose up, nor of my tortuous 
wanderings in the valleys between the midnight tires, nor how I evaded the 
laughing and rejoicing multitudes who went streaming home between three 
and four to resume their lives, swept and garnished, stripped and clean. But 
at dawn, when the ashes of the world's gladness were ceasing to glow—it 
was a bleak dawn that made me shiver in my thin summer clothes—I came 
acri>ss a field to a little copse full of dim blue hyacinths. A queer sense of 
familiarity arrested my steps, and I stood pu/./.led. Then I was moved to go 
a do/en paces from the path, and at once a singularly misshapen tree hitched 
itself into a notch in my memory. 'This was the place! Here 1 had stood, 
there 1 had placed my old kite, and shot with my revolver, learning to use it, 
against the day when I should encounter Wrrall. 

Kite and revolver had gone now, and all my hot and narrow past; its last 
vestiges had shrivelled and vanished in the whirling gusts of the Beltane 
fires. So I walked through a wi>rld of grey ashes at last, back to the great 
house in which the dead, deserted image of my dear lost mother lay. 


_ 3 _ 

1 came back to I.owchester House very tired, very wretched; exhausted by 
my fruitless longing for Nettie. 1 had no thought ot what lay before me. 

A miserable attraction drew me into the great house to look again on the 
stillness that had been my mother’s face, and as I came into that room, 
Anna, who had been sitting by the open window, rose to meet me. She had 
the air of one who waits. She, too, was pale with watching; all night she had 
watched between the dead within and the Beltane fires abroad, and longed 
for my coming. I stood mute between her and the bedside- 
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‘Willie,’ she whispered, and eyes and body seemed incarnate pity. 

An unseen presence drew us together. My mother’s face became resolute, 
commanding. I turned to Anna as a child may turn to its nurse. I put my 
hands about her strong shoulders, she folded me to her, and my heart gave 
way. I buried my face in her breast and clung to her weakly, and burst into a 
passion of w eeping.... 

She held me with hungry arms. She whispered to me, ‘There, there!’ as 
one whispers comfort to a child. ... Suddenly she was kissing me. She 
kissed me with a hungry intensity of passion, on my checks, on my lips. 
She kissed me on my lips with lips that were salt with tears. And I returned 
her kisses. ... 

Then abruptly w’c desisted and stood apart—looking at one another. 


4 


It seems to me as if the intense memory of Nettie vanished utterly out of my 
mind at the touch of Anna’s lips. I loved Anna. 

We went to the council of our group—commune it was then called—and 
she was given me in marriage, and within a year she had borne me a son. We 
saw much of one another, and talked ourselves very close together. My 
faithful friend she became and has been always, and for a time we were 
passionate lovers. Always she has loved me and kept my soul full of lender 
gratitude and love for her; alw'ays when we met our hands and eyes clasped 
in friendly greeting, all through our lives from that hour wc have been each 
other’s secure help and refuge, each other’s ungrudging fastness of help and 
sweetly frank and open speech. ... And after a little while my love and 
desire for Nettie returned as though it had never faded away. 

No one will have a dilRculty now in understanding how' that could be, but 
in the evil days of the world malaria, that would have been held to be the 
most impossible thing. I should have had to crush that second love out of 
my thoughts, to have kept it secret from Anna, to have lied about it to all the 
world. The old-world theory was there was only one love—we who float 
upon a sea of love find that hard to understand. 'I'he whole nature of a man 
was supposed to go out to the one girl or woman who possessed him, her 
whole nature to go out to him. Nothing was left over—it was a discreditable 
thing to have any overplus at all. They formed a secret secluded system of 
two, two and such children as she bore him. All other women he was held 
bound to find no beauty in, no sweetness, no interest; and she likewise, in no 
other man. The old-time men and women went apart in couples, into 
defensive little houses, like beasts into little pits, and in these ‘homes’ they 
sat down purposing to love, but really coming very soon to jealous watching 
of this extravagant mutual proprietorship. All freshness passed very 
speedily out of their love, out of their conversation, all pride out of their 
common life. To permit each other freedom was blank dishonour. I'hat I 
and Anna should love, and after our love-journey together, go about our 
separate lives and dine at the public tables, until the advent of her 
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mothcrliDod, would have seemed a terrible strain upon our unmiligable 
loyalty. And that I should have it in me to go on loving Nellie—who loved 
in dift'erent manner both Verrall and me—wi^uld have outraged the very 
quintessence of the old convention. 

In the old days love was a cruel proprietary thing. Hut now Anna could let 
Nettie live in the world of my mind, as freely as a rose will suffer the 
presence of white lilies. If I could hear notes that were not in her compass, 
she was glad, because she Kwed me, that I should listen to other music than 
hers. And she, too, could see the beauty of Nettie. Life is so rich and 
generous now, giving friendship, and a thousand tender interests and helps 
and comforts, that no one stints another of the full realisation of all 
possibilities of beauty, b’or me from the beginning Nettie was the figure of 
beauty, the shape and colour of the divine principle that lights the world, 
b'or everyone there are certain types, certain faces and forms, gestures, 
voices and intonations that have that inexplicable unanalysable quality. 
'These come through the crowd of kindly friendly fellow-men and women— 
one's invn. 'These tiHich one mysteriously, stir deeps that must otherwise 
slumber, pierce and interpret the world. 'To refuse this interpretation is to 
refuse the sun, to darken and deaden all life. ... I loved Nettie, I loved all 
who were like her, in the measure that they were like her, in voice, or eyes, 
or form, or smile. And between my wife and me there was no bitterness that 
the great goddess, the life-giver. Aphrodite, Queen of the living Seas, came 
to my imagination s(^ It qualified our mutual love not at all, since now in our 
changed world love is unstinted; it is a golden net about our globe that nets 
all humanity together. 

I thought of Nettie much, and always movingly beautiful things restored 
me to her; all line music, all pure deep colour, all tender and solemn things. 
'The stars were hers, and the mystery of mi>onlighi; the sun she wore in her 
hair, powdered finely, beaten into gleams and threads of sunlight in the 
wisps and strands of her hair. . . . 'I'hen suddenly one day a letter came to me 
from her, in her unaltered clear handwriting, but in a new language of 
expressitm, telling me many things. She hail learned of my mother's death, 
and the thought of me had grown so strong as ti> pierce the silence I had 
imi^oseil on her. W'e wrote to one another—like ordinary friends with a 
certain restraint between us at first, and with a great liMiging to see her once 
more arising in my heart. T’or a time I left that nunger unexpressed, and 
then I was moved to tell it to her. And so 4>n New Year's Day in the Year 
T’our, she came ti) Lowchesier and me. How I remember that coming, 
across the gull 4>f fifty years! I went i>ul across the park to meet her, so that 
we might meet alone. 'The windless morning was clear and cold, the gnuind 
new carpeted with sn4)w, and all the trees minionless lace and glitter of 
frosty crystals. 'The rising sun had touched the white with a spirit of gold, 
and my heart beat and sang within me. I remember now the snowy shoulder 
of the down, sunlit against the bright blue sky. And presently 1 saw the 
woman I loved coming thri'Ugh the while still trees. . . . 

I had made a goddess of Nellie, and behold she was a fellow-creature! She 
came, warm-wrapped and tremulous, to me, with the lender promise of 
tears in her eves, with her hands outstretched and that dear smile quivering 
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upon her lips. She stepped out ol' the dream I had made of her, a thing of 
needs and regrets and human kindliness. Her hands as I took them were a 
little cold. 'Fhe goddess shone through her indeed, glowed in all her body, 
she was a worshipful temple of love for me—yes. Hut I could feel, like a 
thing new discovered, the texture and sinews of her living, her dear personal 
and mortal hands.. . . 


THE EPILOGUE 

THE WINDOW OF THE l OWER 

This was as much as this pleasant-looking grey-haired man had written. I 
had been lost in his story throughout the earlier portions of it, forgetful of 
the writer and his gracious room, and the high tower in which he was silling. 
But gradually, as I drew near the end, the sense of strangeness returned lo 
me. It was more and more evident to me that this was a different humanity 
from any I had known, unreal, having different customs, different beliefs, 
different interpretations, different emotions. It was no mere change in 
conditions and institutions the comet had wrought. It had made a change of 
heart and mind. In a manner it had dehumanised the world, robbed it of its 
spites, its intense jealousies, its inconsistencies, its humour. At the end, and 
particularly after the death of his mother, I felt his story had slipped away 
from my sympathies altogether. 'Phose Beltane fires had burned something 
in him that worked living still and unsubdued in me, that rebelled in 
particular at that return of Nettie. I became inattentive. 1 no longer felt with 
him, nor gathered a sense of complete understanding from his phrases. His 
Lord Bros indeed! He and these transfigured people—they were beautiful 
and noble people, like the people one secs in great pictures, like the gods of 
noble sculpture, but they had no nearer fellowship than these to competitive 
men. As the Change was realised, with every stage of realisation the gulf 
widened and it was harder to follow his word. 

I put down the last fascicle of all, and met his friendly eyes. It w as hard to 
dislike him. 

I felt a subtle embarrassment in putting the question that perplexed me. 
And yet it seemed so material to me I had to put it. ‘And did you—I asked. 
‘Were you—lovers?' 

His eyebrows rose. ‘Of course.’ 

‘But your wife-?’ 

It was manifest he did not understand me. 

I hesitated still more. I w^as perplexed by a conviction of baseness. ‘But—’ 
I began. ‘You remained lovers?’ 

‘Yes.’ I had grave doubts if I understood him. Or he me. 

1 made a still more courageous attempt. ‘And had Nettie no other 
lovers?’ 

‘A beautiful woman like that! I know not how many loved beauty in her, 
nor what she found in others. But we four from that time were very close, 
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you understand, wc were friends, helpers, personal lovers in a world of 
lovers.’ 

‘hour?’ 

‘'rhere was Verrall.’ 

Then suddenly it came to me that the thoughts that stirred in my mind 
were sinister and base, that the queer suspicions, the coarseness and coarse 
jealousies of my old world were over and done for these more finely living 
souls. ‘You made,’ I said, trying to be liberal minded, ‘a home together.’ 

‘A home!’ He looked at me, and, I know not why, I glanced down at my 
feet. What a clumsy, ill-made thing a boot is, and how hard and colourless 
seemed my clothing! How harshly I stood out amidst these perfected things. 

I had a miment of rebellious detestation. I wanted to get out of all this. 
After all, it wasn’t my style. 1 wanted intensely to say something that would 
bring him down a peg, make sure, as it w’cre, of my suspicions by launching 
an offensive accusation. I looked up and he w^as standing. 

‘I forgot,’ he said. ‘You are pretending the old world is still going on. A 
home!’ 

He put out his hand, and quite noiselessly the great window^ widened 
down to us, and the splendid nearer prospect of that dreamland city was 
before me. 'I’here for tme clear moment I saw* it; its galleries and open 
spaces, its trees of golden fruit and crystal waters, its music and rejoicing, 
love and beauty w'itln)ut ceasing flowing through its varied and intricate 
streets. And the nearer people I saw' now' directly and plainly, and no longer 
in the distorted mirror that hung overhead. 'Fhey really did not justify my 
suspicions, and yet—! They were such people as one sees on earth—save 
that they were changed. How’ can I express that change. As a woman is 
changed in the eyes of her lover, as a woman is changed by the love of a 
lover. They were exalted. . . . 

I stood up beside him and looked out. I w^as a little flushed, my ears a little 
reddened, by the inconvenience of my curiosities, and by my uneasy sense 
of profound moral differences. He w^as taller than I. . . . 

‘'This is our home,’ he said smiling, and w'ith thoughtful eyes on me. 








BOOK ONE 


THE COMING OF 'I'HE MARTIANS 





nui KVKor 'mii WAR 


No one would have believed in the last years of the nineteenth century that 
this world was being watched keenly and closely by intelligences greater 
than man's and yet as mortal as his own; that as men busied themselves 
about their various concerns they were scrutinised and studied, perhaps 
almost as narrowly as a man with a miscroscope might scrutinise the 
transient creatures that swarm and multiply in a drop of water. With infinite 
complacency men went to and fro over this globe about their little affairs, 
serene in their assurance of their empire over matter. It is possible that the 
infusoria under the miscroscope do the same. No one gave a thought to the 
older worlds of space as sources of human danger, or thought of them only 
to dismiss the idea of life upon them as impossible or improbable. It is 
curious to recall some i)f ihc mental habits of those departed days. At most, 
terrestrial men fancied there might be other men upon Mars, perhaps 
inferior to themselves and ready to welcome a missionary enterprise. Yet 
acn^ss the gulfi)f space, minds that are to our minds as ours are to those of 
the beasts that perish, intellects vast and cool and unsympathetic, regarded 
this earth with envious eyes, and slowly and surely drew their plans against 
us. And early in the twentieth century came the great disillusionment. 

'I'he planet Mars, I scarcely need remind the reader, revolves about the 
sun at a mean distance of 140,000,000 miles, and the light and heat it 
receives fn)m the sun is barely half of that received by this world. It must 
be, if the nebular hypothesis has any truth, older than our world; and long 
before this earth ceased to be molten, life upon its surface must have begun 
its course. I'he fact that it is scarcely one-seventh of the volume of the earth 
must have accelerated its cooling to the temperature at which life could 
begin. It has air and water and all that is necessary for the support of 
animated existence. 

Yet so vain is man and so blinded bv his vanity, that no writer, up to the 
very end of the nineteenth century., expressed any idea that intelligent life 
might have developed there lar, or indeed at all, beyond its earthly level. 
Nor was it generally understood that since Mars is older than our earth, 
with scarcely a quarter of the superficial area and remt)ter Irom the sun, it 
necessarily follows that it is not only more distant from life's beginning but 
nearer its end. 

'I'he secular cooling that must some day overtake our planet has already 
gone far indeed with our neighbour. Its physical condition is still largely a 
mystery, but we know now that even in its equatorial region the midday 
temperature barely approaches that of our coldest winter. Its air is much 
more attenuated than ours, its oceans have shrunk until they cover but a 
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third of its surface, and as its slow seasons change huge snow-caps gather 
and melt about either pole and periodically inundate its temperate /ones. 
That last stage of exhaustion, which to us is still incredibly remiUe, has 
become a present-day problem for the inhabitants of Mars. I'he immediate 
pressure of necessity has brightened their intellects, enlarged their powers, 
and hardened their hearts. And k)oking across space with instruments, and 
intelligences such as we have scarcely dreamed of, they see, at its nearest 
distance only 35,000,000 i>f miles sunward of them, a morning star i>f hoy>e, 
inir own warmer planet, green with vegetation and grey with water, with a 
cloudy atmosphere eh>qiient of fertility, with glimpses thnnigh its drifting 
cloud-wisps of broad stretches of populous country and narrow, navy- 
crowded seas. 

And we men, the creatures who inhabit this earth, must be to them at 
least as alien and lowly as are the monkeys and lemurs to us. 'The intellectual 
side of man already admits that life is an incessant struggle for existence, 
and it would seem that this too is the belief t>f the minds upiMi Mars. 'Their 
world is far gone in its cooling and this wiirld is still crowded with life, but 
cnnvded only with what they regard as inferiiu* animals. 'To earry warfare 
sunward is, indeed, their (^ily escape fn>m the destruction that generation 
after generatiiui creeps upim them. 

And before we judge of them toi> harshly we must remember what 
ruthless and utter destruction our own species has wrought, not laily upon 
animals, such as the vanished bison and the dodo, but upon its own inferior 
races. 'The 'Tasmanians, in spite of their human likeness, were entirely 
swept out cif existence in a war of extermination waged by Tiun^pean 
immigrants, in the space of fifty years. Are we such apostles of mercy as to 
complain if the Martians warred in the same spirit? 

"The Martians seem to have calculated their descent with amazing 
subtlety—their mathematical learning is evidently far in excess of ours— 
and to have carried out their preparations with a well-nigh perfect 
unanimity. Had our instruments permitted it, we might have seen the 
gathering trouble far back in the nineteenth century. Men like Schiaparelli 
watched the red planet—it is odd, by the by, that for countless centuries 
Mars has been the star of war—but failed to interpret the llucliiating 
appearances of the markings they mapped si^ well. All that time the 
Martians must have been getting ready. 

During the opposition of 1S94 a great light was seen on the illuminated 
part of the disk, first at the Lick Observatory, then by Terrotin of Nice, and 
then by other observers. Lnglish readers heard of it first in the issue til* 
Witure dated August 2nd. I am inclined to think that this blaze may have 
been the casting of the huge gun, in the vast pit sunk into their planet, from 
which their shots were fired at us. Peculiar markings, as yet unexplained, 
w’ere seen near the site of that outbreak during the next two (oppositions. 

'The storm burst upon us six years ago now*. As Mars approached 
opposition, Lavelle of Java set the wires of the astronomical exchange 
palpitating with the amazing intelligence of a huge (outbreak of incandescent 
gas up(on the planet. It had (occurred towards midnight of the I2lh; and the 
spectrosccope, to which he had at once resorted, indicated a mass (of flaming 
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gas, chiefly hydrogen, moving with an enormous velocity towards this 
earth. 'I’his jet ot fire had become invisible about a quarter past twelve. He 
compared it to a colossal putt ot flame suddenly and violently squirted out ot 
the planet, ‘as flaming gases rushed out ot a gun.' 

A singularly appropriate phrase it proved. Yet the next day there was 
nothing of this in the papers except a little note in the Daily Teleiirapli, and 
the world went in ignorance of one ot the gravest dangers that ever 
threatened the human race. 1 might not have heard of the eruption at all had 
1 not met Ogilvy, the well-known astronomer, at Otiershaw. He was 
immensely excited at the news, and in the excess ot his feelings invited me 
up to take a turn with him that night in a scrutiny ot the red planet. 

In spite of all that has happened since, 1 still remember that vigil very 
distinctly: the black and silent observatory, the shadowed lanterns throwing 
a feeble glow upon the floor in the ci^rner, the steady ticking of the 
clockwork of the telesci)pe, the little slit in the roof—an oblong profundity 
with the star-dust streaked acn^ss it. Ogilvy moved about, invisible but 
audible. Looking through the telescope, one saw a circle of deep blue and 
the little round planet swimming in the field. It seemed such a little thing, so 
bright and small and still, faintly marked with transverse stripes, and 
slightly flattened from the perfect round. Hut so little it was, so silvery 
warm—a pin's-head ot light! It was as if it quiviTcd, but really this was the 
telescope vibrating with the activity of the clockwork that kept the planet in 
view. 

As 1 watched, the planet seemed to grow larger and smaller and to 
advance and recede, but that was simply that my eye was tired, borty 
millions of miles it was from us—more than forty millions ot miles of void, 
bew people realise the immensity of vacancy in which the dust of the 
material universe swims. 

Near it in the field, I remember, were three faint points of light, three 
telescopic stars infinitely remote, and all around it was the unfathomable 
darkness of empty space. Viui know how that blaekness looks on a In^sty 
starlight night. In a teleseojK* it seems far profounder. And invisible to me 
because it was so remote and small, flying swiftly and steadily towards me 
acri^ss that incredible distance, drawing nearer every minute by so many 
thousands of miles, came the 'Thing they were sending us, the 'I hmg that 
was to bring so much struggle and calamity and d ‘ath to the earth. 1 never 
dreamed i^l it then as I watched; no one on earth dreamed ot that unerring 
missile. 

'That night, too, there was another jetting out of gas from the distant 
planet. 1 saw it. A reddish flash at the edge, the slightest projection of the 
outline just as the chronometer struck midnight; and at that 1 lold Ogilvy 
and he took my place. 'The night wa'> warm and I was thirsty, and 1 went, 
stretching my legs clumsily and feeling my way in the darkness, to the little 
table where the siphon stood, while Ogilvv exclaimed at the streamer of gas 
that came out towards us. 

'That night another invisible missile started on its way to the earth from 
Mars, just a second or so under twenty-four hours alter the first one. 1 
remember how 1 sat on the table there in the blackness, with patches of 
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green and eriinsim swimming before my eyes. I wished I had a light to 
smoke by, little suspecting the meaning of the minute gleam I had seen and 
all that it would presently bring me. Ogilvy watelied till one, and then gave 
it up; and we lit the lantern and walked over to his house. Down below in the 
darkness were Ottershaw and Chertsey and all their hundreds of people, 
sleeping in peace. 

He was full of speculation that night about the ei>ndition of Mars, and 
scoffed at the vulgar idea of its having inhabitants who were signalling us. 
His idea was the metei^rites might be falling in a heavy shower upt)n the 
planet, or that a huge volcanic explosion was in progress. 1 Ic p4»inied out to 
me how unlikely it was that organic evidutii>n had taken the same direction 
in the two adjacent planets. 

"'riic chances against anything man-like on Mars are a million to one,' he 
said. 

Hundreds of observers saw the ilame that night and the night after about 
midnight, and again the night after; and so for ten nights, a flame each night. 
\X’hy the sinus ceased after the tenth one lui earth has attempted to 
explain, it may be the gases of the firing caused the Martians inei>nvcnienee. 
Dense clouds of smoke or dust, visible thnuigh a powerful telescope on 
earth as little grey, fluctuating patches, spread through the clearness of the 
planet's atmosphere and obscured its more familiar features. 

Kven the daily papers wt^ke up to the disturbances at last, and popular 
notes appeared here, there, and everywhere concerning the volcanoes upon 
Mars. 'The serio-comic periodical Ihtneh, 1 remember, made a hat>py use i^f 
it in the political cartoon. And, all unsuspected, those missiles the Martians 
had fired at us drew earthward, rushing now at a pace of many miles a 
second, through the empty gulf of space, hour by hour and day by day, 
nearer and nearer. It seems io me now almost incredibly wonderful that, 
with that swift fate hanging over us, men could go about their petty 
concerns as they did. I remember how jubilant Markham was at securing a 
new phiUograph of the planet for the illustrated paper he edited in those 
days. People in these latter limes scarcely realise the abundance and 
enterprise of our nineteenth-century papers, h’or my own part, I was much 
occupied in learning tt) ride the bicycle, and busy upon a series of papers 
discussing the probable developments of moral ideas as civilisation 
progressed. 

One night (the first missile then could scarcely have been 10,000,000 
miles away; I went for a walk with my wife. It was starlight, and 1 explained 
the Signs of the Zodiac to her, and pointed out Mars, a bright dot of light 
creeping zenithward, towards which so many telescopes were pointed. It 
was a warm night. Coming home, a party of excursionists from ("herisey or 
Isleworth passed us singing and playing music. 'I'here were lights in the 
upper windows of the houses as the people went to bed. iTom the railway 
station in the distance came the sound of shunting trains, ringing and 
rumbling, softened almost into melody by the distance. My wife pointed 
out to me the brightness of the red, green, and yellow signal lights hanging 
in a framework against the sky. It seemed so safe and tranquil. 



_ 2 

rUH hALI.ING-S'l’AK 

'I’hcn canic the night ot the lirst falling-star. It was seen early in the 
morning rushing over Winchester eastward, a line of tlame high in the 
atmosphere. Hundreds must have seen it, and taken it for an ordinary 
falling-star. Albin described it as leaving a greenish streak behind it that 
glowed for some seconds. Henning, our greatest authority on meteorites, 
stated that the height of its first appearance was about ninety or one 
hundred miles. It seemed to him that it fell to earth about one hundred 
miles east of him. 

I was at home at that hour and writing in my study; and although my 
b’rench windows face towards Ottershaw and the blind was up i for I loved 
in those days to look up at the night sky», I saw nothing of it. Yet this 
strangest (^f all things that ever came to earth from outer space must have 
fallen while I was sitting there, visible to me had I only looked up as it 
passed. Some of those who saw its flight say it travelled with a hissing 
st)und. I myself heard nothing t>f that. iMany people in Herkshire, Surrey, 
and Middlesex must have seen the fall of it, and, at most, have thought that 
another meteorite hail descended. No one seems to have troubled to look for 
the fallen mass that night. 

Hut very early in the morning poor Ogilvy, who had seen the shooting- 
star and who was persuaded that a meteorite lay somewhere on the common 
between I lorsell, Ottershaw, and W’c.king, rose early with the idea of finding 
It. hind it he did, soimi alter dawn, and not far fn>m the sand-pits. An 
enormous hole had been made by the impact of the projectile, and the sand 
and gravel had been flung violently in every direction over the heath, 
forming heaps visible a mile and a half away. 'The heather was on fire 
eastward, and a thin blue smoke rose against the dawn. 

'The 'Thing itself lay almost entirely buried in i ind, amidst the scattered 
splinters of a fir-tree it had shivered to fragments in its descent. The 
uncHwered part had the appearance of a huge cylinder, caked over and its 
luitline softened by a thick scaly dun-coloured incrustation. It had a 
diameter of about thirty yards. He approached the mass, surprised at the 
size and more so at the shape, since most meteorites are round(?d more or 
less completely. It was, however, stili so hot from its flight through the air as 
to forbid his near approach. A stirring noise within its cylinder he ascribed 
to the unequal cooling of its surface; for at that time it had not occurred to 
him that it might be hollow. 

He remained standing at the edge of the pit that the "Hiing had made for 
itself, staring at its strange appearance, astonished chiefly at its unusual 
shape and colour, and dimly perceiving even then some evidence of design 
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in its arrival. 'I'hc early morning was wonderfully still, and the sun, just 
clearing the pine-trees towards Weybridge, was already warm. He did not 
remember hearing any birds that morning, there was certainly no breeze 
stirring, and the only sounds were the faint movements from within the 
cindery cylinder. He was all alone on the common. 

Then suddenly he noticed with a start that some of the grey clinker, the 
ashy incrustation that covered the meteorite, was falling ott the circular 
edge of the end. It was droppiing oli' in Hakes and raining down upon the 
sand. A large piece suddenly came otf and fell with a sharp m)ise that 
brought his heart into his mouth. 

l^ir a minute he scarcely realised what this meant, and, although the heat 
was excessive, he clambered down into the pit close to the bulk to see the 
'I'hing more clearly. He fancied even then that the cooling of the body might 
account for this, but what disturbed that idea was the fact that the ash was 
falling only from the end oi the cylinder. 

And then he pereeived that, very slowly, the circular top of the cylinder 
was rotating on its body. It was such a gradual movement that he discovered 
it only through noticing that a black mark that had been near him five 
minutes ago was mwv at the other side of the circumference, l^ven then he 
scarcely understood what this indicated, until he heard a mullled grating 
sound and saw the black mark jerk forward an inch or so. 'Then the thing 
came upon him in a Hash. 'Fhe cylinder was artificial—hollow—with an 
end that screwed out! Something within the cylinder was unscrewing 
the top! 

'Good heavens!’ said Ogilvy. ‘'Fhere's a man in it—men in it! Halt roasted 
to death! 'I’rying to escape!’ 

At once, w ith a quick mental leap, he linked the 'Thing with the Hash upi>n 
Mars. 

The thought of the confined creature was so dreadful to him that he 
forgot the heat, and went forward to the cylinder to help turn. Hut luckily 
the dull radiation arrested him before he could burn his hands on the still 
glowing metal. At that he stood irresolute for a momeni, then turned, 
scrambled out of the pit, and set off running wildly into Woking. 'The time 
then must have been somewhere about six i>’clock. He met a w aggoner and 
tried to make him understand, but the tale he told and his appearance were 
so wild—his hat had fallen off in the pit—that the man simply drove on. I le 
was equally unsuccessful with the potman who was just unlocking the doors 
of the public-house by Horsell Hridge. The fellow' thought he was a lunatic 
at large and made an unsuccessful attempt to shut him into the tap-room. 
That sobered him a little; and w'hen he saw Henderson, the London 
journalist, in his garden, he called over the palings and made himself 
understood. 

'Henderson,’ he called, 'you saw that shooting-star last night?’ 

'Well?’ said Henderson. 

‘It’s out on Horsell Common now.’ 

'Good Lord!’ said Henderson. ‘Fallen meteorite! 'That’s good.’ 

'But it’s something more than a meteorite. It’s a cylinder—an artificial 
cylinder, man! And there’s something inside.’ 
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Henderson stood up with his spade in his hand. 

‘What’s that?’ he said. He was deaf in one ear. 

Ogilvy told him all that he had seen. Henderson w^as a minute or so taking 
it in. Then he dropped his spade, snatched up his jacket, and came out into 
the road. The two men hurried back at once to the common, and found the 
cylinder still lying in the same position. Hut now the sounds inside had 
ceased, and a thin circle of bright metal showed between the top and the 
body of the cylinder. Air was either entering or escaping at the rim with a 
thin, sizzling sound. 

They listened, rapped cm the scaly burnt metal with a stick, and, meeting 
with no response, they both concluded the man or men inside must be 
insensible i^r dead. 

Of course the two were quite unable to do anything. 'I’hey shouted 
consolation and promises, and went off back to the town again to get help. 
One can imagine them, covered with sand, excited and disordered, running 
up the little street in the bright sunlight just as the shop folks were taking 
denvn their shutters and people were opening their bedroom windows. 
Henderson went into the railway station at once, in order to telegraph the 
news to London. 'The newspaper articles had prepared men’s minds for the 
reception of the idea. 

Hy eight o’clock a number of boys and unemployed men had already 
started for the common to see the ‘dead men from Mars.’ 'fhat was the form 
the story look. I heard I'jf it first friOT my newspaper boy about a quarter to 
nine when I went out to get my Daily Chronicle, I was naturally startled, and 
lost no time in gcung out and across the Ottershaw bridge to the sand-pits. 


.3 _ 

ON I lOKSbl.l. COMMON 

T found a little crowd of perhaps twenty people surrounding the huge hole 
in which the cylinder lay. I have already described the appearance of that 
colossal bulk, embedded in the ground. The turf and gravel about it seemed 
charred as if by a sudden explosion. Nc^ doubt its impact had caused a flash 
of fire. Henders^m and Ogilvy were not there. I think they perceived that 
nothing was to be di>ne for the present, and had gone away to breakfast at 
Henderson’s house. 

There were four or five bt^ys sitting on the edge of the |>it, with their Icet 
dangling, and amusing themselves—until I stopped them—by throwing 
stones at ihe giant mass. After I had spoken to them about it, they began 
playing at ‘touch’ in and tuit of the group of bystanders. 

Among these were a couple of cyclists, a jobbing gardener I employed 
sometimes, a girl carrying a baby, Clregg the butcher and his little boy, and 
two or three loafers and golf caddies who were accustomed to hang about 
the railway station. ’^There Wiis very little talking, hew of the common people 
in Imgland had anything but the vaguest astronomical ideas in those days. 
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Most of them were staring quietly at the big table-like end of the cylinder, 
which was still as Ogilvy and Henderson had left it. 1 fancy the popular 
expectation of a heap of charred corpses was disappointed at this inanimate 
bulk. Some went away while I was there, and other people came. I 
clambered into the pit and fancied I heard a faint movement under my feet. 
The top had certainly ceased to rotate. 

It was only when I got thus close to it that the strangeness of this object 
was at all evident to me. At the first glance it w'as really no more exciting 
than an overturned carriage or a tree blown across the road. Not so much so, 
indeed. It looked like a rusty gas-lloat. It required a certain amount of 
scientific education to perceive that the grey scale of the 'Fhing was no 
common oxide, that the yellowish-white metal that gleamed in the crack 
between the lid and the cylinder had an unfamiliar hue. ‘Extra-terrestrial’ 
had no meaning for most of the onlookers. 

At that time it was quite clear in my own mind that the 'I'hing had come 
from the planet Mars, but I judged it improbable that it contained any 
living creature. I thought the unscrewing might be automatic. In spite of 
Ogilvy, I still believed that there were men in Mars. My mind ran fancifully 
on the possibilities of its containing manuscript, on the difficulties in 
translation that might arise, whether we should find coins and models in it, 
and so forth. Yet it was a little too large for assurance on this idea. I felt an 
impatience to sec it opened. About eleven, as nothing seemed happening, I 
walked back, full of such thought, to my home in Maybury. Hut I found it 
difficult to get to work upon my abstract investigations. 

In the afternoon the appearance of the common had altered very much. 
The early editions of the evening papers had startled LiMidim with 
enormous headlines: 

A MESSAGE RECEIVED FROM iVlARS.’ 

‘REMARKABLE STORY FROM WOKING,’ 

and so forth. In addition, Ogilvy’s wire to the Astronomical Exchange had 
roused every observatory in the three kingdoms. 

There were half a dozen fiys or more from the Woking station standing in 
the road by the sand-pits, a basket-chaise from Chobham, and a rather 
lordly carriage. Besides that, there was quite a heap of bicycles. In addition, 
a large number of people must have walked, in spile of the heat of the day, 
from Woking and Chertsey, so that there was altogether quite a 
considerable crowed—one or two gaily dressed ladies among the others. 

It w^as glaringly hot, not a cloud in the sky nor a breath of wind, and the 
only shadow was that of the few scattered pine-trees. The burning heather 
had been extinguished, but the level ground towards Ottershavv was 
blackened as far as one could see, and still giving oil* vertical streamers of 
smoke. An enterprising sweet-stuff dealer in the Chobham Road had sent 
up his son with a barrowload of green apples and ginger-beer. 

Going to the edge of the pit, I found it occupied by a group of about half a 
dozen men—Henderson, Ogilvy, and a tall, fair-haired man that I after¬ 
wards learned was Stent, the Astronomer Royal, with several workmen 
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wielding spades and pickaxes. Stent was giving directions in a clear, high- 
pitched voice. lie was standing on the cylinder, which was now evidently 
much cooler; his face was crimson and streaming with perspiration, and 
something seemed to have irritated him. 

A large portion of the cylinder had been uncovered, though its lower end 
was still embedded. As soon as Ogilvy saw me among the staring crowd on 
the edge of the pit he called to me to come down, and asked me if I would 
mind going over to see Lord Hilton, the lord of the manor. 

'The growing crowd, he said, was becoming a serious impediment to their 
excavations, especially the boys. 'Lhey wanted a light railing put up, and 
help to keep the people back. He told me that a faint stirring was 
occasionally still audible within the case, but that the workmen had failed to 
unscrew the top, as it afforded no grip to them. 'The case appeared to be 
enormously thick, and it was possible that the faint sounds we heard 
represented a noisy tumult in the interior. 

1 was very glad to do as he asked, and so become one of the privileged 
spectators within the contemplated enclosure. I tailed to find Lord Hilton at 
his house, but 1 was told he was expected from Londim by the six o'clock 
train from Waterku^; and as it was then abi>ul a quarter past five, 1 went 
liimie, had some tea, and walked up to the statii>n to waylay him. 


_4 

'mn CYIJNDhK ()P1{NS 

When 1 returned to the common the sun was selling. Scattered groups were 
hurrying from the direction of Woking, and one or two persons were 
returning. 'The crowd about the pit had increased, and stood out black 
against the lemon-yellow of the sky—a couple of hundred people, perhaps. 
'There were raised voices, and some sort of struggle appeared to be going on 
about the pit. Strange imaginings passed through my mind. As 1 drew 
nearer 1 heard Stent's voice: 

‘Keep back! Keep back!' 

A boy came running towards me. 

‘It's a-min in',' he said to me as he passed—‘a-screwin' and a-screwin’ 
out. I don't like it. I’m a-goin' 'ome, 1 am.’ 

I went on to the crowd. 'There were really, 1 should think, tw(^ or three 
hundred people elbowing and jostling one another, the one or two ladies 
there being by no means the least active. 

‘He's fallen in the pit!' cried some one. 

‘Keep back!' said several. 

'The crowd swayed a little, and 1 elbowed my way through, liveryone 
seemed greatly excited. I heard a peculiar humming sound from the pit. 

‘I say!' said Ogilvy; ‘Help keep these idiots back. We don't know what's in 
the confounded thing, you know!' 

I saw a young man, a shop assistant in Woking 1 believe he was, standing 
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on ihc cylinder and trying to scramble out of the hole again. 'The crowd had 
pushed him in. 

The end of the cylinder was being screwed out from within. Nearly two 
feet of shining screw projected. Somebody blundered against me, and I 
narrowly missed being pitched on to the lop of the screw. 1 turned, and as I 
did so the screw must have come out, for the lid of the cylinder fell upon the 
gravel with a ringing concussion. 1 stuck my elbow into the person behind 
me, and turned my head towards the 'I'hing again. lu)r a moment that 
circular cavity seemed perfectly black. I had the sunset in my eyes. 

I think every one expected io see a man emerge—pi>ssibly something a 
little unlike us terrestrial men, but in all essentials a man. I know I did. lUii, 
looking, I presently saw something stirring within the shadow; greyisli 
billowy movements, one above another, and then two luminous disks—like 
eyes. 'Fhen something resembling a little grey snake, abi)ul the thickness ol 
a walking-stick, ciuled up out of the writhing middle, and wriggled in the air 
towards me—and then another. 

A sudden chill came over me. 'I'here was a loud shriek from a woman 
behind. I half turned, keeping my eyes fi.xed upon the cylinder still, fn>m 
which other tentacles were now pn^jecting, and began pushing my way back 
from the edge of the pit. I saw astonishment giving place to horror on the 
faces of the people about me. I heard inarticulate exclamations on all sides. 
'Fhere was a general movement backwards. 1 saw the shopman struggling 
still on the edge of the pit. I found myself alone, and saw the people on the 
other side of the pit running oti‘. Stent among them. 1 looked again at the 
cylinder, and ungovernable terror gripped me. I stood petritied and staring. 

A big greyish n)unded bulk, the size, perhaps, of a bear, was rising sK)wly 
and painfully out of the cylinder. As it bulged up and caught the light, it 
glistened like wet leather. 

'Fwo large dark-coloured eyes were regarding me steadiasily. The mass 
that framed them, the head of the thing, it was rounded, and had, one might 
say, a face. 'There was a mouth under the eyes, the lipless brim of which 
quivered and panted, and dropped saliva. 'The whi>le creature heaved and 
pulsated convulsively. A lank tentacular appendage gripped the edge of the 
cylinder, another swayed in the air. 

'Those who have never seen a living Martian can scarcely imagine the 
strange horror of its appearance, 'llie peculiar V-shaped mouth with its 
pointed upper lip, the absence of brow ridges, the absence of a chin beneath 
the wedge-like lower lip, the incessant quivering of this mouth, the Ciorgon 
groups of tentacles, the tumultuous breathing of the lungs in a strange 
atmosphere, the evident heaviness and painfulness of movement due to the 
greater gravitational energy of the earth—above all, the extraordinary 
intensity of the immense eyes—were at once vital, intense, inhuman, 
crippled and monstrous. 'I'here was something fungoid in the oily brown 
skin, something in the clumsy deliberation of the tedious movements 
unspeakably nasty. Kven at this first encounter, this first glimpse, I was 
overcome with disgust and dread. 

Suddenly the monster vanished. It had toppled over the brim of the 
cylinder and fallen into the pit, with a thud like the fall of a great mass of 
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leather. 1 heard it give a peculiar thick cry, and forthwith another of these 
creatures appeared darkly in the deep shadow of the aperture. 

I turned and, running madly, made lor the first group of trees, perhaps a 
hundred yards away; but I ran slantingly and stumbling, for I could not 
avert my face from these things. 

'I'here, among some young pine-trees and furze-bushes, 1 stopped, 
panting, and waited lurther developments, 'fhe common round the sand¬ 
pits was dotted with people, standing like myself in a half-fascinated terror, 
staring at these creatures, or rather at the heaped gravel at the edge of the pit 
in which they lay. And then, with a renewed horror, I saw' a round, black 
object bobbing up and down on the edge of the pit. It was the head ol the 
shopman who had fallen in, but showing as a little black object against the 
hot western sky. Now he got his shoulder and knee up, and again he seemed 
to slip back until only his head was visible. Suddenly he vanished, and I 
could have fancied a faint shriek had reached me. 1 had a momentary 
impulse to go back and help him that my fears overruled. 

Hvcrylhing was then quite invisible, hidden by the deep pit and the heap 
of sand that the fall of the cylinder had made. Any one coming along ihe 
n>ad from (^hobham or Woking would have been amazed at the sight—a 
dwindling multitude of perhaps a hundred people or more standing in a 
great irregular circle, in ditches, behind bushes, behind gates and hedges, 
saying little to one another and that in short, excited shouts, and staring, 
staring hard at a few heaps of sand, 'fhe barrow’ of ginger-beer stood, a 
queer derelict, black against the burning sky, and in the sand-pits was a row’ 
ol deserted vehicles w ith their hi>rses feeding out of nose-bags or pawing the 
ground. 


5 __, 

TH\i IIKAl -KAY 

After the glimp^se I had had of the Martians emerging from the cylinder in 
which they had come to the earth from their planet, a kind of fascination 
paralysed my actions. I remained standing knee-deep in the heather, staring 
at the mtmnd that hid them. 1 was a battle-ground of fear and curiosity. 

1 did not dare to go back towards the pit, but 1 felt a passionate longing to 
peer into it. I began walking, therefore, in a big curve, seeking some point of 
vantage and continually looking at the sand heaps that hid these new-comers 
to our earth. Once a leash of thin black w hips, like the arms of an octopus. 
Hashed across the sunset and was immediately withdrawn, and afterwards a 
thin rod rose up, joint by joint, bearing at its apex a circular disk that spun 
with a wobbling motion. What could be going on there? 

Most of the spectators had gathered in one or two groups—one a little 
crow’d towards Woking, the other a knot of people in the direction of 
Chobham. Evidently they shared my mental conflict. I'here w'ere few near 
me. One man 1 approached—he was, 1 perceived, a neighbour of mine. 
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though I did not know his name—and accosted. Hut it was scarcely a lime 
Tor articulate conversation. 

‘What ugly brmesV he said. ‘Ciood (lod! what ugly brutes!’ He repealed 
this over and over again. 

‘Did you see a man in the pit?’ 1 said; but he made no answer to that. We 
became silent, and stood watching for a time side by side, deriving, I fancy, 
a certain comfort in one another's company. I'hen I shifted my position to a 
little knoll that gave me the advantage of a yard or more of elevation, and 
when I looked for him presently he was walking towards Woking. 

'I'he sunset faded to twilight before anything further happened. The 
crowd far away on the left, towards W'oking, seemed ti^ grow, and 1 heard 
now a faint murmur from it. 'The little knot of people towards Chobham 
dispersed. 'I'here was scarcely an intimation of movement from the pit. 

It was this, as much as anything, that gave people courage, and I suppose 
the new arrivals from Woking also helped to resti>re cmifidence. At any rate, 
as the dusk came on a slow, intermittent movement upon the sand-pits 
began, a movement that seemed to gather fierce as the stillness of the 
evening about the cylinder remained unbroken. Vertical black tigures in 
twos and threes would advance, sti>p, watch and advance again, spreading 
out as they did so in a thin irregular crescent that promised to enclose the pit 
in its attenuated horns. I, too, on my side began to move towards the pit. 

'I'hen I saw some cabmen and others had walked boldly inii> the sand¬ 
pits, and heard the clatter of hoofs and the gride i>f wheels. 1 saw a lad 
trundling olf the barrow i)f apples. And then, within thirty yards t)f the pit, 
advancing from the direction of Horsell, I noted a little black knot of men, 
the fi^remost of whom was waving a white Hag. 

'I’his was the Deputation. 'There had been a hasty ciMisullalion, and since 
the Martians were evidently, in spite of their repulsive forms, intelligent 
creatures, it had been resolved to show them, by approaching them with 
signals, that we loo were intelligent. 

b'lutter, flutter, went the flag, first to the right, then to the left. It was loo 
far for me to recognise any one there, but afterwards 1 learned that Ogilvy, 
Stent, and Henderson were with others in this attempt at communication. 
'I'his little group had in its advance dragged inward, so to speak, the 
circumference of the now almost complete circle of people, and a number of 
dim black tigures followed it at discreet distances. 

Suddenly there was a Hash of light, and a quantity of luminous greenish 
smoke came out of the pit in three distinct puffs, which drove up, one after 
the other, straight into the still air. 

'This smoke (or flame, perhaps, would be the better word for it) was so 
bright that the deep blue sky twerhead and the hazy stretches of brown 
common towards Chertsey, set with black pine-trees, seemed to darken 
abruptly as these puffs arose, and to remain the darker after their dispersal. 
At the same time a faint hissing sound became audible. 

Beyond the pit stood the little wedge of people with the white Hag at its 
apex, arrested by these phenomena, a little knot of small vertical black 
shapes upon the black ground. As the green smoke arose, their faces Hashed 
out pallid green, and faded again as it vanished. 'Then slowly the hissing 
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passed into a humming, into a long, loud, droning noise. Slowly a humped 
shape rose out of the pit, and the ghost of a beam of light seemed to llicker 
out from it. 

lM)rthwith Hashes of actual flame, a bright glare leaping from one to 
another, sprang from the scattered group of men. It was as it some invisible 
jet impinged upon them and flashed into white flame. It was as if each man 
were suddenly and mimientarily turned to fire. 

1 hen, by the light o{ their own destruction, 1 saw them staggering and 
falling, and their supporters turning to run. 

I stood staring, mu as yet realising that this was death leaping from man 
to man in that little distant crowd. All I felt was that it was something very 
strange. An almost noiseless and blinding flash of light, and a man fell 
headlong and lay still; and as the unseen shaft of heat passed over them, 
pine-trees burst into fire, and every dry furze-bush became with one dull 
thud a mass of flames. And far away towards Knaphill 1 saw the flashes of 
trees and hedges and wooden buildings suddenly set alight. 

It was sweeping round swiftly and steadily, this flaming death, this 
invisible, inevitable sword of heat. I perceived it coming towards me by the 
flashing bushes it touched, and was too astounded and stupefied to stir. 1 
heard the crackle of fire in the sand-pits and the sudden squeal of a horse 
that was as suddenly siilled. 'I'hen it was as if an invisible yet intensely 
heated finger were drawn through the heather between me and the 
Martians, and all aUuig a curving line beyond the sand-pits the dark ground 
smoked and crackled. Something fell with a crash far away to the left where 
the road from Woking station opens out on the common, b'orthwith the 
hissing and humming ceased, and the black, dome-like object sank slowly 
out of sight into the pit. 

All this had happened with such swiftness that 1 had stood motionless, 
dumbfounded and dazzled by the flashes of light. Had that death swept 
through a full circle, it must inevitably have slain me in my surprise. Hut it 
passed and spared me, and left the night about me suddenly dark and 
unfamiliar. 

'The undulating common seemed now dark almost to blackness, except 
where its roadways lay grey and pale under the deep-blue sky of the early 
night. It was dark, and suddenly void of men. Overhead the stars were 
mustering, and in the west the sky was still a pale, bright., almost greenish 
blue. 'The tops of the pine-trees and the roofs of Ilorsell came out sharp and 
black against the western afterglow. 'I'he Martians and their appliances 
were altogether invisible, save for that thin mast upon which their restless 
mirri)r wobbled. Patches of bush and isolated trees here and there smoked 
and glowed still, and the houses towards Woking station were sending up 
spires of flame into the stillness of the evening air. 

Nothing was changed save for that and a terrible astonishment. 1 he little 
group of black specks with the flag of white had been swept out of existence, 
anel the stillness of the evening, so it seemed to me, had scarcely been 
broken. 

It came to me that I was upon this dark common, helpless, unprotected, 
and alone. Suddenly, like a thing falling upon me from without, came— tear. 
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With an eft'ort 1 turned and began a stumbling run through the heather. 

'I'he fear 1 felt was no rational fear, but a panic terror not only of the 
Martians, but of the dusk and stillness all about me. Such an extraordinary 
effect in unmanning me it had that 1 ran weeping silently as a child might 
do. Once I had turned, I did not dare to look back. 

I remember I felt an extraordinary persuasion that 1 was being played 
with, that presently, when I was upon the very verge of safety, this 
mysterious death—as swift as the passage of light—would leap after me 
from the pit about the cylinder and strike me down. 


6 


run Hi:A'r-RAY in rni:c:noBHAM road 

It is still a matter of wonder how the Martians are able to slay men so swiftly 
and so silently. Many think that in some way they arc able to generate an 
intense heat in a chamber of practically absolute non-ccmductiviiy. This 
intense heat they pri)ject in a parallel beam against any object they choose by 
means of a polished parabolic mirror of unknown composition, much as the 
parabolic mirror of a light-house projects a beam of light. Ifut no one has 
absolutely proved these details. However it is done, it is certain that a beam 
of heat is the essence of the matter. Heat, and invisible, instead of visible 
light. Whatever is combustible flashes into flame at its touch, lead runs like 
water, it softens iron, cracks and melts glass, and when it falls upon water, 
incontinently that explodes into steam. 

That night nearly forty people lay under the starlight about the pit, 
charred and distorted beyond rec(^gnilion, and all night k>ng the common 
from Horsell to Maybury was descried and brightly ablaze. 

I'he news of the massacre probably reached C^hobham, W'oking, and 
Ottershaw about the same lime. In Woking the shops had closed when the 
tragedy happened, and a number of people, shop-people and so forth, 
attracted by the stories they had heard, were walking over the Horsell 
Bridge and along the road between the hedges that runs out at last upon the 
common. You may imagine the young people brushed up after the labours 
of the day, and making this novelty, as they would make any novelty, the 
excuse for walking together and enjoying a trivial flirtation. You may figure 
to yourself the hum of voices along the road in the gloaming.. . . 

As yet, of course, few people in Woking even knew that the cylinder had 
opened, though poor Henderson had sent a messenger on a bicycle to the 
post-office with a special wire to an evening paper. 

As these folks came out by twos and threes upon the open, they found 
little knots of people talking excitedly and peering at the spinning mirror 
over the sand-pits, and the new-comers were, no doubt, so(m infected by 
the excitement of the occasion. 

By half-past eight, when the I^eputation was destroyed, there may have 
been a crowd of three hundred people or more at this place, besides those 
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who had left the n>ad to approach the Martians nearer. 'I'here were three 
policemen too, one of whom was mounted, doing their best, under 
instructions from Stent, to keep the people back and deter them from 
approaching the cylinder, 'rhere was some booing from those more 
thoughtless and excitable souls to whom a crowd is always an occasion for 
noise and horse-play. 

Stent and Ogilvy, anticipating some possibilities of a collision, had 
telegraphed from I lorsell the barracks as soon as the Martians emerged, 
for the help of a company of soldiers to protect these strange creatures from 
violence. After that they returned to lead that ill-lated advance. 'I’he 
description of their death, as it was seen by the crowd, tallies very closely 
with my own impressions; the three pulfs of green smoke, the deep 
humming note, and the Hashes (^f llame. 

Hut that crowd of pein"‘l<-‘ had a far narrinver escape than mine. Only the 
fact a hummock of heathery sand intercepted the lower part of the Heat-Ray 
saved them. Had the elevation of the parabolic mirror been a few yards 
higher, none could have lived to tell the talc. 'They saw the Hashes and the 
men falling, and an invisible hand, as it were, lit the bushes as it hurried 
towards them through the twilight. 'Then, with a whistling note that 
rose above the droning of the pit, the beam swung close over their heads, 
lighting the tops (H the beech-trees that line the road, and splitting the 
bricks, smashing the windv)ws, firing the window-lrames, and bringing 
down in crumbling ruin a portion of the gable of the house nearest the 
corner. 

In the sudden thud, hiss, and glare of the igniting trees, the panic- 
stricken crowd seems to have swayed hesitatingly for some moments. 
Sparks and burning twigs began to fall into the ri>ad, and single leaves like 
pulfs of Hame. Hats and dresses caught Hrc. 'Then came a crying from the 
common. 'There were shrieks and shouts, and suddenly a mounted 
piHiceman came galloping through the confusion with his hands clasped 
over his head, screaming. 

‘'I'hey're Ciiming!' a woman shrieked, and incontinently every one was 
turning and pushing at those behind, in order to clear their way to Woking 
again. 'They must have bolted as blindly as a Hock ol sheep. Where the road 
grows narrow and black between the high banks the crowd jammed, and a 
desperate struggle iKcurrcd. All that crowd did not escape; three persons at 
least, two women and a little boy, were crushed and trampled there, and lelt 
to die amid the terror and the darkness. 


.... J 7 _ - 

HOW I RhACHia) HOAili 


l\)r my own part, 1 remember m)thing of my Hight except the stress oi 
blundering against trees and stumbling through the heather. All about me 
gathered the invisible terrors ol the Martians; that pitiless sw’ord of heat 
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seemed whirling to and tro, flourishing overhead before it descended and 
smote me out of life. 1 came into the road between the cross-roads and 
HorselK and ran along this to the cross-roads. 

At last I could go no further; 1 was exhausted with the violence of my 
emotion and of my flight, and I staggered and fell by the wayside. 'I'hat was 
near the bridge that crosses the canal by the gasworks. I fell and lay still. 

I must have remained there some lime. 

1 sat up, strangely perplexed. For a moment, perhaps, 1 could not clearly 
understand how I came there. My terror had fallen f rom me like a garment. 
My hat had gone, and my collar had burst away trom its fastener. A few 
minutes before there had only been three real things before me—the 
immensity of the night and space and nature, my own feebleness and 
anguish, and the near approach of death. Now it was as if something turned 
over, and the point of view altered abruptly. 'There was ni^ sensible 
transition from one state of mind to the other. I was immediately the self of 
every day again—a decent, ordinary citizen. 'I’lie silent commiMi, the 
impulse of my flight, the starting flames, were as if they had been in a 
dream. I asked myself had these latter things indeed happened? 1 ciuild not 
credit it. 

I rose and walked unsteadily up the steep incline of the bridge. My mind 
was blank wonder. My muscles and nerves seemed drained of their 
strength. I dare say I staggered drunkenly. A head rose over the arch, and 
the figure of a workman carrying a basket appeared, lieside him ran a little 
boy. He passed me, wishing me good-night. I was minded to speak to him, 
but did not. I answered his greeting with a meaningless mumble and went 
on over the bridge. 

Over the Maybury arch a train, a billowing tumult of while, firelii smoke, 
and a long caterpillar of lighted windows, went flying south—clatter, 
clatter, clap, rap, and it had gone. A dim group of people talked in the gate i^f 
one of the houses in the pretty little row i)f gables that was called Oriental 
Terrace. It was all so real and so familiar. And that behind me! It was 
frantic, fantastic! Such things, I told myself, ct)uld not be. 

Perhaps 1 am a man of excepticmal moods. 1 di^ not know how far my 
experience is commtm. At times I suffer from the strangest sense of 
detachment from myself and the world about me; I seem to watch it all from 
the outside, from somewhere inconceivably remote, out of time, out of 
space, out of the stress and tragedy of it all. 'I'his feeling was very strong 
upon me that night. Here was another side to my dream. 

But the trouble was the blank incongruity of this serenity and the swift 
death flying yonder, not two miles away, 'i’here was a noise of business from 
the gasworks, and the electric-lamps were all alight. I stopped at the group 
of people. 

'What news from the common?' said I. 

'There were two men and a woman at the gale. 

'Hh?' said one of the men, turning. 

‘What news trom the common?' 1 said. 

‘'Ain't ycr just been there?' asked the men. 

‘People seem fair silly about the common,' said the woman over the gale. 
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‘What's it all abart?' 

‘Haven't you heard ol the men from Mars?' said I—‘the creatures from 
Mars?' 

‘Quite enough,' said the woman over the gate. ‘Thenks'; and all three ol 
them laughed. 

I felt foolish and angry. I tried and found I could not tell them whal I had 
seen. 'I'hey laughed again at my broken sentences. 

‘You'll hear more yet,' I said, and went on to my home. 

1 startled my wile at the doorway, so haggard was I. 1 went into the 
dining-roi)m, sat down, drank some wine, and so soon as I could collect 
mysell sulhciently I told her the things I had seen. 'I'he dinner, which was a 
Ci)ld one, had already been served, and remained neglected on the table 
while I told my story. 

‘'I'here is one thing,' 1 said, to allay the fears 1 had aroused—‘they are the 
most sluggish things I ever saw crawl. 'I'hey may keep the pit and kill people 
who come near them, but they cannot get out ol it. ... But the horror of 
them!' 

‘Don't, dear!' said my wife, knitting her brows and putting her hand on 
mine. 

‘Poor Ogilvy!' I said. ‘'To think he may be lying dead there!' 

My wile at least did not find my experience incredible. When I saw how 
deadly white her tace was, I ceased abruptly. 

‘'I'hey may come here,' she said again and again. 

I pressed her to take wine, and tried to reassure her. 

‘'Phey can scarcely move,' I said. 

1 began to comfort her and myself by repeating all that Ogilvy had told 
me of the impossibility of the Martians establishing themselves on the 
earth. In particular 1 laid stress on the gravitational dilliculty. On the 
surlacc of the earth the force ol gravity is three times what it is on the surface 
ol Mars. A Martian, therefore, would weigh three times more than on Mars, 
albeit his muscular strength would be the same. His own body would be a 
cope of lead to him. Phat, indeed, was the general opinion. Both I'he Times 
and the Daily J elc^raph^ for instance, insisted on it the next morning, and 
both overlooked, just as I did, two obvious modifying intiuences. 

'Phe atmosphere of the earth, we now know, contains far more oxygen or 
far less argon (whichever way one likes to put it than does Alars. '1 he 
invigorating influences ol this excess of oxygen upon the Martians 
indisputably did much to counterbalance the increased weight ol their 
bodies. And, in the second place, we all overlooked the lact that such 
mechanical intelligence as the Alartian possessed was quite able to dispense 
with muscular exertion at a pinch. 

But I did not consider these points at the time, and so my reasoning was 
dead against the chances of the invaders. With wine and food, the 
confidence of my own table, and the necessity of reassuring my wile, 1 grew 
by insensible degrees courageous and secure. 

‘'Phey have done a foolish thing,' said I, lingering my wine-glass. ‘I'hey 
are dangerous because, no doubt, they arc mad with terror. Perhaps they 
expected to find no living things—certainly no intelligent living things. 
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‘A shell in the pit,’ said I, ‘if the worst comes to ihc worst, will kill them 
all.’ 

The intense excitement of the events had no doubt left my perceptive 
powers in a state of erethism. I remember that dinner-table wiih 
extraordinary vividness even now. My dear wife’s sweet anxious face 
peering at me from under the pink lamp-shade, the white cloth with its 
silver and glass table furniture—for in those days even philosophical writers 
had many little luxuries—the crimson-purple wine in my glass, are 
photographically distinct. At the end of it I sat, tempering nuts with a 
cigarette, regretting Ogilvy’s rashness, and denouncing the short-sighted 
timidity of the Martians. 

So some respectable dodo in the Mauritius might have lorded it in his 
nest, and discussed the arrival of that shipful of pitiless sailors in want of 
animal food. ‘We will peck them to death to-morrow, my dear.' 

I did not know' it, but that w'as the last civilised dinner I was ti> eat for very 
many strange and terrible days. 


8 


FRIDAY NICJH'r 

The most extraordinary thing to my mind, of all the strange and wonderful 
things that happened upon that b'riday, was the dovetailing of the 
commonplace habits of our social order with the first beginnings of the 
series of events that w'as to topple that social order headlong. If on FViday 
night you had taken a pair of compasses and drawn a circle with a radius of 
five miles round the Woking sand-pits, I doubt if you would have had one 
human being outside it, unless it W’cre some relation of Stent or of the three 
or four cyclists or London people lying dead on the comnuMi, whose 
emotions or habits w ere at all affected by the new -comers. Many people had 
heard of the cylinder, of course, and talked about it in their leisure, but it 
certainly did not make the sensation that an ultimatum to Ciermany would 
have done. 

In London that night poor Henderson’s telegram describing the gradual 
unscrewing of the shot was judged to be a canard, and his evening paper, 
after wiring for authentication from him and receiving no reply—the man 
was killed—decided not to print a special edition. 

Uven within the five-mile circle the great majority of people were inert. I 
have already described the behaviour of the men and wi^men to whom I 
spoke. All over the district people were dining and supping; working-men 
were gardening after the labours of the day, children were being put to bed, 
young people were wandering through the lanes love-making, students sat 
over their books. 

Maybe there was a murmur in the village streets, a novel and dominant 
topic in the public-houses, and here and there a messenger, or even an eye¬ 
witness of the later occurrences, caused a whirl of excitement, a shouting. 
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and a running to and Tro; but for the most part the daily routine of working, 
eating, drinking, sleeping, went on as it had done for countless years—as 
though no planet Mars existed in the sky. Iwen at Woking station and 
Horsell and (^hobham that was the case. 

In Woking junction, until a late hour, trains were slopping and going on, 
others were shunting on the sidings, passengers were alighting and wailing, 
and everything was proceeding in the most ordinary way. A boy from the 
town, trenching on Smith's monopoly, was selling papers with the 
afternoon's news. 'I'hc ringing impact of trucks, the sharp whistle of the 
engines from the junction, mingled with their shouts of‘Men from Mars!' 
bixeited men came into the station about nine o'clock with incredible 
tidings, and caused no more disturbance than drunkards might have done. 
People rattling Londonwards peered into the darkness outside the carriage 
windows, and saw only a rare, ilickering, vanishing spark dance up from the 
direction of Horsell, a red glow and a thin veil ol' smoke driving across the 
stars, and thought that nothing more serious than a heath fire was 
happening. It was only round the edge of the common that any disturbance 
was perceptible. 'There were half a dozen villas burning on the Woking 
border. 'I'herc were lights in all the houses on the common side of the three 
villages, and the people there kept awake till dawn. 

A curious crowd lingered restlessly, people coming and going but the 
crowd remaining, both on the Chobham and Horsell bridges. One or two 
adventurous souls, it was afterwards found, went into the darkness and 
crawied quite near the Martians; but they never returned, for now and again 
a light-ray, like the beam ol a warship's searchlight, swept the common, and 
the Heat-Ray was ready to follow. Save fi>r such, that big area t)f common 
was silent and desolate, and the charred bodies lay about on it all night 
under the stars, and all the next day. A noise of hammering from the pit was 
heard by many people. 

So you have the slate of things on b'riday night. In the centre, slicking 
into the skin of our old planet liarth like a poisoned dart, was this cylinder. 
Hut the poison was scarcely working yet. Around it was a patch ol silent 
common, smouldering in places, and with a lew dark, dimly seen objects 
lying in contorted attitudes here and there. Here and there was a burning 
bush or tree. Beyond was a fringe of excitement, and further than that tringe 
the inflammation had not crept as yet. In the rest of the world the stream of 
life still llowed as it had flowed for immemorial years. "The fever of war that 
would presently clog vein and artery, deaden nerve and destroy brain, had 
still to develop. 

All night long the Martians were hammering and stirring, sleepless, 
indefatigable, at work upon the machines they were making ready, and ever 
and again a pulf of greenish-white smoke whirled up to the starlit sky. 

About eleven a company of soldiers came through Horsell, and deployed 
along the edge of the common to form a cordon. Later a second company 
marched through Chobham to deploy on the north side of the common. 
Several officers from the Inkerman barracks had been on the common 
earlier in the day, and one. Major Hden, was reported to be missing. 1 he 
colonel of the regiment came to the Chobham bridge and was busy 
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questioning the crowd at midnight. The military aulhorities were certainly 
alive to the seriousness of the business. About eleven, the next morning’s 
papers were able to say, a squadron of hussars, two Maxims, and about four 
hundred men of the Cardigan regiment started from Aldershot. 

A few seconds after midnight the crowd in the C'herlsey road, Woking, 
saw a star fall from heaven into the pine-wiH>ds to the north-west. It had a 
greenish colour, and caused a silent brightness like summer lightning, 'i'his 
was the second cylinder. 


9 __ 

rilH FlGH'l lNC; HKCHNS 

Saturday lives in my memory as a day i^f suspense. It was a day of lassitude 
too, hoi and close, with, I am told, a rapidly fluctuating barometer. I had 
slept but little, though my wife had succeeded in sleeping, and I rose early. I 
went into my garden before breakfast and stood listening, but timards the 
commim there was mnhing stirring but a lark. 

'The milkman came as usual, I heard the rattle of his chariot, and I went 
round to the side-gate to ask the latest news. He told me that during the 
night the Martians had been surrounded by tn^ops, and that guns were 
expected. 'I'lien—a familiar, reassuring note—I heard a train running 
towards Woking. 

‘'I’hey aren’t to be killed,’ said the milkman, ‘if that can pi^ssibly be 
avoided.' 

I saw my neighbour gardening, chatted with him for a time, and then 
strolled in tv) breakfast. It was a most iinexcepiu)nal mv)rning. My 
neighbour was of v)pinion that the troops would be able to capture or to 
destroy the Martians during the day. 

‘It’s a pity they make themselves so unapprv>achable,' he saivl. ‘It wv>uld 
be curious to know how they live on another planet; we might learn a thing 
or two.’ 

He came up to the fence and extended a handful v)f strawberries, for his 
gardening was as generv)us as it was enthusiastic. At the same time he told 
me of the burning of the pine-woods about the Hyfleet Ciolf Links. 

‘They say,’ said he, ‘that there’s another of those blessed things fallen 
there— number two. Hut one’s enough, surely. 'This lot’ll cost the insurance 
people a pretty penny before everything’s settled.’ 1 le laughed with an air v)f 
the greatest good-humv)ur as he said this. 'I'he wov)ds, he said, were still 
burning, and pointed out a haze of smoke to me. ‘'I'hey will be hot underfoot 
for days, on account v)f the thick soil of pine-needles and turf,’ he said, and 
then grew serious over ‘poor Ogilvy.’ 

After breakfast, instead of working, I decided to walk down towards the 
common. Under the railway bridge I found a group of soldiers—sappers, I 
think, men in small round caps, dirty red jackets unbuttoned, and shv)wing 
their blue shirts, dark trousers, and boots coming to the calf. 'I'hey told me 
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no one was allowed over the canal, and, looking along the road towards the 
bridge, I saw one of the Cardigan men standing sentinel there. I talked with 
these soldiers for a lime; I told them of my sight of the Martians on the 
previous evening. None of them had seen the Martians, and they had but 
the vaguest ideas of them, so that they plied me with questions. They said 
that they did not know who had authorised the movements of the troops; 
their idea was that a dispute had arisen at the Horse Ciuards. 'I'he ordinary 
sapjKT is a great deal better educated than the commim soldier, and they 
discussed the peculiar conditions of the possible light with some acuteness. 
I described the Meat-Ray to them, and they began to argue among 
themselves. 

‘Caawl up under cover and rush 'em, say I,' said one. 

‘Ciet aht!' said another. ‘What's cover against this 'ere 'eat? Sticks to cook 
yer! What we got ti^ do is to go as near as the ground'll let us, and then drive 
a trench.' 

‘Blow yer trenches! You always want trenches; you ought to ha' been 
bi)rn a rabbit. Snippy.' 

‘'Ain't they got any necks, then?' said a third, abruptly—a little, 
ciMitemplative, dark man, smoking a pipe. 

1 repeated my description. 

‘Octopuses,' said he, ‘that's what 1 calls 'em. 'I'alk about fishers of men— 
lighters offish it is this time!' 

‘It ain't no murder killing beasts like that,' said the first speaker. 

‘VC'hy not shell the darned things slrite olf and linish 'em?' said the little 
dark man. 'Wm earn tell what they might do.' 

‘XX'here's your shells?' said the first speaker. ‘'There ain't no time. Do it in 
a rush, that's my tip, and do it at once.' 

So they discussed it. After a n hile I left them, and went on to the railway 
station to get as many morning papers as I could. 

But I will not weary the reader wiih a description of that long morning 
and i>f the longer afternoon. I did not succeed in getting a glimpse of the 
common, tor even Horsell and C^ht^bham church towers were in the hands 
of the military authorities. 'The soldiers I addressed didn't know anything; 
the otticers were m\ sterious as well as busy. I found people in the town quite 
secure again in the presence iU' the military, and I heard tor the tirsi time 
from Marshall, the tobacconist, that his son was imong the dead on the 
eimimon. 'The soldiers had made the people on the outskirts of Morsel! lock 
up and leave their houses. 

I got back to lunch about two, very tired, for, as 1 have said, the day was 
extremely hot and dull; and in order li) refresh myselt I look a cold bath in 
the afternoon. About half-past four 1 went up to the railway station to get an 
evening paper, for the morning papers had contained only a very inaccurate 
description of the killing of Stent, Henderson, Ogilvy, and the others. But 
there was little I didn’t know. 'The Martians did not show an inch of 
themselves. 'They seemed busy in their pit, and there was a sound of 
hammering and an almost continuous streamer ol smoke. Apparently they 
were busy getting ready for a struggle. ‘Fresh attempts have been made to 
signal, but without success,’ was the stereotyped formula of the papers. A 
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sapper told me it was done by a man in a ditch with a flag on a long pole. 'I'he 
Martians took as much notice i>f such advances as wc should of the lowing of 
a cow. 

I must confess the sight of all this armament, all this preparation, greatly 
excited me. My imagination became belligerent, and defeated the invaders 
in a dozen striking ways; something of my schoolboy dreams of battle and 
heroism came back. It hardly seemed a fair fight to me at that time. 'They 
seemed very helpless in that pit of theirs. 

About three o'clock there began the thud of a gun at measured intervals 
from Chertsey or Addlestone. I learned that the smi>uldering pine-wood 
into which the second cylinder had fallen was being shelled, in the hope of 
destroying that object before it opened. It was only about five, however, 
that a field-gun reached Chobham for use against the first body of Martians. 

About six in the evening, as I sat at tea with my wife in the summer-house 
talking vigorously about the battle that was lowering upon us, I heard a 
muffled detonation from the common, and immediately after a gust of 
firing. Close im the heels of that came a violent, rattling crash quite close to 
us, that shook the ground; and, starting out upon the lawn, I saw the tops o\ 
the trees about the Oriental College burst into smoky red flame, and the 
tower of the little church beside it slide down into ruin. 'The pinnacle of the 
mosque had vanished, and the roof-line of the college itself looked as if a 
hundred-ton gun had been at work upon it. One of our chimneys eracked as 
if a shot had hit it, flew, and a piece of it came clattering dt)wn the tiles and 
made a heap of broken red fragments upon the flower-bed by my study 
window. 

I and my wife stood amazed. Then I realised that the crest of Maybury 
Hill must be within range of the Martians' Ileai-Kay now that the college 
was cleared out of the way. 

At that I gripped my wife's arm, and without ceremony ran her out into 
the road. Then I fetched out the servant, telling her I would go upstairs 
myself for the box she was clamouring for. 

‘We can’t possibly slay here,' 1 said; and as I spoke the firing rei>pened for 
a moment upon the common. 

‘Hut where are we to go?' said my wife in terror. 

I thought, perplexed. Then I remembered her cousins at Lealherhead. 

'Leatherhead!' I shouted above the sudden noise. 

She looked away from me downhill. 'ITc people were coming out of their 
houses astonished. 

TIow are we to get to Leatherhead?' she said. 

Down the hill I saw a bevy of hussars ride under the railway bridge; three 
galloped through the open gales of the Oriental (College; two others 
dismounted, and began running from house to house. I'he sun, shining 
through the smoke that drove up from the tt)ps of the trees, seemed bkiod- 
red, and threw an unfamiliar lurid light upon everything. 

‘Stop here,’ said I; ‘you are safe here;’ and I started ofl at once for the 
Spotted Dog, for I knew the landlord had a horse and dog-cart. I ran, for I 
perceived that in a moment every one upon this side of the hill would be 
moving. I found him in his bar, quite unaware of what was going on behind 
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his house. A man stood with his back to me, talking to him. 

‘I must have a pound,’ said the landlord, ‘and I’ve no one to drive it.’ 

‘I’ll give you two,’ said I, over the stranger’s shoulder. 

‘What for?’ 

‘And I’ll bring it back by midnight,’ I said. 

‘Lord!’ said the landlord; ‘what’s the hurry? I’m selling my bit of a pig. 
'I'wo pounds, and you bring it back? What’s going on m)W?’ 

I explained hastily that I had to leave my home, and so secured the dog- 
carl. At the time it did not seem to me nearly so urgent that the landlord 
should leave his. I took care to have the cart there and then, drove it olf 
down the road, and, leaving it in charge of my wife and servant, rushed into 
my house and packed a few valuables, such plate as we had, and so ft>rih. 
The beech-trees below the house were burning while I did this, and the 
palings up the road glowed red. While I was occupied in this way, one of the 
dismounted hussars came running up. He was going from house to house, 
warning people to leave. He was g«>ing on as I came out of my front-door, 
lugging my treasures, done up in a table-cloth. I shouted after him: 

‘What news?’ 

I le turned, stared, bawled something about ‘crawling out in a thing like a 
dish cover,' and ran on to the gale of the house at the crest. A sudden whirl 
of black smt>ke driving across the road hid him for a moment. I ran to my 
neighbour's door and rapped to satisfy myself of what I already knew, that 
his wife had gone to London with him and had locked up their house. I went 
in again, according to my promise, to gel my servant’s box, lugged it out, 
clapped it beside her on the tail t>f the dog-carl, and then caught the reins 
and jumped up into the driver’s seat beside my wife. In another moment we 
were clear of the smoke and noise, and spanking down the opposite slope of 
Maybury Hill towards Old Woking. 

In front was a quiet, sunny landscape, a whcatficld ahead on either side of 
the road, and the Maybury Inn with its swinging sign. I saw the doctor’s 
cart ahead of me. At the bottom of the hill I turned my head to look at the 
hill-side I was leaving. Thick streamers of black smoke shot with threads of 
red tire were driving up into the still air, and throwing dark shadows upon 
the green tree-tops eastward. The smoke already extended far away to the 
east and west—to the Hylleet pine-woods eastward, and to Woking on the 
west. The road was dotted with people running towards us. And very faint 
now, but very distinct through the hot, quiet air, one heard the whirr of a 
machine-gun that was presently stilled, and an intermittent cracking of 
rilles. Apparently the Martians were setting fire to everything within range 
of their Heat-Ray. 

I am not an expert driver, and 1 had immediately to turn my attention to 
the horse. When I looked back again the second hill had hidden the black 
smoke. I slashed the horse with the whip, and gave him a loose rein until 
Woking and Send lay between us and that quivering tumult. I overtook and 
passed the doctoi between Woking and Send. 
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IN TH\i S FORM 

Leathcrhead is about twelve miles from Mayhury Hill. The scent of hay was 
in the air through the lush meadows beyond Pyrford, and the hedges on 
either side were sweet and gay with multitudes of dog-roses. 'I'he heavy 
firing that had broken out while we were driving down Maybury Hill ceased 
as abruptly as it began, leaving the evening very peaceful and still. We got to 
Leatherhcad without misadventure about nine o’clock, and the horse had an 
hour’s rest while I took supper with my cousins and commended my wife to 
their care. 

My wife was curiously silent throughout the drive, and seemed oppressed 
with forebodings of evil. 1 talked to her reassuringly, pointing out that the 
Martians were tied to the pit by sheer heaviness, and at the utmost could but 
crawl a little out of it; but she answered only in monosyllables. Had it not 
been for my promise to the innkeeper, she would, I think, have urged me to 
slay in Leatherhcad that night. Would that I had! Her face, I remember, 
was very white as we parted. 

For my own part, I had been feverishly excited all day. Something very 
like the war-fever that occasionally runs through a civilised community had 
got into my blood, and in my heart I was not so very sorry that 1 had to 
return to Maybury that night. I was even afraid that that last fusillade I had 
heard might mean the extermination of our invaders from Mars. I can best 
express my state of mind by saying that 1 wanted to be in at the death. 

It was nearly eleven when I started to return. 'I’he night was 
unexpectedly dark; to me, walking out of the lighted passage of my cousins' 
house, it seemed indeed black, and it was as hot and close as the day. 
Overhead the clouds were driving fast, albeit not a breath stirred the shrubs 
about us. My cousins’ man lit both lamps. Happily, I knew the road 
intimately. My wife stood in the light of the doorway, and watched me until 
I jumped up into the dog-carl. 'I'hcn abruptly she turned and went in, 
leaving my cousins side by side wishing me good hap. 

I was a little depressed at first with the contagion of my wife’s fears, but 
very soon my thoughts reverted to the Martians. At that lime I was 
absolutely in the dark as to the course of the evening’s fighting. I did not 
know even the circumstances that had precipitated the conflict. As I 
came through Ockham (for that was the way I returned, and not through 
Send and Old Woking) I saw along the western horizon a blood-red glow, 
which, as I drew nearer, crept slowly up the sky. The driving clouds 
of the gathering thunderstorm mingled there with masses of black and red 
smoke. 

Ripley Street was deserted, and except for a lighted window or so the 
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village showed not a sign of life; but I narrowly escaped an accident at the 
corner of the road to Pyrford, where a knot of people stood with their backs 
to me. 'Fhey said nothing to me as I passed. I do not know what they knew of 
the things happening beyond the hill, nor do I know if the silent houses I 
passed on my way were sleeping securely, or deserted and empty, or 
harassed and watching against the terror of the night. 

h'rom Ripley until I came through Pyrford 1 was in the valley of the Wey, 
and the red glare was hidden from me. As I ascended the little hill beyond 
Pyrford Church the glare came into view again, and the trees about me 
shivered with the first intimation of the storm that was upon me. Then I 
heard midnight pealing out from Pyrford Church behind me, and then 
came the silhouette of Maybury I lill, with its tree-tops and roofs black and 
sharp against the red. 

liven as I beheld this a lurid green glare lit the road about me and showed 
the distant woods towards Addlestone. I felt a tug at the reins. I saw that the 
driving clouds had been pierced as it were by a thread of green fire, 
suddenly lighting their confusion and falling into the field to my left. It was 
the Third balling-Star! 

Close on its apparition, and blindingly violet by contrast, danced out the 
first lightning of the gathering storm, and the thunder burst like a rocket 
overhead. 'The horse took the bit between his teeth and bolted. 

A moderate incline runs towards the foot of Maybury Hill, and down this 
we clattered. Once the lightning had begun, it went on in as rapid a 
succession of Hashes as I have ever seen. 'The thunderclaps, treading one on 
the heels of another and with a strange crackling accompaniment, sounded 
more like the working of a gigantic electric machine than the usual 
detonating reverberations. 'Fhe flickering light was blinding and confusing, 
and a thin hail smote gustily at my face as I drove down the slope. 

At first I regarded little but the road before me, and then abruptly my 
attention was arrested by something that was moving rapidly down the 
opposite slope of Maybury I lill. At first 1 took it fi>r the wet roof of a house, 
but one Hash following another showed it to be in swift rolling movement. It 
was an elusive vision—a moment of bewildering darkness, and then, in a 
Hash like daylight, the red masses of the Orphanage near the crest of the hill, 
the green tops of the pine-trees, and this problematical object came out clear 
and sharp and bright. 

And this 'I'hing I saw! How can I describe it? A monstrous tripod, higher 
than many houses, striding over the young pine-trees, and smashing them 
aside in its career; a walking engine of glittering metal, striding now across 
the heather; articulate ropes of steel dangling from it, and the clattering 
tumult of its passage mingling with the riot of the thunder. A Hash, and it 
came out vividly, heeling over one way with two feet in the air, to vanish and 
reappear almost instantly as it seemed, with the next Hash, a hundred yards 
nearer. Can you imagine a milking-stool tilted and bowled violently along 
the ground? That was the impression those instant flashes gave. But instead 
of a milking-stool imagine it a great body of machinery on a tripod stand. 

I'hen suddenly the trees in the pine-wood ahead of me were parted, as 
brittle reeds are parted by a man thrusting through them; they were 
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snapped off and driven headlong, and a second huge tripod appeared, 
rushing, as it seemed, headlong towards me. And I was galloping hard to 
meet it! At the sight of the second monster my nerve went altogether. Not 
stopping to look again, 1 wrenched the horse's head hard round to the right, 
and in another moment the dog-cart had heeled over upon the horse; the 
shafts smashed noisily, and I was flung sideways and fell heavily into a 
shallow pool of water. 

I crawled out almost immediately, and crouched, my feel still in the 
water, under a clump of furze. 'I'he horse lay motionless (his neck was 
broken, poor brute!) and by the lightning flashes 1 saw the black bulk of the 
overturned dog-cart and the silhouette of the wheel still spinning slowly. In 
another moment the colossal mechanism went striding by me, and passed 
uphill towards Pyrford. 

Seen nearer, the 'I'hing was incredibly strange, for it was no mere 
insensate machine driving on its way. Machine it was, with a ringing 
metallic pace, and long, flexible, glittering tentacles (one of which gripped a 
young pine-tree) swinging and rattling about its strange body. It picked its 
road as it went striding along, and the brazen hood that surmounted it 
moved to and fro with the inevitable suggestion of a head looking about. 
Behind the main body was a huge mass of white metal like a gigantic 
flsherman's basket, and puff's of green smoke squirted out from the joints of 
the limbs as the monster swept by me. And in an instant it was gone. 

So much I saw then, all vaguely for the flickering i)f the lightning, in 
blinding high lights and dense black shadows. 

As it passed it set up an exultant deafening howl that drowned the 
thunder—'Aloo! aloo!'—and in another minute it was with its companicni, 
half a mile away, stooping over something in the field. I have no doubt this 
'Thing in the field was the third of the ten cylinders they had fired at us from 
Mars. 

h'or some minutes 1 lay there in the rain and darkness watching, by the 
intermittent light, these monstrous beings of metal mowing about in the 
distance over the hedge-lops. A thin hail was in>w beginning, and as it came 
and went their figures grew misty and then flashed into clearness again. 
Now and then came a gap in the lightning, and the night swallowed them 
up. 

I was soaked with hail above and puddle-water below. It was some time 
before my blank astonishment would let me struggle up the bank to a drier 
position, or think at all of my imminent peril. 

Not far from me was a little one-roomed squatter's hut of wood, 
surrounded by a patch of potato-garden. I struggled to my feel at last, and, 
crouching and making use of every chance of cover, I made a run for this. 1 
hammered at the door, but I could not make the people hear (if there were 
any people inside), and after a time I desisted, and, availing myself of a ditch 
for the greater part of the way, succeeded in crawling, unt>bservcd by these 
monstrous machines, into the pine-wood towards Maybury. 

Under cover of this I pushed on, wet and shivering now, towards my own 
house. I walked among the trees trying to find the footpath. It was very dark 
indeed in the wood, for the lightning was now becoming infrequent, and the 
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hail, which was pouring down in a torrent, fell in columns through the gaps 
in the heavy foliage. 

If I had fully realised the meaning of all the things I had seen I should 
have immediately worked my way round through Hyfleet to Street Cobham, 
and so gone back to rejoin my wife at Leatherhcad. Hut that night the 
strangeness of things about me, and my physical wretchedness, prevented 
me, for I was bruised, weary, wet to the skin, deafened and blinded by the 
storm. 

I had a vague idea of going on to my own himse, and that was as much 
motive as I had. I staggered through the trees, fell into a ditch and bruised 
my knees against a plank, and finally splashed out into the lane that ran 
down from the (College Arms. I say splashed, for the storm water was 
sweeping the sand down the hill in a muddy torrent. There in the darkness a 
man blundered into me and sent me reeling back. 

He gave a cry of terror, sprang sideways, and rushed on before I could 
gather my wits sufficiently to speak to him. So heavy was the stress of the 
storm just at this place that I had the hardest task to win my way up the hill. 
I went close up to the fence on the left and worked my way along its palings. 

Near the top I stumbled upon something soft, and, by a flash of lightning, 
saw between my feet a heap of black bn>adcloth and a pair of boots. Hefore 1 
could distinguish clearly how the man lay, the flicker of light had passed. I 
stood over him waiting for the next flash. When it came, 1 saw that he was a 
sturdy man, cheaply but not shabbily dressed; his head was bent under his 
body, and he lay crumpled up close to the fence, as though he had been flung 
violently against it. 

Overcoming the repugnance natural to one who had never before touched 
a dead body, I stooped and turned him over to feel for his heart. He was 
quite dead. Apparently his neck had been broken, 'fhe lightning Hashed for 
a third time, and his face leaped upon me. I sprang to my feet. It was the 
landUird of the Spotted Hog, whose conveyance 1 had taken. 

1 stepped over him gingerly and pushed on up the hill. 1 made my way by 
the police-station and the CA)llegc Arms towards my own house. Nothing 
was burning on the hill-side, though from the common there still came a red 
glare and a rolling tumult of ruddy smoke beating up against the drenching 
hail. So far as I could see by the Hashes, the houses about me were mostly 
uninjured. By the C'ollege Arms a dark heap lay in the road. 

Dow'n the road towards Maybury Bridge there were voices and the sound 
of feet, but I had not the courage to shout or to go to them. I let myself in 
with my latch-key, closed, locked and bolted the door, staggered to the toot 
of the staircase, and sat down. My imagination was full of those striding 
metallic monsters, and of the dead body smashed against the fence. 

I crouched at the foot of the staircase with my back to the wall, shivering 
violently. 



II 

A r i'HH WINDOW 

I have already said that my storms oi' emotiim have a trick oi' exhausting 
themselves. After a time I discovered that 1 was cold and wet, and with little 
pools of water about me on the stair-carpet. I got up almost mechanically, 
went into the dining-room and drank some whiskey, and then I was min ed 
to change my clothes. 

After I had done that I went upstairs to my study, but why I did so I do 
not know. 'I’he window of my study looks over the trees and the railway 
towards Horsell Common. In the hurry of our departure this window had 
been left open. 'I'lie passage was dark, and, by contrast with the picture the 
window-frame encK)sed, the side of the room seemed impenetrably dark. I 
slopped short in the doorway. 

'I'he thunderstorm had passed. 'I’he lowers of the Oriental C'ollege and 
the pine-trees about it had gone, and very far away, lit by a vivid red glare, 
the common about the sand-pits was visible. Across the light, huge black 
shapes, grotesque and strange, moved busily to and fro. 

It seemed indeed as the whole country in that direction was on lire—a 
broad hill-side set with minute tongues of llamc, swaying and writhing with 
the gusts of the dying storm, and throwing a red reflection upon the cloud- 
scud above. Hvery now and then a haze of smoke from some nearer 
conflagration drove across the window and hid the Martian shapes. I could 
not sec what they were doing, nor the clear form of them, nor recognise the 
black objects they were busied upon. Neither could 1 see the nearer fire, 
though the reflections of it danced on the wall and ceiling of the study. A 
sharp, resinous tang of burning was in the air. 

I closed the door noiselessly and crept towards the window. As 1 did so, 
the view opened out until, on the one hand, it reached to the houses about 
Woking station, and on the other to the charred and blackened pine-woods 
of Byfleet. 'Inhere was a light down below the hill, on the railway, near the 
arch, and several of the houses along the Maybury road and the streets near 
the station were glowing ruins. 'The light upon the railway puzzled me at 
first; there were a black heap and a vivid glare, and to the right of that a row 
of yellow oblongs, fhen I perceived this was a wrecked train, the fore-part 
smashed and on fire, the hinder carriages still upon the rails. 

Between these three main centres of light, the houses, the train, and the 
burning country towards Chobham, stretched irregular patches of dark 
country, broken here and there by intervals of dimly glowing and smoking 
ground. It was the strangest spectacle, that black expanse set with fire. It 
reminded me, more than anything else, of the Potteries at night. At first I 
could distinguish no people at all, though I peered intently for them. Later I 
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saw against the light of Woking station a number of black figures hurrying 
one after the other across the line. 

And this was the little world in which I had been living securely for years, 
this fiery chaos! What had happened in the last seven hours I still did not 
know; nor did I know, though I was beginning to guess, the relation 
between these mechanical colossi and the sluggish lumps 1 had seen 
disgorged from the cylinder. With a queer feeling i.f impersonal interest I 
turned my desk-chair to the window, sat down, and stared at the blackened 
country, and particularly at the three gigantic black things that were going 
to and fro in the glare about the sand-pits. 

'rhey seemed amazingly busy. I began to ask myself what they could be. 
Were they intelligent mechanisms? Such a thing I felt was impossible. Or 
did a Martian sit within each, ruling, directing, using, much as a man’s 
brain sits and rules in his body? I began to compare the things to human 
machines, to ask myself for the first time in my life how an iron-clad or a 
steam-engine would seem to an intelligent lower animal. 

'The storm had left the sky clear, and over the smoke of the burning land 
the little fading pin-point of Mars was dropping into the west, when a 
soldier came into my garden. I heard a slight scraping at the fence, and 
rousing myself from the lethargy that had fallen upon me, I looked down 
and saw him dimly, clambering over the palings. At the sight of another 
human being my torpor passed, and I leaned out of the window eagerly. 

‘Hist!’ said 1 , in a whisper. 

He slopped astride of the fence in doubt, 'rhen he came over and across 
the lawn to the corner of the house. He bent down and stepped softly. 

‘Who’s there?’ he said, also whispering, standing under the window and 
peering up. 

‘VC'here are you going?’ I asked. 

‘Ciod knows.’ 

‘Are you trying to hide?’ 

‘'That's it.’ 

‘C’ome into the house,’ I said. 

1 went down, unfastened the door, and let him in, and locked the door 
again. I could in>t see his face. He was halless, and his coat was unbuttoned. 

‘My C’lod!’ he said, as 1 drew him in. 

‘What has happened?’ I asked. 

‘What hasn’t?’ In the obscurity I could see he made a gesture of despair. 
‘'They wiped us out—simply wiped us out,’ he repeated again and again. 

He followed me, almost mechanically, into the dining-room. 

‘ Take some whiskey,’ I said, pouring out a stiff dose. 

He drank it. 'Then abruptly he sat down before the table, put his head on 
his arms, and began to sob and weep like a little boy, in a perlecl passion of 
emotion, while 1, with a curious forgetfulness of my own recent despair, 
stood beside him, wondering 

It was a long time before he could steady his nerves to answer my 
questions, and then he answered perplexingly and brokenly. He was a 
driver in the artillery, and had only come into action about seven. At that 
time firing was going on across the common, and it was said the first party ot 
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Martians were crawling sKnvly towards their second cylinder under cover of 
a metal shield. 

Later this shield staggered up on tripod legs and became the first of the 
fighting-machines I had seen. The gun he drove had been unlimbered near 
Ilorsell, in order to command the sand-pits, and its arrival it was that had 
precipitated the action. As the limber gunners went to the rear, his horse 
trod in a rabbit-hole and came down, throwing him into a depression of the 
ground. At the same moment the gun exploded behind him, the 
ammunition blew up, there was fire all about him, and he found himself 
lying under a heap of charred dead men and dead horses. 

'I lay still,’ he said, ‘scared out of my wits, with the fore-quarter of a horse 
atop of me. We'd been wiped out. And the smell—good Ciod! Like burnt 
meat! I was hurt across the back by the fall of the horse, and there I had to lie 
until I felt better. Just like parade it had been a minute before—then 
stumble, bang, swish! 

‘Wiped out!' he said. 

He had hid under the dead horse for a long lime, peeping out furtively 
across the common, 'fhe (Cardigan men had tried a rush, in skirmishing 
order, at the pit, simply to be swept out of existence. 'Then the monster had 
risen to its feet, and had begun to walk leisurely li> and fro across the 
common among the few fugitives, with its headlike hood turning about 
exactly like the head of a cowled human being. A kind of arm carried a 
complicated metallic case, about which green flashes scintillated, and out of 
the funnel of this there smote the Heat-Ray. 

In a few minutes there was, so far as the soldier could see, not a living 
thing left upon the common, and every bush and tree upon it that was not 
already a blackened skeleton was burning. The hussars had been on the road 
beyond the curvature of the ground, and he saw nothing of them. He heard 
the Maxims rattle for a time and then become still. 'I'he giant saved Woking 
station and its cluster of houses until the last; then in a moment the Heat- 
Ray was brought to bear, and the town became a heap of fiery ruins. 'I hen 
the Thing shut ofV the Heat-Ray, and, turning its back upon the 
artilleryman, began to waddle away towards the smouldering pine-woods 
that sheltered the second cylinder. As it did so a second glittering Titan 
built itself up out of the pit. 

The second monster followed the first, and at that the artilleryman began 
to crawl very cautiously across the hot heather ash towards Horsell. He 
managed to get alive into the ditch by the side of the road, and so escaped to 
Woking. I'here his story became ejaculatory. 'I'he place was impassable. It 
seems there were a few people alive there, frantic for the most part, and 
many burned and scalded. He was turned aside by the fire, and hid among 
some almost scorching heaps of broken wall as one of the Martian giants 
returned. He saw this one pursue a man, catch him up in one of its steely 
tentacles, and knock his head against the trunk of a pine-tree. At last, after 
nightfall, the artilleryman made a rush for it and got over the railway 
embankment. 

Since then he had been skulking along towards Maybury, in the hope of 
getting out of danger Londonward. People were hiding in trenches and 
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cellars, and many of the survivors had made off towards Woking village and 
Send, lie had been consumed with thirst until he found one of the water 
mains near the railway arch smashed, and the water bubbling out like a 
spring upon the road. 

That was the story I got from him, bit by bit. lie grew calmer telling me 
and trying to make me see the things he had seen. He had eaten no food 
since midday, he told me early in his narrative, and I found some mutton 
and bread in the pantry and brought it into the room. We lit no lamp for fear 
ot attracting the iVlartians, and ever and again our hands would touch upon 
bread t)r meat. As he talked, things about us came darkly out of the 
darkness, and the trampled bushes and broken rose-trees outside the 
window grew distinct. It would seem that a number of men or animals had 
rushed across the lawn. 1 began to see his face, blackened and haggard, as no 
doubt mine was also. 

When we had finished eating we went softly upstairs to my study, and I 
looked again out of the open window. In one night the valley had become a 
valley of ashes. 'The fires had dwindled now. Where Hames had been there 
were now streamers of smoke; but the countless ruins of shattered and 
gutted houses and blasted and blackened trees that the night had hidden 
stood out now gaunt and terrible in the pitiless light of dawn. Yet here and 
there some object had had the luck to escape—a white railway signal here, 
the end of a green-house there, white and fresh amid the wreckage. Never 
before in the history of warfare had destruction been so indiscriminate and 
so universal. And shining with the growing light of the east, three of the 
metallic giants stood about the pit, their cowls rotating as though they were 
surveying the desolation they had made. 

It seemed to me that the pit had been enlarged, and ever and again puffs of 
vivid green vapour streamed up out of it towards the brightening dawn— 
streamed up, whirled, broke, and vanished. 

Beyond were the pillars of tire about Chobham. They beeame pillars of 
bUmdshot smoke at the first touch of day. 
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WHA T I SAW 01 'fllH l)i:s I RUCriON 01- 
WHYBRIIKJH ANIJ SHlilMMiR I ON 

As the dawn grew brighter we withdrew li om the window from which we 
had watched the Martians, and went very quietly downstairs. 

The artilleryman agreed with me that the house was no place to stay in. 
He proposed, he said, to make his way Londonward, and thence rejoin his 
battery—^No. 12, of the Horse Artillery. My plan was to return at once to 
Heatherhead; and so greatly had the strength of the Martians impressed me 
that I had determined to take my wife to Newhaven, and go with her out of 
the country forthwith. l*or I already perecived clearly that the country 
about London must inevitably be the scene of a disastrous struggle before 
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such creatures as these could be destroyed. 

Between us and Leatherhead, however, lay the 'I’hird Cylinder, with its 
guarding giants. Had I been alone, 1 think I should have taken my chance 
and struck across country. But the artilleryman dissuaded me: ‘It’s no 
kindness to the right sort of wife,’ he said, ‘to make her a widow’; and in the 
end I agreed to go with him, under cover of the woods, northward as far as 
Street Cobham before I parted with him. "I'hence I would make a big detour 
by Kpsom to reach Leatherhead. 

I should have started at once, but my companion had been in active 
service and he knew better than that. He made me ransack the house fi>r a 
tiask, which he tilled with whiskey; and we lined every available pocket with 
packets of biscuits and slices of meat. 'Fhen we crept out of the house, and 
ran as quickly as we could down the ill-made road by which I had come 
overnight. 'I’he houses seemed deserted. In the road lay a group of three 
charred bt)dies close ti^gcther, struck dead by the Heat-Ray; and here and 
there were things that people had dropped—a clock, a slipper, a silver 
spoon, and the like poor valuables. At the corner turning up towards the 
post-oflice a little cart, tilled with boxes and furniture, and horseless, heeled 
over on a broken wheel. A cash-box had been hastily smashed open and 
thrown under the debris. 

.^Lxeept the lodge at the Orphanage, which was still on lire, none of the 
houses had suffered very greatly here. 'The Heat-Ray had shaved the 
chimney-tops and passed. Yet, save ourselves, there did not seem to be a 
living soul on iMaybury Hill. 'The majority of the inhabitants had escaped, 1 
suppi^se, by way of the Old XWiking road—the road 1 had taken when 1 
drove to Leatherhead—or they had hidden. 

We went down the lane, by the body of the man in black, sodden now 
from the overnight hail, and broke into the woods at the foot of the hill. W’e 
pushed through these towards the railway withmil meeting a soul. 'The 
woods across the line were but the scarred and blackened ruins of woods; for 
the most part the trees had fallen, but a certain proportion still sIoikI, dismal 
grey stems, with dark brown foliage instead of green. 

On our side the tire had done no more than scorch the nearer trees; it had 
failed to secure its fooling. In one place the woodmen had been at work lai 
Saturday; trees, felled and freshly trimmed, lay in a clearing, with heaps of 
sawdust by the sawing-machine and its engine. Hard by was a temporary 
hut, deserted. There was not a breath of wind this mi^rning, and everything 
was strangely still. livcn the birds were hushed, and as we hurried along 1 
and the artilleryman talked in whispers and looked now and again over our 
shoulders. Once or twice we stopped to listen. 

After a lime we drew near the road, and as we did so we heard the clatter 
of hoofs and saw through the tree-stems three cavalry soldiers riding slowly 
towards Woking. We hailed them, and they halted while we hurried 
tow'ards them. It was a lieutenant and a couple of privates of the Sth 
Hussars, with a stand like a theodolite, w^hich the artilleryman told me was a 
heliograph. 

‘You are the first men I’ve seen coming this way this morning,’ said the 
lieutenant. ‘What’s brewing?’ 
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His voice and face were eager. The men behind him stared curiously. 'I'he 
artilleryman jumped down the bank into the road and saluted. 

‘Gun destroyed last night, sir. Have been hiding. 'I’rying to rejoin 
battery, sir. You’ll come in sight of the Martians, I expect, about half a mile 
along this road.’ 

‘What the dickens are they like?’ asked the lieutenant. 

‘Ciiants in armour, sir. Hundred feet high, 'rhreo legs and a body like 
’luminium, with a mighty great head in a hood, sir.’ 

‘Ciet out!’ said the lieutenant. ‘What confounded nonsense!’ 

‘You’ll see, sir. 'fhey carry a kind of box, sir, that shoots lire and strikes 
you dead.’ 

‘What d’ye mean—a gun?’ 

‘No, sir,’ and the artilleryman began a vivid account of the Heat-Ray. 
Half-way through, the lieutenant interrupted him and looked up at me. 1 
was still standing on the bank by the side of the road. 

‘It’s perfectly true,’ I said. 

‘Well,’ said the lieutenant, ‘I suppose it’s my business to see it too. Look 
here’—to the artilleryman—‘we’re detailed here clearing people out of their 
houses. You’d better go along and report yourself \n Brigadier-General 
Marvin, and tell him all you know. He’s at W^'ybridge. Know the way?’ 

‘I do,’ I said; and he turned his horse southward again. 

‘Half a mile, you say?’ said he. 

‘At most,’ 1 answered, and pointed over the tree-tops southward. He 
thanked me and rode on, and we saw them no more. 

b’arther along we came upon a group of three women and two children in 
the road, busy clearing out a labourer’s cottage, 'i’hey had got hold of a little 
hand-truck, and were piling it up with unclean looking bundles and shabby 
furniture, 'riiey were all to assiduou.dy engaged to talk to us as we passed. 

By Byfleet station we emerged from the pine-trees, and found the country 
calm and peaceful under the morning sunlight. We were far beyond the 
range of the Heat-Ray there, and had it not been for the silent desertion of 
some of the houses, the stirring movement of packing in others, and the 
knot of soldiers standing on the bridge over the railway and staring down 
the line towards Woking, the day would have seemed very like any other 
Sunday. 

Several farm waggons and carts were moving c»'eakily along the road to 
Addlestonc, and suddenly through the gate of a field we saw, across a stretch 
of flat meadow, six twelve-pounders standing neatly at equal distances 
pointing towards Woking, 'fhe gunners stood by the guns waiting, and the 
ammunition waggons were at a business- like distance, 'fhe men stood 
almost as if under inspection. 

‘That’s good!’ said I. ‘'fhey will g<-t one fair shot, at any rate.’ 

'I'he artilleryman hesitated at the gate. 

‘I shall go on,’ he said. 

h'arther on towards Weybridge, just over the bridge, there were a number 
of men in white fatigue jackets throwing up a long rampart, and more guns 
behind. 

‘It’s bows and arrows against the lightning, anyhow,’ said the 
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artilleryman. ‘'I'hey 'aven’t seen that fire-beam yet.’ 

'rhe oflicers who were not actively engaged stood and stared over the tree- 
tops south-westward, and the men digging would stop every now and again 
to stare in the same direction. 

Byfiect was in a tumult; people packing, and a score of hussars, some of 
them dismounted, some on horseback, were hunting them about. 'Three or 
four black government waggons, with crosses in white circles, and an old 
omnibus, among other vehicles, were being loaded in the village street. 
'There were scores of people, most of them sulficiently sabbatical to have 
assumed their best clothes. 'The soldiers were having the greatest ditlicully 
in making them realise the gravity of their position. We saw one shrivelled 
old fellow with a huge box and a secure i^r more of llower-ptns containing 
orchids, angrily expostulating with the corporal wln> would leave them 
behind. I stopped and gripped his arm. 

‘Do you know what's over there?' 1 said, pointing at the pine-tops that hid 
the Martians. 

‘l{h?' said he, turning. ‘I was explainin' these is vallyble.' 

‘Death!' I shouted. ‘Death is coming! Death!' and leaving him tt^ digest 
that if he could, I hurried on after the artilleryman. At the corner 1 loi>kcd 
back. 'The soldier had left him, and he was still standing by his bi>x, with the 
pots of orchids on the lid of it, and staring vaguely m er the trees. 

No one in XX'cybridge could tell us where the headquarters were 
established; the whole place was in such confusion as I had never seen in any 
town before. Carts, carriages everywhere, the most astonishing miscellany 
of conveyances and horseflesh. 'The respectable inhabitants of the place, 
men in golf and boating costumes, wives prettily dressed, were packing, 
river-side loafers energetically helping, children excited, and, for the most 
part, highly delighted at this astonishing variation of their Sunday 
experiences. In the midst of it all the worthy vicar was very pluckily holding 
an early celebration, and his bell was jangling out above the excitement. 

I and the artilleryman, seated on the step of the drinking-fountain, made 
a very passable meal upon what we had brought with us. Patrols of 
soldiers—here no Umger hussars, but grenadiers in while—were warning 
people to move now or to take refuge in their cellars as soon as the firing 
began. We saw as we crossed the railway bridge that a gri>wing crowd of 
people had assembled in and abt)ut the railway station, and the swarming 
platform was piled with boxes and packages. 'I'he ordinary traffic had been 
stopped, I believe, in order to allow the passage of tnH)ps and guns to 
Chertscy, and I have heard since that a savage struggle occurred for places 
in the special trains that were put on at a later hour. 

We remained at Weybridge until midday, and at that ln)ur we found 
ourselves at the place near Shepperton Lock where the Wey and 'I'hames 
join. Part of the time we spent helping tw'o old women to pack a little carl. 
'The Wey has a treble mouth, and at this point boats are to be hired, and 
there was a ferry across the river. On the Shepperton side w'as an inn with a 
lawn, and beyond that the tower of Shepperton Church—it has been 
replaced by a spire—rose above the trees. 

Here we found an excited and noisy crowd of fugitives. As yet the flight 
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had not grown to a panic, but there were already far more people than all the 
boats going to and fro could enable to cross. People came panting along 
under heavy burdens^ one husband and wife were even carrying a small 
outhouse door between them, with some of their household goods piled 
thereon. One man told us he meant to try to gel away from Shepperton 
station. 

'Phere was a lot of shouting, and one man was even jesting. The idea 
people seemed to have here was that the Martians were simply formidable 
human beings, who might attack and sack the town, to be certainly 
destroyed in the end. livery now and then people would glance nervously 
across the Wey, at the meadows umards Ohertsey, but everything over 
there was still. 

Across the 'Phames, except just where the boats landed, everything was 
quiet, in vivid contrast with the Surrey side. The people who landed there 
from the boats went tramping off down the lane. 'Phe big ferry-boat had just 
made a journey. 'Phree or four soldiers stood on the lawn of the inn, staring 
and jesting at the fugitives, without offering to help. "Phe inn was ck>scd, as 
it was now within prohibited hours. 

‘What’s that;' cried a boatman, and ‘Shut up, you fool!' said a man near 
me to a yelping dog. 'Phen the sound came again, this time from the 
direction of ('hertsey, a mufiled thud—the sound of a gun. 

'Phe lighting was beginning. Almost immediately unseen batteries across 
the river to our right, unseen because of the trees, took up the chorus, firing 
heavily one after the other. A woman screamed. Iweryone stood arrested by 
the sudden stir of battle, near us and yet invisible to us. Nothing was to be 
seen save flat meadows, cows feeding unconcernedly for the most part, and 
silvery pollard willows motionless in the warm sunlight. 

‘'Phe sojers’ll stop 'em,' said a woman beside me, doubtfully. A haziness 
rose over the tree-tops. 

'Phen suddenly we saw a rush of smoke far away up the river, a puff of 
smoke that jerked up into the air and hung; and forthwith the ground 
heaved underfoot and a heavy explosion shook the air, smashing two or 
three windows in the houses near, and leaving us astonished. 

‘I lerc they are!' shouted a man in a blue jersey. ‘Yonder! D'yer see them? 
Yonder!’ 

Quickly, one after the other, one, two, three, four of the armoured 
Martians appeared, far away over the little trees, across the Hat meadows 
that stretched towards Chertsey, and striding hurriedly towards the river. 
Little cowled figures they seemed at first, going with a rolling motion and as 
fast as flying birds. 

Then, advancing obliquely tow^ards us, came a fifth. 1 heir armoured 
bodies glittered in the sun as they ..wept swiftly forward upon the guns, 
growing rapidly larger as they drew nearer. One on the extreme left, the 
remotest that is, flourished a huge case high m the air, and the ghostly, 
terrible Heat-Ray I had already seen on P'riday night smote towards 
Chertsey, and struck the town. 

At sight of these strange, swift, and terrible creatures the crowd near the 
water’s edge seemed to me to be for a moment horror-struck. T here was no 



7^2 The War of the Worlds 

screaming or shiuiting, but a silence. 'I'hen a hoarse murmur and a 
movement of feet— a splashing from the water. A man, too frightened to 
drop the piirtmantcau he carried on his shoulder, swung round and sent me 
staggering with a blow from the corner of his burden. A wc^man thrust at me 
with her hand and rushed past me. I turned with the rush of the pei^ple, but 
I was not too terrified for thought, 'fhe terrible Heat-Kay was in my mind. 
'To get under water! 'That was it! 

‘Ciet under water!' I shouted, unheeded. 

I faced about again, and rushed towards the approaching Martian, rushed 
right down the gravelly beach and headlong into the water. Others did the 
same. A boatload i^f people putting back came leaping out as I rushed past. 
I'he stones under my feet were muddy and slippery, and the river was so 
low that I ran perhaps twenty feet scarcely waist-deep, fhen, as the 
Martian towered overhead searecly a couple i>f hundred yards away, 1 Hung 
myself forward under the surface. 'Hie splashes o\' the people in the boats 
leaping into the river sounded like thunderclaps in my ears. People were 
landing hastily on both sides of the river. 

Hut the Martian machine tot>k no more notice fi>r ilie moment of the 
people running this way and that than a man would i^f the confusion iH'anis 
in a nest against which his hnn has kicked. W’hen, half sulfoeated, I raised 
my head above water, the Martian's hood pointed at the batteries that were 
still liring across the river, and as it advanced it swung loose what must have 
been the generator of the Heat-Ray. 

In another moment it was on the bank, and in a stride wading half-way 
across. 'I'he knees vH' its foremost legs bent at the farther bank, and in 
another moment it had raised itself to its full height again, cK^se to the 
village of Shepperton. f orthwith the si.\ guns which, unknown to any one 
on the right bank, had been hidden behind the mil skirts of that village, fired 
simultaneously. 'I'he sudden near etmeussion, the last close upiai the first, 
made my heart jump. 'The monster was already raising the ease generating 
the Heat-Ray as the lirst shell burst si.\ yards above the hood. 

I gave a cry of astonishment. I saw and ilu>ughi nothing of the i>iher four 
Martian monsters; my attention was riveted upon the nearer incident. 
Simultaneously two other shells burst in the air near the body as the hood 
twisted round in time to receive, but not in lime to dodge, the fourth shell. 

'I'hc shell burst clean in the face of the 'filing, 'fhe hood bulged, flashed, 
was whirled oft' in a dozen tattered fragments of red flesh and glittering 
metal. 

‘Hit!’ shouted I, with siimething between a scream and a cheer. 

I heard answering shouts from the people in the water about me. 1 could 
have leaped out of the water with that momentary exultation. 

'fhe decapitated colossus reeled like a drunken giant; but it did not fall 
over. It recovered its balance by a miracle, and, no longer heeded its steps 
and with the camera that fired the Heat-Ray now rigidly upheld, it reeled 
swiftly upon Shepperton. 'I'he living intelligence, the Martian within the 
hood, was slain and splashed to the four winds of heaven, and the 'f hing was 
now’ but a mere intricate device of metal whirling to destruction. It drove 
along in a straight line, incapable of guidance. It struck the tower of 
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Shcppcrlon Church, smashing ii down as the impact of a battering-ram 
might have done, swerved aside, blundered on, and collapsed with 
tremendous force into the river out of my sight. 

A violent explosion shook the air, and a spout of water, steam, mud, and 
shattered metal shot far up into the sky. As the camera of the Heat-Ray hit 
the water, the latter had immediately Hashed into steam. In another moment 
a huge wave, like a muddy tidal bore but almost sealdingly hot, came 
sweeping round the bend up-stream. I saw people struggling shorewards, 
and heard their screaming and shouting faintly above the seething and roar 
of the Martian’s ecdlapse. 

h'or a moment I heeded nothing of the heat, forgot the patent need of self- 
preservatitm. I splashed through the tumultuous water, pushing aside a 
man in black to do so, until I could see round the bend. Half a dozen 
deserted boats pitched aimlessly upon the eonfusiim of the waves. 'I'he 
fallen Martian came into sight dimn-strcam, lying across the river, and for 
the most part submerged. 

'I'liiek clouds of steam were piairing otf the wreckage, and through the 
timiulliu>usly whirling wisps I could see, intermittently and vaguely, the 
gigantic limbs churning the water and Hinging a splash and spray i>f mud 
and froth into the air. 'The tentacles swayed and struck like living arms, and, 
save for the helpless purposelessness of these movements, it was as if some 
wounded thing were struggling for its life amid the waves, bnormous 
quantities of a ruddy-brown Huid were spurting up in noisy jets out of the 
machine. 

My attention was diverted fnmi this death Hurry by a furious yelling, like 
that of the thing called a siren in our manufacturing towns. A man, knee- 
deep near the towing-path, slumled inaudibly to me and pointed. Looking 
back, I saw the oihev Martians ad\aneing with gigantic strides down the 
river-bank from the direction i>f C^hertsey. The Shepperion guns spoke this 
time unavailingly. 

At that 1 ducked at (Mice under water, and, holding my breath until 
movement was an agony, blundered painlully ahead under the surface as 
long as 1 could. 'I'he water was in a tumult about me, and rapidly growing 
hotter. 

When for a moment I raised my head to take breath and ihrinv the hair 
and water from my eyes, the steam was rising in a whirling white tog that at 
first hid the ^Martians altogether. The noise was deafening. I hen 1 saw them 
dimly, colossal figures of grey, magnitied by the mist. 1 hey had passed by 
me, and two were stooping over the frothing, tumultuous ruins ot their 
comrade. 

'The third and fourth stood beside him in the water, one perhaps two 
hundred yards from me, the other low^ards Laleham. 1 he generators of the 
Heat-Rays waved high, and the hissing beams smote down this way and 
that. 

The air was full of sound, a deafening and confusing conflict of noises— 
the clangorous din of the Martians, the crash of fulling houses, the thud of 
trees, fences, sheds Hashing into flame., and the crackling and roaring of fire. 
Dense black smoke was leaping up to mingle with the steam from the river. 
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and as the Meat-Ray went to and fro over Weybridge its impact was marked 
by flashes of incandescent white, that gave place at once to a smoky dance of 
lurid flames. 'I’he nearer houses still stood intact, awaiting their fate, 
shadowy, faint, and pallid in the steam, with the fire behind them going to 
and fro. 

For a moment perhaps I stood there, breast-high in the almost boiling 
water, dumbfounded at my position, hopeless of escape. 'I'hrough the reek 1 
could see the people who had been with me in the river scrambling out of 
the water through the reeds, like little frogs hurrying through grass from the 
advance of a man, or running to and fro in utter dismay on the towing-path. 

'I'hen suddenly the white flashes of the Heat-Ray came leaping towards 
me. The houses caved in as they dissolved at its touch, and darted out 
flames; the trees changed to fire with a roar. 'I'he Ray flickered up and down 
the towing-path, licking off the people who ran this way and that, and came 
down to the water’s edge not fifty yards from where I stood. It swept across 
the river to Shepperton, and the water in its track rose in a boiling weal 
crested with steam. I turned shoreward. 

In another moment the huge wave, wellnigh at the boiling-point, had 
rushed upon me. I screamed aloud, and scalded, half blinded, agonised, I 
staggered through the leaping, hissing water towards the shore. Had my 
foot stumbled, it would have been the end. I fell helplessly, in full sight of 
the Martians, upon the broad, bare gravelly spit that runs down to mark the 
angle of the Wey and 'Thames. I expected nothing but death. 

I have a dim memory of the foot of a Alartian coming down within a score 
of yards of my head, driving straight into the loose gravel, whirling it this 
way and that, and lifting again; of a long suspense, and then of the four 
carrying the debris of their comrade between them, now clear and then 
presently faint through a veil of smoke, receding interminably, as it seemed 
to me, across a vast space of river and meadow. And then, very slowly, I 
realised that by a miracle I had escaped. 


_ 

HOW I TTLL IN WTI H I'HH CURA TH 

After getting this sudden lesson in the power of terrestrial weapons, the 
Martians retreated to their original positkm upon Horsell Common; and in 
their haste, and encumbered with the debris of their smashed companion, 
they no doubt overlooked many such a stray and negligible victim as myself. 
Had they left their comrade and pushed on forthwith, there was nothing at 
that time between them and London but batteries of twelve-pounder guns, 
and they would certainly have reached the capital in advance of the tidings 
of their approach; as sudden, dreadful, and destructive their advent would 
have been as the earthquake that destroyed Lisbon a century ago. 

But they were in no hurry. Cylinder followed cylinder on its 
interplanetary flight; every twenty-four hours brought them reinforcement. 
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And meanwhile the military and naval authorities, now' fully alive to the 
tremendous power of their antagonists, worked with furious energy, livery 
minute a fresh gun came into position until, before twilight, every copse, 
every row of suburban villas on the hilly slopes about Kingston and 
Richmond, masked an expectant black muzzle. And through the charred 
and desolated area—perhaps tw'cnty square miles altogether—that 
encircled the Martian encampment on Horsell C-ommon, through charred 
and ruined villages among the green trees, through the blackened and 
smoking arcades that had been but a day ago pine spinneys, craw'led the 
devoted scouts with the heliographs that were presently to warn the gunners 
of the Martian approach. Hut the Martians now understood emr command 
of artillery and the danger of human proximity, and not a man ventured 
within a mile of either cylinder, save at the price of his life. 

It would seem that these giants spent the earlier part i>f the afternoon in 
going to and fro, transferring everything from the second and third 
cylinders—the second in Addlestonc Ciolf Links and the third at Pyrford— 
to their original pit on Ilorsell ('ommon. Over that, above the blackened 
heather and ruined buildings that stretched far and wide, stood one as 
sentinel, while the rest abandoned their vast fighting-machines and 
descended into the pit. 'Lhey were hard at work there far into the night, and 
the towering pillar of dense green smoke that rose therefrom could be seen 
fnim the hills about Merrow’, and even, it is said, from Hanstead and lipsom 
Dimns. 

And while the Martians behind me were thus preparing for their next 
sally, and in front of me Humanity gathered for the battle, 1 made my way 
w'ith inlinite pains and labour from the fire and smoke of burning 
Weybridge towards London. 

I saw an abandtmed boat, very small and remote, drifting down-stream; 
and throwing olf the most of my sodden clothes, I went after it, gained it, 
and so escaped out of that destruction. There were no oars in the boat, but I 
contrived to paddle, as well as my parboiled hands w’ould allow, down the 
river towards Halliford and Walton, going very tediously and continually 
U)i>king behind me, as you may well understand. I followed the river, 
because I considered that the water gave me my best chance of escape 
should these giants return. 

'I'he hot water from the Martian’s overthrow' drifted down-stream with 
me, so that for the best part of a mile 1 could sec little of either bank. Once, 
however, I made out a string of black figures hurrying across the meadows 
from the direction of Weybridge. Halliford, it seemed, was deserted, and 
several of the houses facing the river w'ere on tire. It was strange to sec the 
place quite tranquil, quite desolate under the hot, blue sky, with the smoke 
and little threads of llamc going straight up into the heat of the afternoon. 
Never before had I seen houses burning without the accompaniment of an 
obstructive crowd. A little farther on the dry reeds up the bank W’cre 
smoking and glowing, and a line of tire inland was marching steadily across 
a late field of hay. 

For a long time I drifted, so painful and weary was I after the violence I 
had been through, and so intense the heat upon the water. 'I’hcn my fears 
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got the better of me again, and I resumed my paddling. 'The sun scorched 
my bare back. At last, as the bridge at Walton was coming into sight round 
the bend, my fever and faintness overcame my fears, and I landed on the 
Middlesex bank and lay down, deadly sick, amid the long grass. I suppose 
the time was then about four or five o’clock. I got up presently, walked 
perhaps half a mile without meeting a soul, and then lay down again in the 
shadow of a hedge. I seem to remember talking, wanderingly, to myself 
during that last spurt. I was also very thirsty, and bitterly regretful 1 had 
drunk no more w^ater. It is a curious thing that I felt angry with my wife; I 
cannot account for it, but my impotent desire to reach Leatherhead worried 
me excessively. 

I do not clearly remember the arrival of the curate, so that probably I 
dozed. I became aware of him as a sealed figure in soot-smudged shirt¬ 
sleeves, and with his upturned, clean-shaven face staring at a faint flickering 
that danced over the sky. 'fhe sky was what is called a mackerel sky—rows 
and rows of faint down-plumes of cloud, just tinted with the midsummer 
sunset. 

I sat up, and at the rustle of my motion he looked at me quickly. 

‘Have you any water?’ I asked abruptly. 

He shook his head. 

‘You have been asking for water for the last hour,' he said. 

For a moment we were silent, taking slock of each other. I dare say he 
found me a strange enough figure, naked, save for my water-soaked trousers 
and socks, scalded, and my face and shoulders blackened by the smoke. His 
face was a fair weakness, his chin retreated, and his hair lay in crisp, almost 
flaxen curls on his low forehead; his eyes were rather large, pale-blue, and 
blankly staring. He spoke abruptly, looking vacantly from me. 

‘What does it mean?’ he said. ‘What do these things mean?' 

I stared at him and made no answer. 

He extended a thin white hand and spoke in almost a complaining 
tone. 

‘Why are these things permitted? What sins have we done? 'I'he morn¬ 
ing service was over, I was walking through the roads to clear my brain 
for the afternoon, and then—fire, earthquake, death! As if it were Sodom 
and Gomorrah! All our work undone, all the work—What are these 
Martians?’ 

‘What are we?’ I answered, clearing my throat. 

He gripped his knees and turned to look at me again, h’or half a minute, 
perhaps, he stared silently. 

‘I was walking through the roads to clear my brain,’ he said. ‘And 
suddenly—fire, earthquake, death!’ 

He relapsed into silence, with his chin now sunken almost to his knees. 

Presently he began waving his hand. 

‘All the work—all the Sunday-schools—^What have we done—what has 
Weybridge done? Everything gone—everything destroyed. The church! 
Wc rebuilt it only three years ago. Gone!—swept out of existence! Why?’ 

Another pause, and he broke out again like one demented. 

‘The smoke of her burning goeth up for ever and ever!’ he shouted. 
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His eyes flamed, and he pointed a lean Anger in the direction of 
Weybridge. 

Hy this time I was beginning to take his measure. The tremendous 
tragedy in which he had been involved—it was evident he was a fugitive 
from Weybridge—had driven him to the very verge of his reason. 

‘Arc we far from Sunbury?’ I said, in a matter-of-fact tone. 

‘What are w'e to do?’ he asked. ‘Are these creatures everywhere? Has the 
earth been given over to them?’ 

‘Are wx' far from Sunbury?’ 

‘Only this morning I officiated at early celebration-’ 

‘'Things have changed,’ I said, quietly. ‘You must keep your head. 'There 
is still hope.’ 

‘Hope!’ 

‘Yes. Plentiful hope—for all this destruction!' 

I began to explain my view of our position. He listened at Arst, but as I 
went on the interest dawning in his eyes gave place to their former stare, and 
his regard wandered from me. 

‘'This must be the beginning of the end,’ he said, interrupting me. ‘The 
end! 'The great and terrible day of the I-ord! When men shall call upon the 
mountains and the rocks to fall upon them and hide them—hide them from 
the face i)f Him that sitteth upon the throne!’ 

I began to understand the position. I ceased my laboured reasoning, 
struggled to my feet, and, standing over him, laid my hand on his shoulder. 

‘Me a man!’ said I. ‘You are scared out of your wits! What good is religion 
if it collapses under calamity? Think of what earthquakes and floods, wars 
and volcanoes, have done before to men! Did you think Gini had exempted 
Weybridge? He is*not an insurance agent.’ 

b'or a time he sat in blank silence. 

‘Hut how can we escape?’ he asked, suddenly. ‘'They are invulnerable, 
they arc pitiless.’ 

‘Neither the one nor, perhaps, the other,’ I answered. ‘And the mightier 
they are the more sane and wary should we be. One of them was killed 
yonder not three hours ago.’ 

‘Killcel!’ he said, staring about him. ‘How can God’s ministers be killed?’ 

‘I saw it happen.’ I proceeded to tell him. ‘We have chanced to come in 
for the thick of it,’ said I, ‘and that is all.’ 

‘What is that flicker in the sky?’ he asked abruptly. 

I told him it was the heliograph signalling—that it was the sign of human 
help and effort in the sky. 

‘We are in the midst of it,’ I said, ‘quiet as it is. 'I’hat flicker in the sky tells 
of the gathering storm. Yonder, I lake it, are the Martians, and 
Londonward, where those hills rise about Richmond and Kingston and the 
trees give cover, earthworks are being thrown up and guns are being placed. 
Presently the Martians will be coming this way again.’ 

And even as I spoke he sprang to his feet and stopped me by a gesture. 

‘Listen!’ he said. 

b’rom beyond the low hills across the water came the dull resonance of 
distant guns and a remote wx*ird crying. 'Then everything was still. A 
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cockchafer came droning over the hedge and past us. High in the west the 
crescent moon hung faint and pale above the smoke of Weybridge and 
Shepperton and the hot, still splendour of the sunset. 

‘We had better follow this path,’ I said, ‘northward.’ 


_ 14 __ 

IN LONOON 

My younger brother was in l.ondon when the Martians fell on Woking. He 
was a medical student, working for an imminent examination, and he heard 
nothing of the arrival until Saturday morning. The morning papers on 
Saturday contained, in addition to lengthy special articles on the planet 
Mars, on life in the planets, and so forth, a brief and vaguely worded 
telegram, all the more striking for its brevity. 

The Martians, alarmed by the approach of a crowd, had killed a number 
of people with a quick-firing gun, so the story ran. 'Fhc telegram concluded 
with the words: ‘bormidable as they seem to be, the Martians have not 
moved from the pit into which they have fallen, and, indeed, seem incapable 
of doing so. Probably this is due to the relative strength of the earth’s 
gravitational energy.’ On that last text their leader-writer expanded very 
comfortingly. 

Of course all the students in the crammer’s biology class, to which my 
brother went that day, were intensely interested, but there were no signs of 
any unusual excitement in the streets. The afternoon papers pulfcd scraps 
of news under big headlines. 'Fhey had nothing to tell beyond the 
movements of troops about the common, and the burning of the pine- 
woods between Woking and Weybridge, until eight. 'Phen the S! Jamcs\s 
Gazette^ in an extra special edition, announced the bare fact of the 
interruption of telegraphic communication. I'his was thought to be due to 
the falling of burning pine-trees across the line. Nothing more of the 
fighting was known that night, the night of my drive to I.eatherhead and 
back. 

My brother felt no anxiety about us, as he knew from the description in 
the papers that the cylinder was a good two miles from my house. He made 
up his mind to run down that night to me, in order, as he says, to see the 
Things before they were killed. He despatched a telegram, which never 
reached me, about four o’clock, and spent the evening at a music-hall. 

In'London, also, on Saturday night there was a thunderstorm, and my 
brother reached Waterloo in a cab. On the platform from which the 
midnight train usually starts he learned, after some waiting, that an accident 
prevented trains from reaching Woking that night. The nature of the 
accident he could not ascertain; indeed, the railway authorities did not 
clearly know at that time. There was very little excitement in the station, as 
the officials, failing to realise that anything further than a breakdown 
between Byfleet and Woking junction had occurred, were running the 
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theatre trains which usually passed through Woking, round by Virginia 
Water or Ouildford. 'I'hcy were busy making the necessary arrangements to 
alter the route of the Southampton and Portsmouth Sunday League 
excursions. A nocturnal newspaper reporter, mistaking my brother for the 
traffic manager, to whom he bears a slight resemblance, waylaid and tried to 
interview him. Few people, excepting the railway officials, connected the 
breakdown with the Martians. 

I have read, in another account of these events, that on Sunday morning 
‘all London was electrified by the news from Woking.’ As a matter of fact, 
there was nothing to justify that very extravagant phrase. Plenty of 
I .ondoners did not hear of the Martians until the panic of Monday morning. 
'Those who did took s(^me time to realise all that the hastily worded 
telegrams in the Sunday papers conveyed. 'The majority of people in 
London do not read Sunday papers. 

'I'he habit of personal security, moreover, is so deeply fixed in the 
Londoner's mind, and startling intelligence so much a matter of course in 
the papers, that they could read without any personal tremors: ‘About seven 
o’cliK'k last night the Martians came out of the cylinder, and, moving about 
under an armour of metallic shields, have completely wrecked Woking 
station with the adjacent houses, and massacred an entire battalion of the 
C^ardigan Regiment. No details are known. Maxims have been absolutely 
useless against their armour; the field-guns have been disabled by them. 
1^'lying hussars have been galloping into C'hcrtsey. 'The Martians appear to 
be moving slowly towards Cffiertsey or W'indsor. Cjreat anxiety prevails in 
West Surrey, and earthworks are being thrown up to check the advance 
Londonward.’ 'That was how the Sunday Sun put it, and a clever and 
remarkably prompt ‘hand-boi>k’ article in the compared the allair to 

a menagerie suddenly let loose in a village. 

No one in London knew positively i)f the nature of the armoured 
Martians, and there was still a fixed idea that these monsters must be 
sluggish: ‘craw’ling,’ ‘creeping painfully’—such expressions occurred in 
almost all the earlier reports. None of the telegrams could have been written 
by an eye-witness of their advance. 'The Sunday papers printed separate 
editions as further news came to hand, some even in default of it. Hut there 
was practically ni^thing more to tell people until late in the afternoon, when 
the authorities gave the press-agencies the new's in their possession. It was 
slated that the people of Walton and Weybridge, and all the district, were 
pouring along the roads Londonward, and that was all. 

My brother w'cnt to church at the Foundling Hospital in the morning, 
still in ignorance of what had happened on the previous night. "There he 
heard allusions made to the invasion, and a special prayer for peace. Coming 
out, he bought a Referee. He became alarmed at the news in this, and went 
again to Waterloo station to find out if communication were restored. The 
omnibuses, carriages, cyclists, and innumerable people walking in their 
best clothes seemed scarcely affected by the strange intelligence that the 
news-vendors were disseminating. People were interested, or, if alarmed, 
alarmed only on account of the local residents. At the station he heard for 
the first time that the Windsor and Chertsey lines were now interrupted. 
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'rhe porters told him that several remarkable telegrams had been reeeived 
in the morning from Byllcet and Chertsey stations, but that these had 
abruptly ceased. My brother could get very little precise detail out of them. 

There’s lighting going on about Weybridge’ was the extent of their 
information. 

The train service was now very much disorganised. Quite a number of 
people who had been expecting friends t'rom places on the South-Western 
network were standing about the station. One grey-headed old gentleman 
came and abused the South-Western C'ompany bitterly to my brother. ‘It 
wants showing up,’ he said. 

One or two trains came in from Richmond, Putney, and Kingston, 
containing people who had gone for a day’s boating and found the locks 
closed and a feeling of panic in the air. A man in a blue-and-white bla/er 
addressed my brother, full of strange tidings. 

‘'There’s hosts of people driving inti> Kingston in traps and carts and 
things, with boxes of valuables and all that,’ he said. ‘'They come from 
Molesey and Weybridge and W'alton, and they say there's been guns heard 
at Chertsey, heavy firing, and that mounted soldiers have tidd them ti> get 
off at once because the Martians are coming. IV'c heard guns tiring at 
Hampton C'ourt station, but we thought it was thunder. What the dickens 
does it all mean? 'The Martians can't get out of their pit, can they?' 

My brother could not tell him. 

Afterwards he found that the vague feeling of alarm had spread to the 
clients of the underground railway, and that the Sunday excursions began 
to return from all over the South-Western ‘lung’—Barnes, W'imbledon, 
Richmond Park, Kew, and so forth—at unnaturally early iKuirs, but not a 
soul had anything more than vague hearsay to tell of. Hvery one connected 
with the terminus seemed ill-tempered. 

About live o’clock the gathering crowd in the staliiMi was immensely 
excited by the opening of the line of communication, which is almost 
invariably closed, between the Stmth-liastern and the Sc^uth-Western 
stations, and the passage i)f carriage-trucks bearing huge guns and carriages 
crammed with soldiers. 'I'hese were the guns that were brought up from 
Woolwich and (Chatham to cover Kingston. 'There was an exchange o\' 
pleasantries: ‘You’ll get eaten!’ ‘We’re the beast-tamers!’ and so forth. A 
little while after that a squad of police came into the station and began to 
clear the public off the platforms, and my brother went out into the street 
again. 

"The church bells were ringing for evensong, and a squad of Salvation 
Army lassies came singing down Waterloo Road. On the bridge a number i^f 
loafers were watching a curious brown scum that came drifting down the 
stream in patches. 'The sun was just setting, and the CMock 'Tower and the 
Houses of Parliament rose against one of the most peaceful skies it is 
possible to imagine, a sky of gold, barred with Umg transverse stripes of 
reddish-purple cloud. 'There was talk of a floating body. One of the men 
there, a reservist he said he W'as, told my brother he had seen the heliograph 
flickering in the west. 

In Wellington Street my brother met a couple of sturdy roughs who had 
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just rushed out of Meet Street with still wet newspapers and staring 
placards. ‘Dreadlul catastrophe!’ they bawled one to the other dow'n 
Wellington Street, ‘lighting at Weybridge! bull description! Repulse of the 
Martians! London in Danger!" He had to give threepence for a copy of that 
paper. 

'I'hcn it was, and then only, that he realised something of the full power 
and terror of these monsters. He learned that they were not merely a 
handful of small sluggish creatures, but that they were minds swaying vast 
mechanical bodies; and that they could move swiftly and smite with such 
power that even the mightiest guns could not stand against them. 

'fhey were described as ‘vast spider-like machines, nearly a hundred feel 
high, capable of the speed of an express-train, and able to shoot out a beam 
of intense heat." Masked batteries, chiefly of field-guns, had been planted in 
the country about Horsell ("ommon, and especially between the Woking 
district and Li^ndon. b'ive of the machines had been seen moving towards 
the 'rhames, and one, by a happy chance had been destroyed. In the other 
cases the shells had missed, and the batteries had been at once annihilated 
by the Heat-Rays. Heavy losses of soldiers were mentioned, but the tone of 
the despatch was (Optimistic. 

'The Martians had been repulsed; they were ncot invulnerable. They had 
retreated to their triangle of cylinders again, in the circle about Woking. 
Signallers w ith heliographs were pushing forward upon them from all sides, 
(luns were in rapid transit from Windsior, Piorismouth, Aldershot, 
W(oolw’ich—even from the north; among others, long wire-guns of ninety- 
five tons from Woolwich. Altogether one hundred and sixteen were in 
position (or being hastily placed, chiefly covering London. Never before in 
Lngland had there been such a vast or rapid concentration of military 
material. 

Any further cylinders that fell, it was hoped, cmild be destroyed at once 
by high explosives, which were being rapidly manufactured and distri¬ 
buted. No diuibt, ran the repi^ri, the situation was of the strangest and 
gravest description, but the public was exhorted to avoid and disciuirage 
panic. No doubt the Martians were strange and terrible in the extreme, but 
at the outside there could not be more than twenty of them against our 
millions. 

'I'he authorities had reason to suppose, from the size of the cylinders, that 
at the outside there could not be nw^re than live in each cylinder—tifleen 
altogether. And (Uie at least was disposed of—perhaps more. 'The public 
would be fairly warned of the approach of danger, and elaborate measures 
were being taken for the protection of the people in the threatened south¬ 
western suburbs. And so, with reiterated assurances of the safety of London 
and the ability of the authorities to cope with the difliculty, this quasi¬ 
proclamation closed. 

This was printed in enormous type on paper so fresh that it was still wet, 
and there had been no lime to add a word of comment. It was curious, my 
brother said, to see lunv ruthlessly the usual contents of the paper had been 
hacked and taken out to give this place. 

All down Wellington Street people could be seen fluttering out the pink 
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sheets and reading, and the Strand was suddenly noisy with the voices of an 
army of hawkers following these pioneers. Men came scrambling off buses 
to secure copies. Certainly this news excited people intensely, whatever 
their previous apathy. 'I'he shutters of a map-shop in the Strand were being 
taken down, my brother said, and a man in his Sunday raiment, lemon- 
yellow gloves even, was visible inside the window hastily fastening maps of 
Surrey to the glass. 

Going on along the Strand to 'Trafalgar Square, the paper in his hand, my 
brother saw some of the fugitives from West Surrey. There was a man with 
his wife and two boys and some articles of furniture in a cart such as green¬ 
grocers use. He was driving from the direction of Westminster bridge; and 
close behind him came a hay-waggon with five or six respectable-looking 
pei^ple in it, and some boxes and bundles. 'The faces of these people were 
haggard, and their entire appearance contrasted conspicuously with the 
Sabbath-best appearance of the people on the omnibuses. People in 
fashionable clothing peeped at them out of cabs. They stopped at the 
Square, as if undecided which way to take, and finally turned eastward 
along the Strand. Some way behind these came a man in work-day clothes, 
riding one of those old-fashioned tricycles with a small front-wheel. I le was 
dirty and white in the face. 

My brother turned down towards Victoria, and met a number of such 
people. He had a vague idea that he might sec something i>f me. I le noticed 
an unusual number of police regulating the traffic. Some of the refugees 
were exchanging news with the people on the omnibuses. One was 
professing to have seen the Martians. ‘Boilers on stilts, I tell you, striding 
along like men.’ Most of them were excited and animated by their strange 
experience. 

Beyond Victoria the public-houses were doing a lively trade with these 
arrivals. At all the street corners groups of people were reading papers, 
talking excitedly, or staring at these unusual Sunday visitors. 'I'hey seemed 
to increase as night drew on, until at last the roads, my brother said, were 
like l^psom High Street on a Derby Day. My brother addressed several of 
these fugitives and got unsatisfactory answers from most. 

None of them could tell him any news of Woking except one man, who 
assured him that Woking had been entirely destroyed on the previous night. 

‘I come from Bytteet,’ he said; ‘a man on a bicycle came through the place 
in the early morning, and ran from door to door warning us to come away. 
I'hen came soldiers. We went out to look, and there were clouds of smoke to 
the south—nt)thing but smoke, and not a soul coming that way. 'Then we 
heard the guns at Chertsey, and folks coming from Weybridge. So Tve 
locked up my house and come on.’ 

At that time there was a strong feeling in the streets that the authorities 
were to blame for their incapacity to dispose of the invaders without all this 
inconvenience. 

About eight o’clock a noise of heavy firing was distinctly audible all over 
the south of London. My brother could not hear it for the traffic in the main 
thoroughfares, but by striking through the quiet back-streets to the river he 
was able to distinguish it quite plainly. 
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He walked from Westminster to his apartments near Regent’s Park, 
about two. He was now very anxious on my account, and disturbed at the 
evident magnitude of the trouble. His mind was inclined to run, even as 
mine had run on Saturday, on military details. He thought of all those 
silent, expectant guns, of the suddenly nomadic countryside; he tried to 
imagine ‘boilers on stilts’ a hundred feet high. 

'rhere were one or two cart-loads of refugees passing along Oxford 
Street, and several in the Marylebonc Road, but so slowly w’as the news 
spreading that Regent Street and Portland Place were full of their usual 
Sunday-night promcnaders, albeit they talked in groups, and along the edge 
of Regent’s Park there were as many silent couples ‘walking out’ together 
under the scattered gas-lamps as ever there had been. The night was warm 
and still, and a little oppressive; the sound of guns continued intermittently, 
and after midnight there seemed to be sheet-lightning in the south. 

He read and re-read the paper, fearing the worst had happened to me. He 
was restless, and after supper pnnvled out again aimlessly. He returned and 
tried in vain to divert his attention to his examination notes. He went to bed 
a little after midnight, and was awakened from lurid dreams in the small 
hours of Monday by the sound of door-knockers, feet running in the street, 
distant drumming, and a clamour of bells. Red rellections danced on the 
ceiling, b'or a moment he lay astonished, wondering whether day had 
come nr the world gone mad. I'hen he jumped out of bed and ran to the 
windiuv 

His room was an attic and as he thrust his head out, up and down the 
street there were a dozen echoes to the noise of his w indow-sash, and heads 
in every kind of night disarray appeared. Hnquiries were being shouted. 
‘'They are coming!’ bawled a policeman, hammering at the door; ‘the 
Martians are coming!’ and hurried to the next door. 

'Phe sound of drumming and trumpeting came from the Albany Street 
Barracks, and every church within earshot was hard at work killing sleep 
with a vehement disorderly tocsin. 'Phere w as a noise of doors opening, and 
window after window in the houses opposite Hashed from darkness into 
yellow’ illumination. 

Up the street came galloping a closed carriage, bursting abruptly into 
noise at the corner, rising to a clattering climax under the window, and 
dying away slowly in the distance. C'lose on the rear of this came a couple ot 
cabs, the forerunners of a long procession i>f flying vehicles, going tor the 
most part to (-halk b'arm station, where the North-Western special trains 
were loading up, instead of coming dowm the gradient into Buston. 

b'or a long time my brt)ther stared out of the window' in blank 
astonishment, watching the piflicemen hammering at door after door, and 
delivering their incomprehensible message. Then the door behind him 
opened, and the man who lodged across the landing came in, dressed only in 
shirt, trousers, and slippers, his braces loose about his waist, his hair 
disordered from his pillow. 

‘What the devil is it?’ he asked. ‘A tire? What a devil ot a row!’ 

I'hey both craned their heads out of the window^ straining to hear w’hat 
the policemen were shouting. People w’cre coming out ot the side-streets. 
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and standing in groups at the corners talking. 

‘What the devil is it all about?’ said my brother’s fellow-lodger. 

My brother answered him vaguely and began to dress, running with each 
garment to the window in order to miss nothing of the growing excitement. 
And presently men selling unnaturally early newspapers came bawling into 
the street: 

‘London in danger of suffocation! The Kingston and Richmond defences 
forced! Fearful massacres in the Thames Valley!’ 

And all about him—in the rooms below, in the houses on each side and 
across the road, and behind in the Park 'I'erraces and in the hundred other 
streets of that part of Marylebone, and the Westbourne Park district and Si 
Pancras, and westward and northw'ard in Kilburn and St John’s Wood and 
Hampstead, and eastward in Shoreditch and I lighbury and Haggerston and 
Floxton, and, indeed, through all the vastness of London from Haling to 
Hast Ham—people were rubbing their eyes, and opening windows to stare 
out and ask aimless questions, and dressing hastily as the first breath of the 
coming storm of H’ear blew through the streets. It was the dawn of the great 
panic. London, which had gone to bed on Sunday night oblivious and inert, 
was awakened, in the small hours of Monday morning to a vivid sense i>f 
danger. 

Unable from his window to learn what was happening, my brother went 
down and out into the street, just as the sky between the parapets of houses 
grew pink with the early dawn. The flying people on f\>ot and in vehicles 
grew mc^re numerous every nument. ‘Black smoke!’ he heard people crying, 
and again ‘Black smoke!’ The contagion of such a unanimous fear was 
inevitable. As my brother hesitated on the door-step, he saw another news¬ 
vendor approaching, and got a paper forthwith. Phe man was running away 
with the rest, and selling his papers for a shilling each as he ran—a 
grotesque mingling of profit and panic. 

And from this paper my brother read that catastrophic despatch of the 
Comman der- i n- Ch i ef: 

‘I'he Alartians arc able to discharge enormous clouds of a black and 
poisonous vapour by means of rockets. They have smothered our batteries, 
destroyed Richmond, Kingston, and Wimbledon, and are advancing slowly 
towards London, destroying everything on the way. It is impossible to stop 
them. There is no safety from the Black Smoke but in instant flight.’ 

That was all, but it was enough. The whole population of the great six- 
million city was stirring, slipping, running; presently it would be pouring en 
masse northward. 

‘Black Smoke!’ the voices cried. ‘Fire!’ 

'Hhc bells of the neighbouring church made a jangling tumult, a cart 
carelessly driven smashed, amid shrieks and curses, against the water- 
trough up the street. Sickly yellow lights went to and fro in the houses, and 
some of the passing cabs flaunted unextinguished lamps. And overhead the 
dawn was growing brighter, clear and steady and calm. 

He heard footsteps running to and fro in the rooms, and up and down 
stairs behind him. His landlady came to the door, loosely wrapped in 
dressing-gown and shawl; her husband followed ejaculating. 
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As my brother began to realise the import of all these things, he turned 
hastily to his own room, put all his available money—some ten pounds 
altogether—into his pockets, and went out again into the streets. 


15 

WlIA'l’ HAD HAPPHNHD IN SURKliY 

11 was while the curate had sat and talked so wildly to me under the hedge in 
the flat meadows near Halliford, and while my brother was watching the 
fugitives stream over Westminster Bridge, that the Martians had resumed 
the offensive. Si^ far as one can ascertain from the conflicting accounts that 
have been pul forth, the majority of them remained busied with 
preparations in the Ilorsell pit until nine that night, hurrying on some 
operation that disengaged huge volumes of green smoke. 

But three certainly came out about eight o’ek)ck, and advancing slowly 
and cautiously, made their way through Bylleet and Fyrford tmvards Ripley 
and Weybridge, and so came in sight iff the expectant batteries against the 
selling sun. These Martians did not advance in a body, but in a line., each 
perhaps a mile and a half from his nearest fellow. 'They communicated with 
one another by means of siren-like howls, running up and down the scale 
from one note to another. 

It was this howling and firing of the guns at Ripley and St (ieorge’s Hill 
that we had heard at Upper Halliford. 'fhe Ripley gunners, unseasoned 
artillery volunteers who ought never to have been placed in such a position, 
fired one wild, premature, ineffectual volley, and bolted on horse and foot 
through the deserted village, while the Martian, without using his Heat- 
Ray, walked serenely over their guns, stepped gingerly among them, passed 
in front of them, and so came unexpectedly upon the guns in Painshill Park, 
which he destroyed. 

'The St Cleorge’s Hill men, however, were belter led or of a belter mellle. 
Hidden by a pine-wood as they were, they seem to have been quite 
unsuspected by the Martian nearest to them. 'I’hey laid their guns as 
deliberately as if they had been on parade, and fir ;d at a thousand yards 
range. 

'The shells flashed all round him, and he was seen to advance a few paces, 
stagger, and go down. pAcrybody yelled together, and the guns were 
reloaded in frantic haste, fhe overthrown Martian set up a prolonged 
ululation, and immediately a second glittering giant, answering him, 
appeared over the trees to the south. It would seem that a leg of the tripod 
had been smashed by one of the shells. 'The whole of the second volley flew 
wide of the Martian on the ground, and, simultaneously, both his 
companions brought their Heat-Rays to bear on the battery, 'fhe 
ammunition blew up, the pine-trees all about the guns flashed into fire, and 
only one or two of the men who were already running over the crest of the 
hill escaped. 
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After this it would seem that the three took counsel together and halted, 
and the scouts who were watching them report that they remained 
absolutely stationary for the next half-hour. The Martian who had been 
overthrown crawled tediously out of his hood, a small brown figure, oddly 
suggestive from that distance of a speck of blight, and apparently engaged in 
the repair of his support. About nine he had finished, for his cowl was then 
seen above the trees again. 

It was a few minutes past nine that night when these three sentinels were 
joined by four other Martians, each carrying a thick black tube. A similar 
lube was handed to each of the three, and the seven proceeded to distribute 
themselves at equal distances along a curved line between St (icorge’s Hill, 
Weybridge, and the village of Send, south-west of Ripley. 

A dozen rockets sprang out of the hills before them so soon as they began 
to move, and warned the waiting batteries about Ditton and b'sher. At the 
same time four of their fighting machines, similarly armed with lubes, 
crossed the river, and two of them, black against the western sky, came into 
sight of myself and the curate as we hurried wearily and painfully along the 
road that runs northward out of Halliford. 'I'liey moved, as it seemed to us, 
upon a cloud, for a milky mist covered the fields and rose to a third of their 
height. 

At this sight the curate cried faintly in his throat, and began running; but 
I knew it was no good running from a Martian, and I turned aside and 
crawled through dewy nettles and brambles into the broad ditch by the side 
of the road. He looked back, saw what I was doing, and turned to join me. 

'Fhe two halted, the nearer to us standing and facing wSunbury, the 
remoter being a grey indistinctness towards the evening star, away towards 
Staines. 

The occasional howling of the Martians had ceased; they ti>ok up their 
positions in the huge crescent about their cylinders in absolute silence. It 
was a crescent with twelve miles between its horns. Never since the devising 
of gunpowder was the beginning of a battle so still. 'Fo us and to an observer 
about Ripley it would have had precisely the same clfect—the Martians 
seemed in solitary possession of the darkling night, lit only as it was by the 
slender moon, the stars, the after-glow of the daylight, and the ruddy glare 
from St George’s Hill and the woods of Painshill. 

But facing that crescent everywhere^—at Staines, Hounslow', Ditton, 
Esher, Ockham, behind hills and woods south of the river, and across the 
flat grass meadows to the north of it, wherever a cluster of trees or village 
houses gave sufficient cover—the guns were waiting. 'Fhe signal rockets 
burst and rained their sparks through the night and vanished, and the spirit 
of all those watching batteries rose to a tense expectation. 'Fhe Martians had 
but to advance into the line of fire, and instantly those motionless black 
forms of men, those guns glittering so darkly in the early night, would 
explode into a thunderous fury of battle. 

No doubt the thought that was uppermost in a thousand of those vigilant 
minds, even as it was uppermost in mine, was the riddle—how much they 
understood of us. Did they grasp that we in our millions were organised, 
disciplined, working together? Or did they interpret our spurts of fire, the 
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sudden stinging of our shells, our steady investment of their encampment, 
as we should the furious unanimity of onslaught in a disturbed hive of bees? 
Did they dream they might exterminate us? (At that time no one knew what 
f^M^d they needed.) A hundred such c|uestions struggled together in my 
mind as I watched that vast sentinel shape. And in the back of my mind was 
the sense of all the huge unknown and hidden forces Londonward. Had 
they prepared pitfalls? Were the powder-hills at Hounslow ready as a snare? 
Would the Londoners have the heart and courage to make a greater Moscow' 
of their mighty province of houses? 

riien, alter an interminable time, as it seemed to us, crouching and 
peering through the hedge, came a sound like the distant eoncussion of a 
gun. Another nearer, and then another. And then the Alartian beside us 
raised his tube on high and discharged it, gunwise, with a heavy report that 
made the ground heave. 'I'he one towards Staines answered him. 'There was 
no Hash, ni^ smoke, simply that loaded detonation. 

I was so excited by these heavy minute-guns following one another that I 
so far forgot my personal safety and my scalded hands as to clamber up into 
the hedge and stare towards Sunbury. As I did so a secimd report followed, 
and a big projectile hurtled overhead towards Hounslow. I expected at least 
to see smoke or tire, or some such evidence of its work. But all 1 saw’ was the 
deep-blue sky abiwe, with one solitary star, and the white mist spreading 
wide and low beneath. And there had been no crash, no answering 
explosit)n. 'The silence was restored; the minute lengthened to three. 

‘What has happened?’ said the curate, standing up beside me. 

‘Heaven knows!’ said I. 

A bat tiickered by and vanished. A distant tumult of shouting began and 
ceased. I looked again at the Martian, and saw’ he was now moving eastward 
ahmg the river-bank, with a swift, rolling motion. 

bA’cry moment I expected the tire of some hidden battery to spring upon 
him; but the evening calm was unbroken, 'i'he figure of the Martian grew* 
smaller as he receded, and presently the mist and the gathering night had 
swallowed him up. By a common impulse we clambered higher. 'Towards 
Sunbury w-as a dark appearance, as though a conical hill had suddenly come 
into being there, hiding our view* of the farther country; and then, remoter 
across the river, over Walton, we saw another such summit. 'These hill-like 
forms grew’ lower and broader even as we stared. 

Moved by a sudden thought, I looked northward, and there I p^erceived a 
third of these cloudy black kopjes had risen. 

liverything had suddenly become very still. T'ar away to the south-east, 
marking the quiet, we heard the Martians hooting to one another, and then 
the air quivered again w-ith the distant thud of their guns, l^ut the earthly 
artillery made no reply. 

Now at the time we could not understand these things, but later I was to 
learn the meaning of these ominous kopjes that gathered in the twilight. 
Kach of the Martians, standing in the great crescent I have described, had 
discharged, by means of the gun-like tube he carried, huge canister over 
whatever hill, copse, cluster of houses, or other possible cover lor guns, 
chanced to be in front of him. Some fired only one of these, some tw’o—as 
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in the case i)t’ the one we had seen; the one at Ripley is said to have 
discharged no fewer than five at that time. 'I’hese canisters smashed on 
striking the ground—they did not explode—and incontinently disengaged 
an enormous volume of heavy, inky vapour, coiling and pouring upward in 
a huge and ebony cloud, a gaseous hill that sank and spread itself slowly over 
the surrounding country. And the touch of that vapour, the inhaling of its 
pungent wisps, was death to all that breathes. 

It was heavy, this vapour, heavier than the densest smoke, so that after 
the first tumultous uprush and outflow of its impact, it sank down through 
the air and poured over the ground in a manner rather liquid than gaseous, 
abandoning the hills, and streaming into the valleys and ditches and water¬ 
courses even as I have heard the carbonic-acid gas that pours from volcanic 
clefts is wont to do. And where it came upon water some chemical action 
occurred, and the surface would be instantly ciwered with a powdery scum 
that sank slowly and made way for mi>rc. 'fhe scum was absolutely 
insoluble, and it is a strange thing, seeing the instant clfcct of the gas, that 
one could drink without hurt the water from which it had been strained, 
'fhe vapour did not diffuse as a true gas would do. It hung together in 
banks, flowing sluggishly down the slope of the land and driving reluctantly 
before the wind, and very slowly it combined with the mist and mi>istiire i>f 
the air, and sank to the earth in the form of dust. Save that an unknown 
element giving a group of four lines in the blue of the spectrum is 
concerned, wx* are still entirely ignorant of the nature of this substance. 

Once the tumultuous upheaval of its dispersion was over, the black smoke 
clung so closely to the ground, even before its precipitation, that fifty feet up 
in the air, on the roofs and upper stories of high houses and on great trees, 
there was a chance of escaping its poison altogether, as was proved even that 
night at Street Cobham and Ditton. 

The man w^ho escaped at the former place tells a wonderful story of the 
strangeness of its cinling flow, and how* he U>oked down from the church 
spire and saw the houses of the village rising like ghosts out of its inky 
nothingness, bor a day and a half he remained there, weary, starving and 
sun-scorched, the earth under the blue sky and against the prospect of the 
distant hills a velvet black expanse, with red roofs, green trees, and, later, 
black-veiled shrubs and gates, barns, out-houscs, and walls, rising here and 
there into the sunlight. 

But that was at Street Cobham, where the black vapour was allowed to 
remain until it sank of its own accord into the ground. As a rule the 
Martians, when it had served its purpose, cleared the air of it again by 
wading into it and directing a jet of steam upon it. 

This they did with the vapour-banks near us, as we saw in the starlight 
from the window of a deserted house at Upper Ilalliford, whither we had 
returned. b"rom there we could see the searchlights on Richmond Hill and 
Kingston Hill going to and fro, and about eleven the windows rattled, and 
we heard the sound of the huge siege guns that had been put in position 
there. These continued intermittently for the space of a quarter of an hour, 
sending chance shots at the invisible Martians at Hampton and Ditton, and 
then the pale beams of the electric light vanished, and were replaced 
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by a bright red glow. 

'I’hcn the fourth cylinder fell—a brilliant green meteor—as I learned 
afterwards, in Rushey Park. Before the guns on the Richmond and 
Kingston line of hills began, there was a fitful cannonade far away in the 
south-west, due, I believe, to guns being fired haphazard before the black 
vapour could overwhelm the gunners. 

So, setting about it as methodically as men might smoke out a wasps’ nest, 
the Martians spread this strange stifling vapour over the Londonward 
country. 'I'he horns of the crescent slowly moved apart, until at last they 
formed a line from Hanwell to Coombe and Malden. All night through their 
destructive tubes advanced. Never once, after the Martian at St George’s 
Hill was brought down, did they give the artillery the ghost of a chance 
against them. Wherever there was a possibility of guns being laid for them 
unseen, a fresh canister of the black vapour was discharged, and where the 
guns were openly displayed the Heat-Ray was brought to bear. 

By midnight the blazing trees along the slopes of Richmond Park and the 
glare of Kingston Hill threw their light upon a network of black smoke, 
blotting out the whole Valley of the Thames and extending as far as the eye 
could reach. And through this two Martians slowly w^aded, and turned their 
hissing steam-jets this way and that. 

'Phey were sparing of the Heat-Ray that night, either because they had 
but a limited supply of material for its production or because they did not 
wish to destroy the country but only to crush and overawe the opposition 
they had aroused. In the latter aim they certainly succeeded. Sunday night 
was the end of the organised opposition to their movements. After that no 
body of men would stand against them, so hopeless was the enterprise. Even 
the crews of the torpedo-boats and destroyers that had brought their quick- 
firers up the 'Fhames refused to stop, mutinied, and went down again. The 
only offensive operation men ventured upon after that night was the 
preparation of mines and pitfalls, and even in that their energies were 
frantic and spasmodic. 

One has to imagine, as well as one may, the fate of those batteries towards 
Esher, waiting so tensely in the twilight. Survivors there were none. One 
may picture the orderly expectation, the otficers alert and watchful, the 
gunners ready, the ammunition piled to hand, the limber gunners with their 
horses and waggons, the groups of civilian spectators standing as near as 
they were permitted, the evening stillness, the ambulances and hospital 
tents with the burned and wounded fn)m Weybridge; then the dull 
resonance of the shots the Martians fired, and the clumsy projectile whirling 
over the trees and houses and smashing amid the neighbouring fields. 

One may picture, too, the sudden shifting of the attention, the sw^iftly 
spreading coils and bellyings of that blackness advancing headlong, 
towering heavenward, turning the twilight to a palpable darkness, a strange 
and horrible antagonist of vapour striding upon its victims, men and horses 
near it seen dimly, running, shrieking, falling headlong, shouts ot dismay, 
the guns suddenly abandoned, men choking and writhing on the ground, 
and the swift broadening-out of the opaque cone of smoke. And then night 
and extinction—nothing but a silent mass of impenetrable 
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vapour hiding its dead. 

Before dawn the black vapour was pouring through the streets of 
Richmond, and the disintegrating organism of government was, with a last 
expiring effort, rousing the population of London to the necessity of flight. 


16 


THE EXODUS FROM I-ONDON 

So you understand the roaring wave of fear that swept through the greatest 
city in the world just as Monday was dawning—the stream of flight rising 
swiftly to a torrent, lashing in a foaming tumult round the railway stations, 
banked up into a horrible struggle about the shipping in the Thames, and 
hurrying by every available channel northward and eastward. By ten o’clock 
the police organisation, and by midday even the railway organisations, were 
losing coherency, losing shape and efficiency, guttering, softening, running 
at last in that swift liquefaction of the social body. 

All the railway lines north of the Thames and the South-F-astern people 
at Cannon Street had been warned by midnight on Sunday, and trains were 
being filled. People were fighting savagely for standing-room in ihc 
carriages even at two o’clock. By three, people were being trampled and 
crushed even in Bishopsgate Street, a couple of hundred yards or more from 
Liverpool Street station; revolvers were fired, people stabbed, and the 
policemen who had been sent to direct the traffic, exhausted and infuriated, 
were breaking the heads of the people they were called out to protect. 

And as the day advanced and the engine-drivers and stokers refused to 
return to London, the pressure of the flight drove the people in an ever- 
thickening multitude away from the stations and along the northward¬ 
running roads. By midday a Martian had been seen at Barnes, and a cloud of 
slowly sinking black vapour drove along the Thames and across the flats of 
Lambeth, cutting off all escape over the bridges in its sluggish advance. 
Another bank drove over Haling, and surrounded a little island of survivors 
on Castle Hill, alive, but unable to escape. 

After a fruitless struggle to get aboard a North-Western train at Chalk 
Farm—the engines of the trains that had loaded in the goods yard there 
ploughed through shrieking people, and a dozen stalwart men fought to keep 
the crowd from crushing the driver against his furnace—my brother 
emerged upon Chalk Farm road, dodged across through a hurrying swarm 
of vehicles, and had the luck to be foremost in the sack of a cycle shop. The 
front tire of the machine he got was punctured in dragging it through the 
window, but he got up and off, notwithstanding, with no further injury than 
a cut wrist. The steep foot of Haverstuck Hill was impassable owing to 
several overturned horses, and my brother struck into Bclsize Road. 

So he got out of the fury of the panic, and, skirting the Hdgware Road, 
reached Hdgware about seven, fasting and wearied, but well ahead of the 
crowd. Along the road people were standing in the roadway, curious, 
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wondering. He was passed by a number of cyclists, some horsemen, and tw’o 
motor-cars. A mile from lidgware the rim of the wheel broke, and the 
machine became unridable. He left it by the road-side and trudged thrt)ugh 
the village. 'I'herc were shops half opened in the main street of the place, 
and people crowded on the pavement and in the doorways and windows, 
staring astonished at this extraordinary procession of fugitives that was 
beginning. He succeeded in getting some food at an inn. 

Vor a time he remained in lidgware not knowing what next to do. The 
Hying people increased in number. Many of them, like my brother, seemed 
inclined to loiter in the place. 'There was no fresh news of the invaders from 
Mars. 

At that lime the rintd was crowded, but as yet far from congested. Most of 
the fugitives at that hour were mounted on cycles, but there were soon 
motor-cars, hansom cabs, and carriages hurrying along, and the dust hung 
in heavy clouds along the road to St Albans. 

It was perhaps a vague idea i>f making his way to Chelmsford where some 
friends iH'his lived, that at last induced my brother to strike into a quiet lane 
running eastward. Presently he came upon a stile, and, crossing it, followed 
a foot-path north-eastward. He passed near several farm-houses and some 
little places whi^se names he did not learn. He saw few fugitives until, in a 
grass lane towards High Harnel, he happened upon two ladies who became 
his fellow-travellers. He came upon them just in time to save them. 

He heard their screams, and, hurrying round the corner, saw a couple of 
men struggling to drag them out of the little pony-chaise in which they had 
been driving, while a third with dilllculty held the frightened pony's head. 
One of the ladies, a short winnan dressed in white, was simply screaming; 
the inher, a dark, slender figure, slashed at the man who gripped her arm 
with a whip she held in her disengaged hand. 

My brother immediately grasped the situation, shouted, and hurried 
towards the struggle. One of the men desisted and turned tmvards him, and 
my brother, realising fnmi his antagonist’s face that a fight was unavoidable, 
and being an expert boxer, went into him forthwith, and sent him down 
against the wheel of the chaise. 

It was no time for pugilistic chivalry and my brother laid him quiet with a 
kick, and gripped the collar of the man who pulled at the slender lady's arm. 
He heard the clatter of hoofs, the whip slung across his face, a third 
antagonist struck him between the eyes, and the man he held wrenched 
himself free and made off down the lane in the direction from which he had 
come. 

Partly stunned, he found himself facing the man who had held the horse's 
head, and became aware of the chaise receding fri>m liim down the lane, 
swaying from side to side, and with the women in it looking back. 'The man 
before him, a burly rough, tried to close, and he stopped him with a blow in 
the face. 'Then realising that he was deserted, he dodged round and made oft 
down the lane after the chaise, with the sturdy man close behind him, and 
the fugitive, who had turned now, following remotely. 

Suddenly he stumbled and fell; his immediate pursuer went headlong, 
and he rose to his feet to find himself with a couple of antagonists again. He 
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would have had little chance against them had not the slender lady very 
pluckily pulled up and returned to his help. It seems she had had a revolver 
all this time, but it had been under the seat when she and her companion 
were attacked. She fired at six yards’ distance, narrowly missing my 
brother. 'Fhe less courageous of the robbers made off, and his companion 
followed him, cursing his cowardice. 'I'hey both stopped in sight down the 
lane where the third man lay insensible. 

‘Take this!’ said the slender lady, and she gave my brother her revolver. 

‘Go back to the chaise,’ said my brother, wiping the blood from his split 
lip. 

She turned without a word—they were both panting—and they went 
back to where the lady in white struggled to hold back the frightened pony. 

The robbers had evidently had enough i>f it. When my brother looked 
again they were retreating. 

‘I’ll sit here,' said my brother, ‘if I may’; and he got upon the empty front 
seat. The lady looked over her shoulder. 

‘Give me the reins,’ she said, and laid the whip along the piMiy’s side. In 
another moment a bend in the road hid the three men from my brother’s 
eyes. 

So, quite unexpectedly, my brother found himself, panting, with a cut 
mouth, a bruised jaw, and blood-stained knuckles, driving along an 
unknown lane with these two women. 

He learned they were the wife and the younger sister of a surgeon living at 
Stanmore, who had come in the small hours from a dangerous case at 
Pinner, and heard at some railway station on his way of the Martian 
advance. He had hurried home, roused the women—their servant had left 
them two days before—packed some provisions, pul his revolver under the 
seat—luckily for my brother—and told them to drive on to Mdgware, with 
the idea of getting a train there. He stopped behind to tell the neighbours. 
He would overtake them, he said, at about half-past four in the morning, 
and now it was nearly nine and they had seen nothing of him. 'They could 
not stop in Hdgware because of the growing traffic through the place, and so 
they had come into this side lane. 

I’hat was the story they told my brother in fragments when presently 
they stopped again, nearer to New Barnet. He promised to stay with them, 
at least until they could determine what to do, or until the missing man 
arrived, and professed to be an expert shot with the revolver—a weapon 
strange to him—in order to give them confidence. 

'I'hey made a sort of encampment by the wayside, and the pony became 
happy in the hedge. He told them of his own escape out of London, and all 
that he knew of these Martians and their ways. The sun crept higher in the 
sky, and after a time their talk died out and gave place to an uneasy state of 
anticipation. Several wayfarers came along the lane, and of these my brother 
gathered such news as he could. Every broken answer he had deepened his 
impression of the great disaster that had come on humanity, deepened his 
persuasion of the immediate necessity for prosecuting this flight. He urged 
the matter upon them. 

‘We have money,’ said the slender woman, and hesitated. 
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Her eyes met my brother’s, and her hesitation ended. 

‘So have I,’ said my brother. 

She explained that they had as much as thirty pounds in gold, besides a 
five-pound note, and suggested that with that they might get upon a train at 
St Albans or New Barnet. My brother thought that was hopeless, seeing the 
fury of the Londoners to crowd upon the trains, and broached his own idea 
of striking across l{ssex towards Harwich and thence escaping from the 
country altogether. 

Mrs Hlphinstone—that was the name of the woman in white— would 
listen to no reasoning, and kept calling upon ‘George'; but her sister-in-law 
was astonishingly quiet and deliberate, and at last agreed to my brother’s 
suggestion. So, designing to cross the Great North Road, they went on 
towards Barnet, my brother leading the pony to save it as much as possible. 

As the sun crept up the sky the day became excessively hot, and under 
foot a thick, whitish sand grew burning and blinding, so that they travelled 
only very slowly. 'The hedges were grey with dust. And as they advanced 
towards Barnet a tumultuous murmuring grew stronger. 

'They began to meet more people. For the most part these were staring 
before them, murmuring indistinct questions, jaded, haggard, unclean. One 
man in evening dress passed them on foot, his eyes on the ground. They 
heard his vimcc, and, looking back at him saw one hand clutched in his hair 
and the other beating invisible things. His paroxysm of rage over, he went 
on his way without once looking back. 

As my bnnher’s party went on towards the cross-roads to the south of 
Barnet they saw a woman approaching the road across some fields on their 
left, carrying a child and with two other children; and then passed a man in 
dirty black, with a thick stick in one hand and a small portmanteau in the 
lather, 'fhen round the corner of the lane, from between the villas that 
guarded it at its confluence with the high road, came a little cart drawn by a 
sweating black pony and driven by a sallow youth in a bowler hat, grey with 
dust. There were three girls. Fast Hnd factory girls, and a couple of little 
children crowded in the cart. 

‘'This’ll tike us rahnd lulgware?’ asked the driver, wild-eyed, white¬ 
faced; and when my brother told him it would if he turned to the left, he 
whipped up at once without the formality of thanks. 

My brother noticed a pale grey smoke or haze rising among the houses in 
front of them, and veiling the while facade of a terrace beyond the road that 
appeared between the backs of the villas. Mrs Hlphinstone suddenly cried 
out at a number of tongues of smoky red flame leaping up above the houses 
in front of them against the hot, blue sky. The tumultuous noise resolved 
itself now into the disorderly mingling of many voices, the gride of many 
wheels, the creaking of waggons, and the staccato of hoofs. 'I'he lane came 
round sharply not fifty yards from the cross-roads. 

‘Good heavens!’ cried Mrs Hlphinstone. ‘What is this you are driving us 
into?’ 

My brother stopped. 

For the main road was a boiling stream of people, a torrent of human 
beings rushing northward, one pressing on another. A great bank of dust. 
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white and luminous in the blaze of the sun, made everything within twenty 
feet of the ground grey and indistinct and was perpetually renewed by the 
hurrying feel of a dense crowd of horses and of men and women on loot, and 
by the wheels of vehicles of every deseription. 

‘Way!' my brother heard voices crying. ‘Make way!' 

It was like riding into the smoke of a lire to approach the meeting--pi>int of 
the lane and road; the crowd roared like a tire, and the dust was hi^t and 
pungent. And, indeed, a little way up the ri>ad a villa was burning and 
sending rolling masses of black smoke acn^ss the road to add to the 
confusion. 

'I'wo men came past them, 'rhen a dirty wimian, carrying a heavy bundle 
and weeping. A lost retriever dog, with hanging tongue, circled dubiously 
round them, scared and wretched, and lied at my bri)ther's threat. 

So much as they could see of the road Londonward between the houses to 
the right was a tumultuous stream of dirty, hurrying people, pent in 
between the villas on either side; the black heads, the criuvded forms, grew 
into distinctness as they rushed towards the corner, hurried past, and 
merged their individuality again in a receding multitude that was swallowed 
up at last in a cloud of dust. 

‘Go on! Go on!' cried the voices. ‘W'ay! W'ay!' 

One man's hands pressed on the back of another. My brother stood at the 
pony's head. Irresistibly attracted, he advanced slowly, pace by pace, down 
the lane. 

Kdgware had been a scene of confusion. CMialk l^'arm a riotous tumult, but 
this was a whole population in movement. It is hard to imagine that host. It 
had no character of its own. 'I'he figures poured out past the corner, and 
receded with their backs to the group in the lane. Along the margin came 
those who were on foot threatened by the wheels, stumbling in the ditches, 
blundering into one another. 

I'he carls and carriages crowded close upon one another, making little 
way for those swifter and more impatient vehicles that darted forward every 
now and then when an opportunity showed itself of doing so, sending the 
people scattering against the fences and gates of the villas. 

‘Push on!' was the cry. ‘Push on! 'lliey are coming!' 

In one cart stood a blind man in the uniform of the Salvation Army, 
gesticulating with his crooked fingers and bawling, ‘liternity! eternity!' I lis 
voice was hoarse and very loud so that my brother could hear him long after 
he was lost to sight in the dust. Some of the people who crowded in the carts 
whipped stupidly at their horses and quarrelled with other drivers; some sat 
motionless, staring at nothing with miserable eyes; some gnawed their 
hands with thirst, or lay prostrate in the bottoms of their conveyances. 'The 
horses' bits were covered with foam, their eyes bloodshot. 

There were cabs, carriages, shop-carts, waggtins, beyond counting; a 
mail cart, a road-cleaner’s car marked ‘Vestry of St Pancras,’ a huge timber- 
waggon crowded with roughs. A brewxT’s dray rumbled by with its two near 
wheels splashed with fresh blood. 

‘Clear the way!’ cried the voices. ‘Clear the way!’ 

‘Hter-nity! eter-nity!’ came echoing dowm the road. 
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There were sad, haggard woman trampling by, well dressed, with 
children that cried and stumbled, their dainty clothes smothered in dust, 
their w'eary faces smeared with tears. With many of these came men, 
sometimes helpful, sometimes lowering and savage, lighting side by side 
with them pushed some weary street outcast in faded black rags, wide-eyed, 
loud-voiced, and foul-mouthed. 'There were sturdy workmen thrusting 
their way along, wretched, unkempt men, clothed like clerks or shop-men, 
struggling spasmodically; a wounded soldier my brother noticed, men 
dressed in the clothes of railway porters, one wretched creature in a night¬ 
shirt with a coal thrown over it. 

Hut varied as its composition was, certain things all that host had in 
common. 'There were fear and pain on their faces, and fear behind them. A 
tumult up the n)ad, a quarrel for a place in a waggon, sent the whole host of 
them quickening their pace; even a man so scared and broken that his knees 
bent under him was galvanised fc^r a mcmeni into renewed activity. 'The 
heat and dust had already been at work upon this multitude. 'Their skins 
were dry, their lips black and cracked. They were all thirsty, weary, and 
footsore. And amid the various cries one heard disputes, repn>aches, groans 
of weariness and fatigue; the voices of most of them were hoarse and weak. 
'Through it all ran a refrain: 

‘\X'ay! way! 'The Martians are ci>ming!' 

T'ew sti^ppcd and came aside from that flood. 'The lane opened slantingly 
into the main road with a narnnv opening, and had a delusive appearance 
coming from the direction of London. Vet a kind of eddy of people drove 
into its mtHilh; weaklings elbowed out i>f the stream, who for the most part 
rested but a moment before plunging into it again. A little way down the 
lane, with two friends bending over him, lay a man with a bare leg, wrapped 
about with bloody rags. 1 le was a lucky man to have friends. 

A little old man, with a grey military moustache and a filthy black frock- 
civu, limped out and sal down beside the trap, removed his boot—his sock 
was blood-stained—shook out a pebble, and hobbled im again; and then a 
little girl of eight or nine, all alone, threw herself under the hedge close by 
my brother, weeping. 

‘1 can't go on! I can't go on!’ 

My brother woke from his torpor of astonishiiient and lifted her up, 
speaking gently to her, and carried her to Miss Hlphinstone. So soon as my 
brother touched her she became quite still, as if frightened. 

‘I{llcn!’ shrieked a wimtan in the crowd, with tears in her voice—‘lillen!' 
And the child suddenly darted away from my brother, crying \\\oiher!' 

‘'They are coming,’ said a man on horseback, riding past along the lane. 

‘Out of the way, there!’ bawled a coachman, lowering high; and my 
brother saw a cli>sed carriage turning into the lane. 

'The people crushed back on one another to avoid the horse. My brother 
pushed the pony and chaise back into the hedge, and the man drove by and 
stopped at the turn of the way. It was a carriage, with a pole for a pair of 
horses, but only one was in the traces. My brother saw dimly through the 
dust that two men lifted out something on a while stretcher and put it gently 
on the grass beneath the privet hedge. 
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One i>f* the men came running to my brother. 

'Where is there any water?' he said. 'He is dying fast, and very thirsty. It 
is Lord Ciarriek.’ 

'Lord Garriek!' said my brother—'the C'hief Justice?' 

'The water?' he said. 

''fhcre may be a tap,' said my brother, 'in some of the houses. VC'e have no 
water. I dare not leave my people.' 

The man pushed against the crowd towards the gate of the corner house. 

'Go on!' said the people, thrusting at him. ' I’hey are cimiing! Cio on!' 

'I'hen my brother's attention was distracted by a bearded, caglc-faced 
man lugging a small hand-bag, which split even as my brother's eyes rested 
on it and disgorged a mass of sovereigns that seemed \o break up inti> 
separate coins as it struck the ground. 'I'hey rolled hither and thither amiMig 
the struggling feet of men and horses. 'I'he man stopped and looked stupidly 
at the heap, and the shaft of a cab struck his shoulder and sent him reeling. 
He gave a shriek and dodged back, and a cart-wheel shaved him narnnvly. 

'VC'ay!' cried the men all about him. "Make way!' 

So soon as the cab had passed, he tiling himself, with both hands open, 
upon the heap of coins, and began thrusting handfuls in his pocket. A horse 
rose close upon him, and in another moment, half rising, he had been borne 
down under the horse's hoi>fs. 

'Stop!' screamed my brother, and pushing a woman (Uii of his way, tried 
to clutch the bit of the horse. 

Before he could get tt> it, he heard a scream under the wheels, and saw 
through the dust the rim passing over the poor wretch's back. 'I'he driver of 
the cart slashed his whip at my brother, who ran round behind the cart. I'he 
multitudinous shouting Cimfused his ears. 'The man was writhing in the 
dust amimg his scattered nn^ney, unable ti) rise, for the wheel had brviken 
his back, and his Kuver limbs lay limp and dead. My brother stood up and 
yelled at the ne.\t driver, and a man i>n a black horse came to his assistance. 

‘Get him out of the road,' said he; and, clutching the man's collar with his 
free hand, my brother lugged him sideways. Hut he still clutched after his 
money, and regarded my brother liereely, hammering at his arm with a 
handful of gold, '(jo on! Go on!' shouted angry voices behind. ‘Way! W’ay!' 

'I'here was a smash as the pole of a carriage crashed intt) the cart that the 
man on horseback stopped. My brother looked up, and the man with the 
gidd twisted his head round and bit the wrist that held his collar. 'I here was 
a eoneussiiMi, and the black horse came staggering sideways, and the cart¬ 
horse pushed beside it. A hoof missed my brother's foot by a hair's breadth. 
He released his grip on the fallen man and jumped back. He saw anger 
change to terror on the face of the poor wretch on the ground, and in a 
moment he was hidden and my brother w^as borne backward and carried 
past the entrance of the lane, and had to light hard in the torrent to recover 
it. 

He saw Miss Idphinstone covering her eyes, and a little child, with all a 
child's want of sympathetic imagination, stared with dilated eyes at a dusty 
something that lay black and still, ground and crushed under the rolling 
wheels. 'Let us go back!’ he shouted, and began turning the pony round. 
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‘Wc cannot cross this—hell,’ he said; and they went back a hundred yards 
the way they had come, until the fighting crowd was hidden. As they passed 
the bend in the lane my brother saw the face of the dying man in the ditch 
under the privet, deadly white and drawn, and shining with perspiration. 
'I'he two women sat silent, crouching in their seat and shivering. 

Then beyond the bend my brother stopped again. Miss lilphinstone was 
white and pale, and her sister-in-law sat weeping, too wretched even to call 
upon ‘(jcorge.' My brother was horrified and perplexed. So soon as they 
had retreated he realised how urgent and unavoidable it was to attempt this 
cri>ssing. He turned to Miss bHphinstone, suddenly resolute. 

‘We must go that way,' he said, and led the pony round again. 

Vor the second time that day this girl pnned her quality. 'To force their 
way into the torrent of people, my brother plunged into the traffic and held 
back a cab-horse, while she drove the pony across its head. A waggon locked 
wheels tor a moment and ripped a long splinter from the chaise. In another 
moment they were caught and swept forward by the stream. My brother, 
with the cabman’s whip-marks red across his face and hands, scrambled 
into the chaise and took the reins from her. 

‘Point the revolver at the man behind,’ he said, giving it to her, ‘if he 
presses us too hard. No!—point it at his horse.’ 

'Then he began to look out for a chance t)f edging to the right across the 
road. Mul once in the stream he seemed to lose volitiim, to become a part of 
that dusty rotit. 'They swept through (Shipping Barnet with the torrent; they 
were nearly a mile beyond the centre of the town before they had fought 
across \o the opposite side of the way. It was din and confusion 
indescribable; btit in and beyond the town the road forks repeatedly, and 
this \o siune extent relieved the stress. 

They struck eastward through Hadley, and there on either side of the 
road, and at another place farther on they came upon a great multitude of 
people drinking at the stream, some fighting to come at the water. And 
farther on. from a hill near Bast Barnet, they saw two trains running slowly 
one after the other without signal or order—trains swarming with people, 
with men even among the coals behind the engines—going northward along 
the (ireat Northern Railway. My brother supposes they must have tilled 
outside London, for at that time the furious lern^r of the people had 
rendered the central termini impossible. 

Near this place they halted for the rest of the afternoon, lor the violence ol 
the day had already utterly exhausted all three of them. 'They began to sutler 
the beginnings of hunger; the night was cold, and none ot them dared it' 
sleep. And in the evening many pet'ple came hurrying along the road near 
by their sK'pping-place, fleeing from unknown dangers betore them, and 
going in the direction frt'm which my brother had come. 
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Had the Martians aimed only at destruction, they might on Monday have 
annihilated the entire population of London, as it spread itself slowly 
through the home counties. Not only along the road through liarnet, hut 
also through LMgware and Waltham Abbey, and along the roads eastward to 
Southend and Shoeburyness, and south of the 'I'hames to Deal and 
Broadstairs, poured the same frantic rout. If one could have hung that June 
morning in a balloon in the blazing blue above I-ondon every northward 
and eastward road running out of the tangled maze of streets would have 
seemed stippled black with the streaming fugitives, each dot a human agony 
of terror and physical distress. I have set forth at length in the last chapter 
my brother's account i>f the road through Chipping Barnet, in order that my 
readers may realise how that swarming of black dots appeared to one oi' 
those concerned. Never before in the history of the world had such a mass of 
human beings moved and sufl’ered together. I'he legendary hosts of (li)ths 
and Huns, the hugest armies Asia has ever seen, would have been but a dri>p 
in that current. And this was no disciplined march; it was a stampede— a 
stampede gigantic and terrible—without order and without a goal, si.\ 
million people, unarmed and unprovisioned, driving headlong. It was the 
beginning of the rout of civilisation, of the massacre of mankind. 

Directly below him the balloonist would have seen the network of streets 
far and wide, houses, churches, squares, crescents, gardens—already 
derelict—spread out like a huge map, and in the southward bUuicd. Over 
Baling, Richmond, Wimbledon, it would have seemed as if some monstrous 
pen had flung ink upon the chart. Steadily, incessantly, each black splash 
grew and spread, shooting out ramifications this way and that, now banking 
itself against rising ground, now pouring swiftly over a crest into a new¬ 
found valley, exactly as a gout t)f ink would spread itself upon blotting- 
paper. 

And beyond, over the blue hills that rise southward of the river, the 
glittering Martians went to and fro, calmly and methodically spreading 
their poison-cloud over this patch of country and then over that, laying it 
again with their steam jets when it had served its purpose, and taking 
possession of the conquered country. They do not seem to have aimed at 
extermination so much as at complete demoralisation and the destruction of 
any opposition. They exploded any stores of powder they came upon, cut 
every telegraph, and wrecked the railways here and there. They were 
hamstringing mankind. 'Lhey seemed in no hurry to extend the field of their 
operations, and did not come beyond the central part of London all that day. 
It is possible that a very considerable number of people in London stuck to 
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their liDUscs thnaigh Monday morning. Certain it is that many died at home 
suffocated by the black smoke. 

Until about midday the Tool of Uemdon was an astonishing scene. 
Steamboats and shipping of all sorts lay there, tempted by the enormous 
sums of money (Offered by fugitives, and it is said that many who swam out to 
these vessels were thrust off with bc^at-hooks and drowned. About one 
o’clock in the afternoon the thinning remnant of a cloud of the black vapour 
appeared between the arches of Hlackfriars Bridge. At that the Pool became 
a scene of mad cemfusion, fighting, and collision, and for some time a 
multitude of binits and barges jammed in the northern arch of the 'Power 
Bridge, and the sailors and lightermen had to fight savagely against the 
people who swarmed upon them from the river front. People were actually 
clambering down the piers of the bridge from above. 

W'hen, an hour later, a Martian appeared beyond the ('lock 'Power and 
waded down the river, nothing but wreckage fUnited above Limehouse. 

(^f the falling of the fifth cylinder I have presently to tell. 'Phe sixth fell at 
W'imbledon. My brother, keeping watch beside the women in the chaise in a 
meadow, saw the green flash of it far beyond the hills. On 'Puesday the little 
party, still set upon getting across the sea, made its way through the 
swarming country itnvards ('olchester. 'Phe news that the Martians were 
mm- in pi^ssession of the whole of Limdon was Ci>nfirmed. 'I’hey had been 
seen at Uighgate, and even, it was said, at Neasden. But they did not come 
into my brother's view until the morrow. 

'I'hai day the scattered multitudes began to realise the urgent need of 
provisions. As they grew hungry the rights of properly ceased to be 
regarded. P'armers were out to defend their cattle-sheds, granaries, and 
ripening root crops with arms in their hands. A number of people now, like 
my brother, had their faces eastward, and there were some desperate souls 
even going back towards London to get food. 'Phese were chiefly people 
from the northern suburbs, whose knowledge of the Black Smi>ke came by 
hearsay. He heard that about half the members of the government had 
gathered at Birmingham, and that enormous quantities of high explosives 
were being prepared to be used in automatic mines across the Midland 
counties. 

He was also told that the Midland Railway ('oinpany had replaced the 
desertions of the first day’s panic, had resumed irafPic, and was running 
northward trains from St Albans to relieve the congestion ot the home 
counties. 'Phere was also a placard in ('hipping Ongar announcing that large 
stores of flour were available in the m>rthern towns and that within twenty- 
four hours bread would be distributed among the starving people in the 
neighbourhood. But this intelligence did not eieler him from the plan ot 
escape he had formed, and the three pressed eastward all day, and heard no 
more of the bread distribution than this promise. Nor. as a matter of fact, 
did anyone else hear more of it. 'Phat night fell the seventh star, falling upon 
Primrose Hill. It fell while Miss HIphinstone was watching, for she took 
that duty alternately with my brother. She saw it. 

(^n Wednesday the three fugitives—they had passed the night in a field of 
unripe wheal—reached ('helmsford, and there a body of the inhabitants. 
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calling itself the Committee of Public Supply, seized the pony as provisions, 
and would give nothing in exchange for it but the promise of a share in it the 
next day. Here there were rumours of Martians at lipping, and news of the 
destruction of Waltham Abbey Powder Mills in a vain attempt to blow up 
one of the invaders. 

People were watching for Martians here from the church towers. My 
brother, very luckily for him as it chanced, preferred ti^ push on at once ti^ 
the coast rather than wait for food, although all three of them were very 
hungry. By midday they passed through I'illingham, whieh, strangely 
enough, seemed to be quite silent and deserted, save for a few furtive 
plunderers hunting for food. Near 'Pillingham they suddenly came in sight 
of the sea, and the most amazing crowd of shipping of all sorts that it is 
possible to imagine. 

For after the sailors could no longer come up the 'Phames, they came on 
to the Hssex coast, to Harwich and Walton and ('lacton, and afterwards ii> 
Foulness and Shoebury, to bring oil' the people. 'They lay in a huge sickle- 
shaped curve that vanished into mist at last towards the Naze. C'lose inshi>re 
was a multitude of fishing-smacks—Fnglish, Scotch, F'rcnch, Dutch, and 
Swedish; steam-launches from the 'Thames, yachts, electric bi>ais; and 
beyond were ships of large burden, a multitude of filthy colliers, trim 
merchantmen, cattle-ships, passenger-boats, pclroleum-ianks, ocean 
tramps, an old white transport even, neat white and grey liners from 
Southampton and Hamburg; and along the blue coast across the Hlackwaler 
my brother could make out dimly a dense swarm o{ binits chalfering with 
the people on the beach, a swarm which also extended up the Hlackwaler 
almost to Maldon. 

About a couple of miles out lay an inmclad, very low in the water, almost, 
to my brother’s perception, like a water-logged ship. 'This was the ram 
Thunder Child. It was the only war-ship in sight, but far away to the right 
over the smooth surface of the sea—for that day there was a dead calm—lay 
a serpent of black smoke to mark the next ironclads of the Channel Fleet, 
which hovered in an extended line, steam up and ready for action, across the 
'Thames estuary during the course of the Martian conquest, vigilant and yet 
powerless to prevent it. 

At the sight of the sea, Mrs Flphinstone, in spite of the assurances of her 
sister-in-law, gave way to panic. She had never been out of lingland beft^re, 
she would rather die than trust herself friendless in a foreign country, and so 
forth. She seemed, poor woman, to imagine that the F’rench and the 
Martians might prove very similar. She had been growing increasingly 
hysterical, fearful, and depressed during the two days’ journeyings. Her 
great idea was to return to Stanmore. 'Things had been always well and safe 
at Stanmore. 'They would find George at Stanmore. 

It was with the greatest difficulty they could get her down to the beach, 
where presently my brother succeeded in attracting the attention of some 
men on a paddle steamer from the 'I'hamcs. 'They sent a boat and drove a 
bargain for thirty-six pounds for the three. 'I'he steamer was going, these 
men said, to Ostend. 

It was about two o’clock when my brother, having paid their fares at the 
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gangway, found himself safely aboard the steamboat with his eharges. 
'rhere was food aboard, albeit at exorbitant prices, and the three of them 
contrived to eat a meal on one of the seats forward. 

1 here were already a couple of score of passengers aboard, some of whom 
had expended their last money in securing a passage, but the captain lay off 
the Hlackwater until five in the afternoon, picking up passengers until the 
seated decks were even ilangerously crowded. He would probably have 
remained longer had it not been for the sound of guns that began about 
that hour in the south. As if in answer, the ironclad seaward fired a small 
gun and hoisted a string of flags. A jet of smoke sprang out of her 
funnels. 

Some of the passengers were of opinion that this firing came from 
Shoeburyness, until it was noticed that it was growing louder. At the same 
time, far away in the south-east the masts and upper-works of three 
ironclads rose one after the other out of the sea, beneath clouds of black 
smoke. Hut my bn>ther's attention speedily reverted to the distant tiring in 
the south. He fancied he saw a column of smoke rising out of the distant 
grey ha/e. 

'The little steamer was already flapping her way eastward of the big 
crescent of shipping, and the low lissex coast was growing blue and hazy, 
when a Martian appeared, small and faint in the remote distance, advancing 
along the muddy coast from the direction of b'oulness. At that the captain on 
the bridge swore at the top of his voice with fear and anger at his own delay, 
and the paddles seemed infected with his terror, livery soul aboard stood at 
the bulwarks or on the seats of the steamer and stared at that distant shape, 
higher than the trees or church towers inland, and advancing with a 
leisurely parody of a human stride. 

It was the first Martian my brother had seen, and he stood, more amazed 
than terrified, watching this Titan advancing deliberately towards the 
shipping, wading farther and farther into the water as the coast fell away. 
'Then, far beyond the Oouch, came another, striding over some stunted 
trees, and then yet another, still farther otf, wading deeply through a shiny 
mud-flat that seemed to hang half-way up between sea and sky. I'hey were 
all stalking seaward, as if to intercept the escape of the multitudinous vessels 
that were crowded between h'oulness and the Naze. In spite of the 
throbbing exertiims of the engines of the little paddle-boat, and the pouring 
foam that her wheels Hung behind her, she receded with terrifying slowness 
from this ominous advance. 

Glancing tiorth-wesiward, my brother saw the large crescent of shipping 
already writhing with the approaching terror; one ship passing behind 
another, aniuher coming round from broad-side to end on, steamships 
whistling and giving otf volumes of steam, sails being let out, launches 
rushing hither and thither. 1 le was Si> fascinated by this and by the creeping 
danger away to the left that he had no eyes for anything seaward. And then a 
swift movement of the steamboat (.she had suddenly come round to avoid 
being run down) Hung him headlong from the seat upon which he was 
standing. "There was a shouting all about him, a trampling of teet, and a 
cheer that seemed to be answered faintlv. "I'he steamboat lurched and rolled 
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him over upon his hands. 

1 Ic sprang to his feet and saw to starboard, and not a hundred yards Irom 
their heeling, pitching boat, a vast iron bulk like the blade of a plough 
tearing through the water, tossing it on cither side in huge waves ol foam 
that leaped towards the steamer. Hinging her paddles helplessly in the air, 
and then sucking her deck down almost to the water-line. 

A douche of spray blinded my brother for a moment. When his eyes were 
clear again he saw the monster had passed and was rushing landward. Hig 
iron upperworks rose out i^f this headlong structure, and from that twin 
funnels projected and spat a smoking blast shot with tire. It was the 
torpedo-ram, rhumicr Child, steaming headlong, coming to the rescue of 
the threatened shipping. 

Keeping his footing on the heaving deck by clutching the bulwarks, my 
brother looked past this charging leviathan at the Aiariians again, and he 
saw the three of them now close together, and standing so far mit to sea that 
their tripod supports were almost entirely submerged, 'riuis sunken, and 
seen in remote perspective, they appeared far less formidable than the huge 
iron bulk in whose wake the steamer was pitching so helplessly. It wiaild 
seem they were regarding this new antagtmist with astonishment. 'I'o their 
intelligence, it may be, the giant was even such amnher as themselves. The 
Thunder Child fired no gun, but simply drove full speed ti>wards them. It 
was probably her not firing that enabled her to get si> near the enemy as she 
did. 'They did m)t know what to make t)f her. One shell, and they would have 
sent her to the botii)m forthwith with the Ileat-Ray. 

She was steaming at such a pace that in a minute she seemed half-way 
between the steamboat and the Martians—^a diminishing black bulk against 
the receding horizontal expanse of the Mssex coast. 

Suddenly the foremost Martian lowered his tube and discharged a 
canister of the black gas at the ironclad. It hit her larboard side and glanced 
off in an inky jet that rolled away to seaward, an unfolding torrent of black 
Smoke, from which the inmclad dnwe clear. 'To the watchers from the 
steamer, low in the water and with the sun in their eyes, it seemed as though 
she were already among the Martians. 

They saw the gaunt figures separating and rising out of the water as they 
retreated shoreward, and one of them raised the camera-like generator t)f 
the Heat-Ray. He held it pointing obliquely downward, and a bank of steam 
sprang from the water at its touch. It must have driven through the iron of 
the ship’s side like a white-hot iron rod through paper. 

A flicker of flame went up through the rising steam, and then the Martian 
reeled and staggered. In another moment he was cut down, and a great body 
of water and steam shot high in the air. 'I'he guns of the Thunder Cloud 
sounded through the reek, going off one after the other, and one shot 
splashed the water high close by the steamer, ricochetted towards the other 
flying ships to the north, and smashed a smack to match-wood. 

But no one heeded that very much. At the sight of the Martian’s collapse 
the captain on the bridge yelled inarticulately, and all the crowding 
passengers on the steamer’s stern shouted together. And then they yelled 
again. Iw, surging out beyond the white tumult drove something long and 
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black, the flames streaming from its middle parts, its ventilators and funnels 
spouting Are. 

She was alive still; the steering-gear, it seems, was intact and her engines 
working. She headed straight for a second Martian, and was within a 
hundred yards of him when the Heat-Ray came to bear, 'fhen with a violent 
thud, a blinding flash, her decks, her funnels, leaped upward, 'fhe Martian 
staggered with the violence of her explosion, and in another moment the 
flaming wreckage, still driving forward with the impetus of its pace, had 
struck him and crumpled him up like a thing of card-board. My brother 
shouted involuntarily. A boiling tumuli of steam hid everything again. 

‘'rw'o!' yelled the captain. 

Rvery one was shouting. 'I'lie whole steamer from end to end rang with 
frantic cheering that was taken up lirsi by one and then by all in the 
crowding multitude of ships and boats that was driving out to sea. 

'The steam hung upon the water for many minutes, hiding the third 
Martian and the coast altogether. And all this time the boat was passing 
steadily out to sea and away from the fight; and when at last the confusion 
cleared, the drifting bank of black vapour intervened, and nothing of the 
Thunder (dii/d could be made out, nor ctnikl the third Martian be seen. Hut 
ihe ironclads xo seaward were now quite cU>se and standing in towards shore 
past the steamboat. 

'fhe little vessel continued to beat its way seaward, and the ironclads 
receded slowly towards the Ciuist, which was hidden still by a marbled bank 
of vapour, part steam, part black gas, eddying and combining in the 
strangest way. 'The fleet t)f refugees was scattering to the north-east; several 
smacks were sailing between the ironclads and the steamboat. After a time, 
and before they reached the sinking cloud-bank, the warships turned 
northward, and then abruptly went about and passed into the thickening 
haze of evening southward. The coast grew faint, and at last indistinguish¬ 
able amid the low banks of clouds that were gathering about the sinking sun. 

'I'hen suddenly out of the golden haze of the sunset came the vibration of 
guns, and a form of black shadows moving. livery one struggled to the rail ot 
the steamer and peered inti> the blinding furnace of the west, but nothing 
was to be distinguished clearly. A mass of smoke rose slanting and barred 
the face of the sun. 'The steambi>at throbbed on its way through an 
interminable suspense. 

'The sun sank into grey clouds, the sky flushed and darkened, the evening 
star trembled into sight. It was deep twilight when the captain cried out and 
pointed. My brother strained his eyes. Something rushed up into the sky 
i^ut of the greyness—rushed slantingly upward and very swiftly into the 
luminous clearness above the clouds in the western sky; something flat ^jid 
broad and very large, that swept nnind in a vast curve, grew smaller, sank 
sknvly, and vanished again into the grey mystery of the night. And as it flew 
it rained down darkness upon the land. 




BOOK TWO 


THE EARTH UNDER THE 
MARTIANS 






I 


IINDHR l-OO l’ 

In the first book I have wandered so mueh from my own adventures to tell 
of the experiences of my brotlier that all through the last two chapters I and 
the curate have been lurking in the empty house at 1 lalliford whither we fled 
to escape the Mlack Smoke. There I will resume. VC’e stopped there all 
Sunday night and all the next day—the day of the panic—in a little island of 
daylight, cut oil by the Black Smoke from the rest i>f the world. \X'e could do 
nothing but wait in aching inactivity during those two weary days. 

My mind was occupied by anxiety for my wife. I figured her at 
I .eatherhead, terrified, in danger, mourning me already as a dead man. 1 
paced the rooms and cried aloud when I thought of how I was cut off from 
her, of all that might happen to her in my absence. My cousin I knew was 
brave enough for any emergency, but he was not the sort of man to realise 
danger quickly, to rise promptly. W'hat was needed now was not bravery, 
but circumspection. My only ccmsolation was to believe that the Martians 
w ere moving 1 .ondonward and away fnmi her. Such vague anxieties keep 
the mind sensitive and painful. 1 grew very weary and irritable with the 
curate’s perpetual ejaculations; I tired of the sight of his selfish despair. 
After some ineffectual remonstrance 1 kept away from him, staying in a 
room—evidently a children's school-riH>m—containing globes, forms, and 
copy-books. When he followed me thither, I went to a box-room at the top 
of the hiHise and, in order ti' be alone with my aching miseries, locked 
myself in. 

We were hopelessly hemmed in by the Black Smoke all that day and the 
morning of the next. There were signs of pet)ple in the next house on 
Sunday evening—a face at a window and moving lights, and later the 
slamming of a door. But 1 do iu>t kmwv who these people were, nor what 
became of them. We saw nothing of them next day. The Black Smoke 
drifted slowly riverward all through Monday morning, creeping nearer and 
nearer to us, driving at last along the roadway outside the house that hid us. 

A Martian came across the fields about mid-day, laying the sluft with a jet 
of superheated steam that Ihssed tigajnst the walls, smashed all the windows 
it touehed, and scalded the curate’s hand as he fled out of the front room. 
When at last we erept across the sodden rooms and looked out again, the 
country northward was as though a black snowstorm had passed over it. 
I.ooking towards the river, we were astonished to see an unaccountable 
redness mingling with the black of the scorched meadows. 

b’or a time we did not see how this change allected our position, save that 
we were relieved of our fear *Tthe Black vSnioke. But later I perceived that 
we were ni) longer hemmed in, that now we might get away. So soon as 1 
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realised that the way of escape was open, my dream of action returned. Hut 
the curate was lethargic, unreasonable. 

‘We are safe here,’ he repeated; ‘safe here.’ 

I resolved to leave him—would that I had! Wiser now for the 
artilleryman's teaching, 1 sought out food and drink. 1 had found t)il and 
rags for my burns, and also look a hat and a Hannel shirt that 1 found in one 
of the bedrooms. When it was clear to him that I meant to go alone—had 
reconciled myself to going alone—he suddenly roused himself to come. And 
all being quiet throughout the afternoon, wc started about five ci'clock, as I 
should judge, along the blackened road to Sunbury. 

In Sunbury, and at intervals along the road, were dead bodies lying in 
contorted attitudes, horses as well as men, overturned carts and luggage, all 
covered thickly with black dust. 'I'hat pall of cindery powder made me think 
of what I had read of the destruction of Pompeii. We got to Hampton Ci>urt 
without misadventure, our minds full of strange and unfamiliar ap¬ 
pearances, and at Hampton Court our eyes were relieved to find a patch of 
green that had escaped the suffocating drift. We went through Bushey Park, 
with its deer going to and fro under the chestnuts, and some men and 
women hurrying in the distance towards Hampton, and so we came to 
'Twickenham. These were the lirst people wc saw. 

Away across the road the woods beyond Ham and Petersham were still 
afire. 'Twickenham was uninjured by either Heat-Ray or Black Smoke, and 
there were more people about here, though none could give us news. P'or 
the most part they were like ourselves, taking advantage of a lull to shift 
their quarters. I have an impression that many of the houses here were still 
occupied by scared inhabitants, too frightened even for flight. Here, too, the 
evidence of a hasty rout was abundant along the road. I remember most 
vividly three smashed bicycles in a heap, pounded into the road by the 
wheels of subsequent carts. We crossed Richmond Bridge about half-past 
eight. We hurried across the exposed bridge, of Ci>urse, but I noticed 
floating down the stream a number i)f red masses, some many feet across. 1 
did not know what these were—there was no lime for scrutiny—and I pul a 
more horrible interpretation on them than they deserved. Here again on the 
Surrey side were black dust that had once been smoke, and dead bodies—a 
heap near the approach to the station; but we had no glimpse of the 
Martians until wc were some way towards liarnes. 

We saw in the blackened distance a group of three people running down a 
side street towards the river, but otherwise it seemed deserted. Up the hill 
Richmond town was burning briskly; outside the town of Richmond there 
was no trace of the Black Smoke. 

Then suddenly, as w'c approached Kew, came a number of people 
running, and the upper-works of a Martian fighting-machine loomed in 
sight over the house-t('ps, not a hundred yards away from us. We stinid 
aghast at our danger, and had the Martian looked down we must 
immediately have perished. Wc were so terrified that wc dared not go on, 
but turned aside and hid in a shed in a garden. 'There the curate crouched, 
weeping silently, and refusing to stir again. 

But my fixed idea of reaching Lcatherhead would not let me rest, and in 
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the twilight I ventured out again. I w^ent through a shrubbery, and along a 
passage beside a big house standing in its own grounds, and so emerged 
upon the road towards Kew. 'I'he curate I left in the shed, but he came 
hurrying after me. 

1 hat second start was the most foolhardy thing I ever did. h'or it was 
manifest the Alartians were about us. No sooner had the curate overtaken 
me than we saw either the fighting-machine we had seen before or another, 
far away across the meadows in the direction of Kew I.A)dge. h’our or five 
little black figures hurried before it across the green-grey of the field, and in 
a moment it was evident this Martian pursued them. In three strides he was 
among them, and they ran radiating from his feet in all directions. He used 
no Heat-Ray to destroy them, but picked them up one by one. Apparently 
he tossed them into the great metallic carrier which projected behind him, 
much as a workman's basket hangs over his shoulder. 

It was the first time I realised that the Alartians might have any other 
purpose than destruction with defeated humanity. We stood for a moment 
pertrified, then turned and fled through a gate behind us inti> a walled 
garden, fell into, rather than found, a fortunate ditch, and lay there, scarce 
daring to whisper to each lUhcr until the stars were out. 

I suppi)se it was nearly eleven o'clock before we gathered courage to start 
again, no longer venturing into the road, but sneaking along hedge-rows 
and thri)ugh plantations, and watching keenly through the darkness, he on 
the right and I on the left, for the Martians, who seemed to be all about us. 
In i)ne place we blundered upon a scorched and blackened area, now cooling 
and ashen, and a number of scattered dead bodies of men, burned horribly 
about the heads and trunks but with their legs and boots mostly intact; and 
of dead horses, fifty feet, perhaps, behind a line of four ripped guns and 
smashed gun-carriages. 

Sheen, it seemed, had escaped destruction, but the place was silent and 
deserted. I lere we happened on no dead, though the night was too dark lor 
us to see into the side roads of the place. In Sheen my companion suddenly 
complained of faintness and thirst, and we decided to try one of the houses. 

'I’he first house we entered, after a little difficulty with the window, was a 
small semi-detached villa, and I found nothing eatable left in the place but 
some mouldy cheese. 'There was, however, water to drink; and I took a 
hatchet, which promised to be useful in our next house-breaking. 

We then crossed to a place where the road turns towards Mortlake. Here 
there stood a white house within a walled garden, and in the pantry of this 
domicile we found a store of food—two loaves of bread in a pan, an 
uncooked steak, and the half of a ham. I give this catalogue so precisely 
because, as it happened, we were destined to subsist upon this sti^re for the 
next fi^rtnight. Hottled beer stinid under a shelf, and there were two bags of 
haricot beans and some limp lettuces, this pantry opened into a kind of 
wash-up kitchen, and in this was firewood; there was also a cupboard, in 
which w'c found nearly a dozen of burgundy, tinned soups and salmon, and 
two tins of biscuits. 

We sat in the adjacent kitchen in the dark—tor we dared not strike a 
light—and ate bread and ham, and drank beer out of the same bottle. 1 he 
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curate, who was still timorous and restless, was now, oddly enough, for 
pushing on, and I was urging him to keep up his strength by eating when the 
thing happened that was to imprison us. 

‘It can't be midnight yet,' I said, and then came a blinding glare of vivid 
green light. Everything in the kitchen leaped out, clearly visible in green 
and black, and vanished again. And then followed such a concussion as I 
have never heard before or since. So close on the heels i)f this as to seem 
instantaneous came a thud behind me, a clash of glass, a crash and rattle of 
falling masonry all about us, and the plaster of the ceiling came down upim 
us, smashing into a multitude of fragments upi>n our heads. I was knocked 
headlong across the floor against the oven handle and stunned. 1 was 
insensible for a long time, the curate told me, and when I came to we were in 
darkness again, and he, with a face wet, as I fi>und afterwards, with bliHKl 
from a cut forehead, was dabbing water over me. 

b'or some time 1 could not recollect what had happened. Then things 
came to me slowly. A bruise on my temple asserted itself. 

‘Are you better?' asked the curate, in a whisper. 

At last I answered him. 1 sat up. 

‘Don't move,' he said. ‘'The floor is covered with smashed criK*kery from 
the dresser. You can't possibly move without making a noise, and 1 fancy 
they are outside.' 

We both sat quite silent, so that we could scarcely hear each tnher 
breathing. Everything seemed deadly still, but once something near us, 
some plaster or broken brick-work, slid down with a rumbling sound. 
Outside and very near was an intermittent, metallic rattle. 

‘'fhat!' said the curate, when presently it happened again. 

‘Yes,' I said. ‘But what is it?' 

‘A Martian!’ said the curate. 

I listened again. 

‘It was not like the Heat-Ray,’ I said, and for a time I was inclined to 
think one of the great flghting-machines had stumbled against the house, as 
I had seen one stumble against the tower of Shepperton Church. 

Our situation was so strange and incomprehensible that for three or finn* 
hours, until the dawn came, we scarcely moved. And then the light filtered 
in, not through the window, which remained black, but through a triangular 
aperture betw een a beam and a heap of broken bricks in the wall behind us. 
'I'he interior of the kitchen we now^ saw greyly for the first time. 

'The window had been burst in by a mass of garden mould, w hich flowed 
over the table upon which we had been sitting and lay about our feet. 
Outside, the soil was banked high against the house. At the top of the 
window -frame we could see an uprooted drain-pipe. 'I’he flt>or w as littered 
with smashed hardware; the end of the kitchen towards the house was 
broken into, and since the daylight shone in there, it W'as evident the greater 
part of the house had collapsed. Contrasting vividly with this ruin was the 
neat dresser, stained in the fashion, pale green, and with a number of copper 
and tin vessels below it, the wall-paper imitating blue and white tiles, and a 
couple of coloured supplements fluttering from the walls above the kitchen 
range. 
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As the dawn grew clearer, we saw through the gap in the wall the body of 
a Martian, standing sentinel, I suppose, over the still glowing cylinder. At 
the sight of that we crawled as circumspectly as possible out of the twilight 
of the kitchen into the darkness of the scullery. 

Abruptly the right interpretation dawned upon my mind. 

‘I'he fifth cylinder,’ I whispered, ‘the fifth shot from Mars, has struck 
this house and buried us under the ruins!’ 

For a time the curate was silent, and then he whispered: 

‘God have mercy upon usi’ 

I heard him presently whispering to himself. 

Save for that sound we lay quite still in the scullery; I for my part scarce 
dared breathe, and sat with my eyes fixed on the faint light of the kitchen 
door. I could just see the curate’s face, a dim oval shape, and his collar and 
cuffs. Outside there began a metallic hammering, then a violent hooting, 
and then again, after a quiet interval, a hissing like the hissing of an engine. 
'These noises, for the most part problematical, continued intermittently, 
and seemed if anything to increase in number as time wore on. Presently a 
measured thudding and a vibration that made everything about us quiver 
and the vessels in the pantry ring and shift, began and continued. Once the 
light was eclipsed, and the ghostly kitchen doorway became absolutely dark. 
For many hours we must have crouched there, silent and shivering, until 
our tired attention failed. . . . 

At last I found myself awake and very hungry. I am inclined to believe w'c 
must have spent the greater portion of a day before that awakening. My 
hunger was at a stride so insistent that it moved me to action. I told the 
curate 1 was going to seek food, and felt my way towards the pantry. He 
made me no answer, but so soon as 1 began eating the faint noise I made 
stirred him up and I heard him crawling after me. 


2 

WHA'l' Wl- SAW FROM THli RUINHl) HOUSli 

After eating we crept back to the scullery, and there I must have dozed 
again, for w^hen presently I looked round I was alone. 1 he thudding 
vibration continued with wearisome persistence. I whispered for the curate 
several times, and at last felt my way to the door of the kitchen. It was still 
daylight, and I perceived him across the room, lying against the triangular 
hole that looked out upon the Martians. His shoulders were hunched, so 
that his head was hidden from me. 

I could hear a number of noises almost like those in an engine-shed; and 
the place rocked with that beating thud. Through the aperture in the w’all I 
could see the top of a tree touched with gold and the warm blue of a tranquil 
evening sky. F’or a minute or so I remained watching the curate, and then I 
advanced, crouching and stepping with extreme care amid the broken 
crockery that littered the floor. 
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I touched the curate’s leg, and he started so violently that a mass of plaster 
went sliding dmvn outside and fell with a loud impact. I gripped his arm, 
fearing he might cry out, and for a long time we crouched motionless. 'I'hen 
I turned to see how much of our rampart remained. 'I'he detachment of the 
plaster had left a vertical slit open in the debris, and by raising myself 
cautiously across a beam I was able to see out of this gap into what had been 
overnight a quiet suburban roadway. Vast, indeed, was the change that wc 
beheld. 

'I'he tifth cylinder must have fallen right into the midst of the house we 
had first visited. 'Fhe building had vanished, completely smashed, 
pulverised, and dispersed by the blow. 'I he cylinder lay now far beneath the 
original foundations—deep in a hole, already vastly larger than the pit 1 had 
looked into at Woking. 'I'hc earth all round it had splashed under that 
tremendous impact—‘splashed’ is the inily wi>rd—and lay in heaped piles 
that hid the masses of the adjacent houses. It had behaved exactly like mud 
under the violent blow of a hammer. Our house had collapsed backward; the 
front portion, even on the ground lli^or, had been destroyed completely; by 
a chance the kitchen and scullery had escaped, and stoiKl buried now under 
soil and ruins, closed in by tons of earth on every side save towards the 
cylinder. Over that aspect wc hung now 4)11 the very edge 4>f the great 
circular pit the Martians were engaged in making. 'I'lic heavy beating S4)iind 
was evidently just behind us, and ever and again a bright green vap4>ur 
drove up like a veil across 4)ur peep-hole. 

'The cylinder was already opened in the centre of the pit, and on the 
farther edge 4)f the pit, amid the smashed and gravel-heaped shrubbers, one 
of the great fighting-machines, deserted by its occupant, st4u>d stilfand tall 
against the evening sky. At first I scarcely n4)iiecd the pit and the cylinder, 
although it has been cimveiiicnt to describe them first, 4>n aec4)unt of the 
extraordinary glittering mechanism I saw busy in the excavation, and on 
account of the strange creatures that were crawling sli>wly and painfully 
across the heaped mould near it. 

'rhe mechanism it certainly was that held my atteniiiai first. It was one 4 )f 
those C 4 )mplicated fabrics that have since been called handling-machines, 
and the study of which has already given such an enormous impetus io 
terrestrial inventi 4 )n. As it dawned upon me first it presented a S 4 >ri 4 )f 
metallic spider with five jiunted, agile legs, and with an extraordinary 
number of jointed levers, bars, and reaching and clutching tentacles about 
its body. Most of its arms were retracted, but with three long tentacles it was 
fishing out a number of rods, plates, and bars w hich lined the covering and 
apparently strengthened the w'alls, of the cylinder. 'I'hese, as it extracted 
them, were lifted out and deposited upon a level surface of earth behind it. 

Its motion was so swift, complex, and perfect that at first I did not see it as 
a machine, in spite of its metallic glitter. 'I'he fighting-machines were co¬ 
ordinated and animated to an extraordinary pitch, but nothing to compare 
with this. People who have never seen these structures, and have only the 
ill-imagined elforts of artists or the imperfect descriptiems of such eye¬ 
witnesses as myself to go upon, scarcely realise that living quality. 

I recall particularly the illustration of one of the first pamphlets to give a 
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consecutive account of the war. The artist had evidently made a hasty study 
of one of the fighting-machines, and there his knowledge ended. He 
presented them as tilted, stiff tripods, without either flexibility or subtlety, 
and with an altogether misleading monotony of effect, 'fhe pamphlet 
containing these renderings had a considerable vogue, and I mention them 
here simply to warn the reader against the impression they may have 
created. They were no more like the Martians I saw in action than a Dutch 
doll is like a human being. To my mind, the pamphlet would have been 
much better without them. 

At first, I say, the handling-machine did not impress me as a machine, but 
as a crab-like creature with a glittering integument, the controlling Martian 
whose delicate tentacles actuated its movements seemed to be simply the 
equivalent of the crab's cerebral portion. But then I perceived the 
resemblance of its grey-brown, shiny, leathery integument to that of the 
other sprawling bodies beyond, and the true nature of this dexterous 
workman dawmed upon me. With that realisation my interest shifted to 
those other creatures, the real Martians. Already I had had a transient 
impressiem of these, and the first nausea no longer obscured my 
observation. Moreen'er, I was concealed and motionless, and under no 
urgency of action. 

They were, I now saw, the most unearthly creatures it is possible to 
conceive. 'They were huge round bodies—or, rather, headr;—about four feet 
in diameter, each body having in front of it a face. 'This face had no 
nostrils—indeed, the Martians do not seem to have had any sense of smell, 
but it had a pair of very large dark-coloured eyes, and just beneath this a 
kind of fleshy beak. In the back of this head or body—I scarcely know how 
to speak of it—was the single tight tympanic surface, since known to be 
anatomically an ear, though it must have been almost useless in our denser 
air. In a group round the mouth were sixteen slender, almost whip-like 
tentacles, arranged in two bunches i>f eight each. 'These bunches have since 
been named rather aptly, by that distinguished anatomist. Professor 
Howes, the hands, \i\en as I saw these Martians for the first time they 
seemed to be endeavouring to raise themselves on these hands, but ol 
course, with the increased weight o\' terrestrial conditions, this was 
impossible. 'There is reason to suppose that Mars they may have 
pn^gressed upon them with some facility. 

'The internal anatomy, I may remark here, as dissection has since shown, 
was almost equally simple. 'The greater part of the structure was the brain, 
sending enormous nerves to the eyes, ear, and tactile tentacles. Besides this 
were the bulky lungs, into which the mouth opened, and the heart and its 
vessels. 'The pulmonary distress caused by the denser atmosphere and the 
greater gravitational attraction was only to evident in the convulsive 
movements of the outer skin. 

And this was the sum of the Martian organs. Strange as it may seem to a 
human being, all the complex apparatus of digestion, which makes up the 
bulk of our bodies, did not exist in the Martians. They were heads merel> 
heads, lintrails they had none. They did not eat, much less digest. Instead, 
they took the fresh, living blood of other creatures, and injected it into their 
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own veins. I have myself seen this being done, as I shall mention in its place. 
But, squeamish as I may seem, I cannot bring myself to describe what I 
could not endure even to continue watching. Let it suffice to say, blood 
obtained from a still living animal, in most cases from a human being, was 
run directly by means of a little pipette into the recipient canal... . 

The bare idea of this is no doubt horribly repulsive to us, but at the same 
time I think that we should remember how repulsive our carnivorous habits 
w'ould seem to an intelligent rabbit. 

The physiological advantages of the practice of injection arc undeniable, 
if one thinks of the tremendous waste of human time and energy occasioned 
by eating and the digestive process. Our bodies are half made up of glands 
and tubes and organs, occupied in turning heterogeneous food into blood. 
'Fhc digestive processes and their reaction upon the nervous system sap our 
strength and colour our minds. Men go happy or miserable as they have 
healthy or unhealthy livers, or sound gastric glands. Hut the Martians were 
lifted above all these organic fluctuations of mood and emotion. 

Their undeniable preference for men as their source of nourishment is 
partly explained by the nature of the remains of the victims they had 
brought with them as provisions from Mars. These creatures, to judge from 
the shrivelled remains that have fallen into human hands, were bipeds with 
flimsy, silicious skeletons (almost like those of the silicious sponges) and 
feeble musculature, standing about six feet high and having round, erect 
heads and large eyes in flinty sockets. 'Fwo or three of these seem to have 
been brought in each cylinder, and all were killed before earth was reached. 
It was just as well for them, for the mere attempt to stand upright upon our 
planet would have broken every bone in their bodies. 

And while I am engaged in this description, I may add in this place 
certain further details which, although they were not all evident to us at the 
time, will enable the reader who is unacquainted with them to form a clearer 
picture of these ofifensive creatures. 

In three other points their physiology diff ered strangely from ours. 'Fheir 
organisms did not sleep, any more than the heart of man sleeps. Since they 
had no extensive muscular mechanism to recuperate, that periodical 
extinction was unknown to them. They had little or no sense of fatigue, it 
would seem. On earth they could never have moved without effort, yet even 
to the last they kept in action. In twenty-four hours they did twenty-four 
hours of work, as even on earth is perhaps the case with the ants. 

In the next place, wonderful as it seems in a sexual world, the Martians 
were absolutely without sex, and therefore without any of the tumultuous 
emotions that arise from that diflfercnce among men. A young Martian, 
there can now be no dispute, was really born upon earth during the war, and 
it was found attached to its parent, partially budded off, just as young lily- 
bulbs bud oflf, or like the young animals in the fresh-water polyp. 

In man, in all the higher terrestrial animals, such a method of increase has 
disappeared; but even on this earth it was certainly the primitive method. 
Among the lower animals, up even to those first cousins of the vertebrated 
animals, the Tunicates, the two processes occur side by side, but Anally the 
sexual method superseded its competitor altogether. On Mars, however. 
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just the reverse has apparently been the case. 

It is worthy ol remark that a certain speculative writer of quasi-scientific 
repute, writing long betore the Martian invasion, did forecast for man a 
final structure not unlike the actual Martian condition. His prophecy, I 
remember, appeared in November or December, 1893, in a long defunct 
publication, the Pall Atall Hud^et^ and 1 recall a caricature of it in a pre- 
Martian periodical called Punch. He pointed out—writing in a foolish, 
tacetiims tone—that the perfection of mechanical appliances .must 
ultimately supersede limbs; the perfection of chemical devices, digestion; 
that such organs as hair, external nose, teeth, ears, and chin were no longer 
essential parts of the human being, and that the tendency of natural 
selection would lie in the direction of their steady diminution through the 
coming ages. 'The brain alone remained a eardinal necessity. Only one other 
part of the body had a strong case for survival, and that was the hand, 
‘teacher and agent of the brain.’ While the rest of the body dwindled, the 
hands wc^uld grow larger. 

'I'here is many a true word written in jest, and here in the Martians we 
have beyimd dispute the actual acci)mplishment of such a suppression of the 
animal side of the organism by the intelligence. 'I'o me it is quite credible 
that the Martians may be descended from beings not unlike ourselves, by a 
gradual development of brain and hands (the latter giving rise to the two 
bunches oi' delicate tentacles at last* at the expense of the rest of the 
body. W’ithout the body the brain would, of course, become a mere 
selfish intelligence, without any i)f the emotional substratum of the human 
being. 

'The last salient point in which the systems of these erealures differed 
from ours was in what one might have thought a very trivial particular. 
Micro-organisms, which cause so much disease and pain on earth, have 
either never appeared upon iMars or Alarlian sanitary science eliminated 
them ages ago. A hunelred diseases, all the fevers and contagions of human 
life, consumption, cancer, tumours and such morbidities, never enter the 
scheme of their life. And speaking of the differences between the life on 
Mars and terrestrial life, I may allude here to the curious suggestions of the 
red weed. 

Apparently the vegetable kingdom in Mars, instead ol having green for a 
dominant colour, is of a vivid blood-red tint. At any rate, the seeds which 
the Martians (intentionally or accidentally) brought with them gave rise in 
all cases to red-coloured growths. Only that known popularly as the red 
weed, however, gained any footing in competition with terrestrial forms, 
rhe red creeper was quite a transitory growth, and few people have seen it 
growing, b'or a time, however, the red weed grew with astonishing vigour 
and luxuriance. It spread up the sides of the pit by the third or fourth day of 
our imprisonment, and its cactus-like branches formed a carmine fringe to 
the edges of our triangular window. And afterwards I found it broadcast 
throughout the country, and especially wherever there was a stream of 
water. 

I'he Martians had what appears to have been an auditory organ, a single 
round drum at the back of the head-body, and eyes with a visual range not 
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very ditt'crcnl from ours except that, according to Philips, blue and violet 
were as black to them. It is commonly supposed that they communicated by 
sounds and tentacular gesticulations; this is asserted, for instance, in the 
able but hastily compiled pamphlet (written evidently by some one not an 
eye-witness of Martian actions) to which I have already alluded, and which, 
so far, has been the chief source of information concerning them. Now no 
surviving human being saw so much of the Martians in action as I did. 1 take 
no credit to myself for an accident, but the fact is so. And I assert that I 
watched them closely time after time, and that I have seen four, five, and 
lonce) six of them sluggishly performing the most elaborately complicated 
operations together without either sound or gesture. Their peculiar hoisting 
invariably preceded feeding; it had no modulatiim, and was, I believe, in no 
sense a signal, but merely the expiration of air preparatory to the suctional 
operation. I have a certain claim to at least an elementary knowledge i>f 
psychology, and in this matter I am convinced—as firmly as I am convinced 
of anything—that the Martians interchanged thi^ughts without any physical 
intermediation. And I have been convinced of this in spite of strong 
preconceptions. Hefore the Martian invasion, as an occasional reader here 
or there may remember, I had written with some little vehemence against 
the telepathic theory. 

'The Martians wore no clothing. I'heir conceptions of ornament and 
decorum were necessarily difterent from ours; and not only were they 
evidently much less sensible of changes of temperature than we are, but 
changes of pressure do not seem to have alfccted their health at all seriously. 
Yet though they wore no clothing, it was in the other artificial additions to 
their bodily resources that their great superiority over man lay. We men, 
with our bicycles and road-skates, our Idlienihal soaring-machines, our 
guns and sticks and so forth, are just in the beginning of the evolution that 
the Martians have worked out. They have become practically mere brains, 
wearing different bodies according to their needs just as men wear suits of 
clothes and take a bicycle in a hurry or an umbrella in the wet. And of their 
appliances, perhaps nothing is mi)re wonderful to a man than the curious 
fact that what is the dominant feature of almost all human devices in 
mechanism is absent—the zv/teel is absent; among all the things they 
brought to earth there is no trace or suggestion of their use of wheels. One 
would have at least expected it in locomotion. And in this connection it is 
curious to remark that even on this earth Nature has never hit upim the 
wheel, or has preferred other expedients to its development. And not only 
did the Martians either not know' of (which is incredible), or abstain from, 
the wheel, but in their apparatus singularly little use is made of the fixed 
pivot, or relatively fixed pivot, with circular motions thereabout confined to 
one plane. Almost all the joints of the machinery present a complicated 
system of sliding parts moving over small but beautifully curved friction 
bearings. And while upon this matter of detail, it is remarkable that the long 
leverages of their machines arc in most cases actuated by a sort of sham 
musculature of disks in an elastic sheath; these disks become polarised and 
drawn closely and powerfully together when traversed by a current of 
electricity. In this way the curious parallelism to animal motions, which was 
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so striking and disturbing to the human beholder, was attained. Such quasi¬ 
muscles abounded in the crab-like handling-machine which, on my first 
peeping out of the slit, I watched unpacking the cylinder. It seemed 
infinitely more alive than the actual Martians lying beyond it in the sunset 
light, panting, stirring ineffectual tentacles, and moving feebly after their 
vast journey across space. 

While I was still watching their sluggish motions in the sunlight, and 
noting each strange detail of their form, the curate reminded me of his 
presence by pulling violently at my arm. I turned to a scowling face, and 
silent, eloquent lips. He wanted the slit, which permitted only one of us to 
peep through; and so I had to forgo watching them for a time while he 
enjoyed that privilege. 

When I looked again, the busy handling-machine had already put 
together several of the pieces of apparatus it had taken out of the cylinder 
into a shape having an unmistakable likeness to its own; and down on the 
left a busy little digging mechanism had come into view, emitting jets of 
green vapour and working its way round the pit, excavating and embanking 
in a methodical and discriminating manner, 'fhis it was which had caused 
the regular beating noise, and the rhythmic shocks that had kept our 
ruinous refuge quivering. It piped and whistled as it worked. So far as I 
could see, the thing was without a directing Martian at all. 


3 

rilH HAYS OF IMPRISONMHN r 

'The arrival of a second fighting-machine drove us from our peep-hok: into 
the scullery, for we feared that from his elevation the Martian might see 
down upon us behind our barrier. At a later date we began to feel less in 
danger of their eyes, for to an eye in the dazzle of the sunlight outside our 
refuge must have been blank blackness, but at first the slightest suggestion 
of approach drove us into the scullery in heart-throbbing retreat. Yet 
terrible as was the danger we incurred, the attraction ot peeping was for 
both of us irresistible. And I recall now with a sort ot wonder that, in spite of 
the infinite danger in w'hich we were between starvation and a still more 
terrible death, we could yet struggle bitterly for that horrible privilege ot 
sight. We would race across the kitchen in a grotesque way between 
eagerness and the dread of making a noise, and strike each other, and thrust 
and kick, within a few' inches of exposure. 

The fact is that we had absolutely incompatible dispositions and habits of 
thought and action, and our danger and isolation only accentuated the 
incompatibility. At Halliford I had already come to hate the curate s trick of 
helpless exclamation, his stupid rigidity of mind. His endless muttering 
monologue vitiated every effort I made to think out a line of action, and 
drove me at times, thus pent up and intensified, almost to the verge of 
craziness. He was as lacking in restraint as a silly woman. He would weep tor 
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hours together, and I verily believe that to the very end this spoiled child of 
life thought his weak tears in some way eflicacious. And I would sit in the 
darkness unable to keep my mind off him by reason of his importunities. I le 
ate more than I did, and it was in vain I pointed out that mir only chance of 
life was to stop in the house until the Martians had done with their pit, that 
in that long patience a time might presently come when we shi)uld need 
food. He ate and drank impulsively in heavy meals at long intervals. He 
slept little. 

As the days wore on, his utter carelessness of any consideration so 
intensified i^ur distress and danger that I had, much as I loathed doing it, to 
resort to threats, and at last blows. 'That brought him to reason for a time. 
But he was one of those weak creatures, void of pride, timorous, anaemic, 
hateful souls, full of shifty cunning who face neither Clod nor man, who face 
not even themselves. 

It is disagreeable for me to recall and write these things, but I set them 
dinvn that my story may lack nothing. 'Thi^se who have escaped the dark and 
terrible aspects of life will find my brutality, my Hash oi' rage in inir final 
tragedy, easy enough to blame; for they know what is wrong as well as any, 
bur not what is possible to tortured men. But those who have been under the 
shadow, who have gone down at last to elemental things, will have a wider 
charity. 

And while within we fought out our dark, dim ciMiiest of whispers, 
snatched food and drink, and gripping hands and blows, without, in the 
pitiless sunlight of that terrible June, was the strange wonder, the 
unfamiliar routine of the Martians in the pit. Let me return to those first 
new experiences of mine. After a long time 1 ventured back to the peep¬ 
hole, to find that the newcomers had been reinforced by the occupants of no 
fewer than three of the fighting-machines, riiese last had bri>ught with 
them certain fresh appliances that siood in an orderly manner about the 
cylinder. 'I’he second handling-machine was now completed, and was 
busied in serving ime of the novel contrivances the big machine had 
brought. 'This was a body resembling a milk-can in its general form, above 
which oscillated a pear-shaped receptacle, and from which a stream of white 
pi^wdcr flowed into a circular basin below. 

'fhe oscillatory motion was imparted to this by one tentacle of the 
handling-machine. With two spatulate hands the handling-machine was 
digging out and flinging masses of clay into the pear-shaped receptacle 
above, while with another arm it periodically opened a door and removed 
rusty and blackened clinkers from the middle part of the machine. Another 
steely tentacle directed the powder from the basin along a ribbed channel 
towards some receiver that was hidden from me by the mound i)f bluish 
dust. From this unseen receiver a little thread of green smoke rose vertically 
into the quiet air. As I looked, the handling-machine, with a faint and 
musical clinking, extended, telescopic fashion, a tentacle that had been a 
moment before a mere blunt projection, until its end was hidden behind the 
mound of clay. In another second it had lifted a bar of white aluminium into 
sight, untarnished as yet and shining da/.zlingly, and deposited it in a 
growing stack of bars that stood at the side of the pit. Between sunset and 
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starlight this dexterous machine must have made more than a hundred such 
bars out of the crude clay^ and the mound of bluish dust rose steadily until it 
lopped the side of the pit. 

'J'he contrast between the swift and complex movements of these 
contrivances and the inert, panting clumsiness of their masters was acute, 
and for days I had to tell myself repeatedly that these latter were indeed the 
living of the two things. 

'I'he curate had possession of the slit when the first men were brought to 
the pit. I was sitting below, huddled up, listening with all my cars. He made 
a sudden movement backward, and, I, fearful that we were observed, 
crouched in a spasm of terror. He came sliding down the rubbish and crept 
beside me in the darkness, inarticulate, gesticulating, and for a moment I 
shared his panic. I lis gesture suggested a resignation of the slit, and after a 
little while my curiosity gave me courage, and I rose up, stepped across him, 
and clambered up to it. At first I could see no reason for his frantic 
behaviour. 'The twilight had now come, the stars were little and faint, but 
the pit was illuminated by the flickering green fire that came from the 
aluminium-making. 'The whole picture was a flickering scheme of green 
gleams and shifting rusty black shadows, strangely trying to the eyes. Over 
and through it all went the bats, heeding it not at all. 'I'he sprawling 
Martians were no longer to be seen, the mound of blue-green powder had 
risen in cover them from sight, and a fighting-machine, with its legs 
contracted, crumpled, and abbreviated, stood across the corner of the pit. 
And then, amid the clangour of the machinery, came a drifting suspicion of 
human voices, that 1 entertained at first only to dismiss. 

I crouched, watching this fighting-machine closely, satisfying myself 
nt'w for the first lime that the hood did indeed contain a Martian. As the 
green llames lifted I could see the oily gleam of his integument and the 
brightness of his eyes. And suddenly I heard a yell, and saw a long tentacle 
reaching over the shoulder n\' the machine to the little cage that hunched 
upim its back, "riien something—something struggling violently—was 
lifted high against the sky, a black, vague enigma against the starlight; and 
as this black object came down again, I saw by the green brightness that it 
was a man. b'or an instant he was clearly visible. He was a stout, ruddy, 
middle-aged man, well dressed; three days before he must have been 
walking the world, a man of considerable consequence. 1 could sec his 
staring eyes and gleams of light on his studs and watch-chain. He vanished 
behind the mound, and for a moment there was silence. And then began a 
shrieking and a sustained and cheerful hooting from the Martians. 

I slid down the rubbish, struggling to my feel, clapped my hands over my 
ears, and bolted into the scullery. 'The curate, who had been crouching 
silently with his arms over his head, looked up as I passed, cried out quite 
loudly at my desertion of him, and came running alter me. 

That night, as w’c lurked in the scullery balanced between our horror and 
the terrible fascination this peeping had, although 1 felt an urgent need of 
action I tried in vain to conceivx some plan of escape; but af lerw’ards, during 
the second day, I was able to consider our position with great clearness. 1 he 
curate, I found, w'as quite incapable of discussion; this new' and culminating 
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atrocity had robbed him of all vestiges of reason or forethought. Practically 
he had already sunk to the level of an animal. Bui, as the saying goes, I 
gripped myself with both hands. It grew upon my mind, once I could face 
the facts, that, terrible as our position was, there was as yet no justification 
for absolute despair. Our chief chance lay in the possibility of the Martians 
making the pit nothing more than a temporary encampment. Or even if they 
kept it permanently, they might not consider it necessary to guard it, and a 
chance of escape might be aft'orded us. I alsi^ weighed very carefully the 
possibility of our digging a way out in a direction away from the pit, but the 
chances of our emerging within sight of some sentinel fighting-machine 
seemed at first too great. And I should have had to do all the digging myself. 
The curate would certainly have failed me. 

It was on the third day, if my memory serves me right, that I saw the lad 
killed. It was the only occasion on which I actually saw the Martians feed. 
After that experience 1 avoided the hole in the wall for the better part of a 
day. I went into the scullery, removed the door, and spent simie hours 
digging with my hatchet as silently as possible; but when I had made a hole 
about a couple of feet deep the loose earth collapsed noisily, and I did not 
dare continue. I lost heart, and lay down on the scullery floor for a long 
time, having no spirit even to move. And after that I abandoned altogether 
the idea of escaping by excavation. 

It says much for the impression the Martians had made upon me that at 
first I entertained little or no hope of our escape being brought about by 
their overthrow through any human efi'orl. But on the fourth or fifth night 1 
heard a sound like heavy guns. 

It was very late in the night, and the moon was shining brightly. 'The 
Martians had taken away the excavating-machine, and, save for a fighting- 
machine that stood in the remoter bank of the pit and a handling-machine 
that was buried out of my sight in a corner of the pit immediately beneath 
my peep-hole, the place was deserted by them. Hxcept for the pale glow 
from the handling-machine and the bars and patches of white moonlight, 
the pit was in darkness, and, except for the clinking of the handling- 
machine, quite still. 'Fhat night was a beautiful serenity; save for one planet, 
the moon seemed to have the sky to herself. I heard a dog how'ling, and that 
familiar sound it was that made me listen. Then I heard quite distinctly a 
booming exactly like the sound of great guns. Six distinct reports I counted, 
and after a long interval six again. And that was all. 


4 

THH DKA rH OF THE CURA Fli 

It was on the sixth day of our imprisonment that I peeped for the last time, 
and presently found myself alone. Instead of keeping close to me and trying 
to oust me from the slit, the curate had gone back into the scullery. I was 
struck by a sudden thought. I went back quickly and quietly into the 
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scullery. In the darkness I heard ihe curate drinking. I snatched in the 
darkness, and my fingers caught a bottle of burgundy. 

Wn a few minutes there was a tussle. 'I'he bottle struck the floor and 
broke, and I desisted and rose. We stood panting and threatening each 
other. In the end I planted myself between him and the food, and told him 
of my determination to begin discipline. I divided the food in the pantry 
into rations to last us ten days. I w(^uld not let him eat any more that day. In 
the afternt)on he made a feeble effort to gel at the food. I had been doxing, 
but in an instant I was awake. All day and all night we sal face to face, I was 
weary but resolute, and he weeping and complaining of his immediate 
hunger. It was, I know, a night and a day, but to me it seemed—it seems 
now—an interminable length of time. 

And so our widened incompatibility ended at last in open conflict, h'or 
two vast days we struggled in undertones and wrestling contests. 'I’here 
were times when 1 beat and kicked him madly, limes when I cajoled and 
persuaded him, and once I tried to bribe him with the last bottle of 
burgundy, for there was a rain-water pump from which I could get water. 
Hut neither force not kindness availed; he was indeed beyond reason. He 
winild neither desist from his attacks on the food nor from his noisy 
babbling to himself. The rudimentary precautions to keep our imprison¬ 
ment endurable he would not observe. Slowly I began to realise the 
complete iwerthrow of his intelligence, to perceive that my sole companion 
in this close and sickly darkness was a man insane. 

b'rom certain vague memories I am inclined to think my own mind 
wandered at times. I had strange and hideous dreams whenever I slept. It 
sounds i»arado.\ical, but 1 am inclined to think that the weakness and 
insanity of the curate warned me, braced me, and kept me a sane man. 

On the eighth day he began to talk aloud instead of whispering, and 
nothing I cinild do would moderate his speech. 

Mt is just, O (fod!' he would say, over and over again. ‘It is just. On me 
and mine be the punishment laid. We have sinned, we have lallcn short. 
I'here was pi)verly, siirrow; the poor were trodden in the dust, and I held 
my peace. I preached acceptable folly—my Ood, what folly!—when I 
should have stood up, though 1 died for it, and called upim them to repent— 
repent! . . . Oppressors of the poor and needy! . . . 'The wine-press of Ciod!’ 

'riien he would suddenly revert to the mailer of the food I withheld from 
him, praying, begging, weeping, at last threatening. He began to raise his 
voice—I prayed him not xo. 1 le perceived a hold on me—he threatened he 
would shout and bring the Martians upon us. b'or a time that scared me; but 
any concession would have shortened our chance of escape beyond 
estimating. I defied him, although I felt no assurance that he might not do 
this thing. Hut that day, at any rate, he did not. He talked with his voice 
rising slowly, through the greater part of the eighth and ninth days 
threats, entreaties, mingled with a torrent of half-sane and always frothy 
repentance for his vacant sham of God’s service, such as made me pity him. 
Then he slept awhile, and began again with renewed strength, so loudly that 
I must needs make him desist. 

‘Be still!’ I implored. 
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He rose lo his knees, for he had been sitting in the darkness near the 
copper. 

‘I have been still too long,’ he said, in a tone that must have reached the 
pit, ‘and now I must bear my witness. Woe unto this unfaithful city! Woe! 
woe! Woe! woe! woe! to the inhabitants of the earth by reason of the other 
voices of the trumpet-’ 

‘Shut up!’ I said, rising to my feet, and in a terror lest the Martians should 
hear us. ‘For God’s sake-’ 

‘Nay,’ shouted the curate, at the top of his voice, standing likewise and 
extending his arms. ‘Speak! The word of the Lord is upon me!’ 

In three strides he was at the door leading into the kitchen. 

‘I must bear my witness! I go! It has already been too long delayed.’ 

I put out my hand and fell the meat-chopper hanging to the w’all. In a 
flash I w'as after him. I w^as fierce with fear. Before he was half-way across 
the kitchen I had overtaken him. With one last touch of humanity I turned 
the blade back and struck him with the butt. He went headlong forward and 
lay stretched on the ground. I stumbled over him and stood panting. He lay 
still. 

Suddenly I heard a noise without, the run and smash of slipping plaster, 
and the triangular aperture in the w'all w^as darkened. I looked up and saw 
the lower surface of a handling-machine coming slowly across the hole. One 
of its gripping limbs curled amid the debris; another limb appeared, feeling 
its way over the fallen beams. I stood petrified, staring. I’hen I saw through 
a sort of glass plate near the edge of the body the face, as we may call it, and 
the large dark eyes of a Martian, peering, and then a long metallic snake of a 
tentacle came feeling slowiy through the hole. 

I turned by an effort, stumbled over the curate, and stopped at the 
scullery door. The tentacle was now some way, two yards or more, in the 
room, and twisting and turning, with queer sudden movements, this way 
and that. For a while I stood fascinated by that slow, fitful advance. 'Fhen, 
with a faint, hoarse cry, I forced myself across the scullery, I trembled 
violently; I could scarcely stand upright. I opened the door of the coal- 
cellar, and stood there in the darkness staring at the faintly lit door-way into 
the kitchen, and listening. Had the Martian seen me? What was it doing 
now? 

Something was moving to and fro there, very quietly; every now and then 
it tapped against the wall, or started on its movements with a faint metallic 
ringing, like the movements of keys on a split-ring. Then a heavy body—I 
knew too well what—was dragged across the floor of the kitchen towards the 
opening. Irresistibly attracted, I crept to the door and peeped into the 
kitchen. In the triangle of bright outer sunlight I saw the Martian, in its 
Briareus of a handling-machine, scrutinising the curate’s head. I thought at 
once that it would infer my presence from the mark of the blow I had given 
him. 

I crept back to the coal-cellar, shut the door, and began to cover myself up 
as much as I could, and as noiselessly as possible in the darkness, among the 
firewood and coal therein. Every now and then I paused, rigid, to hear if the 
Martian had thrust its tentacle through the opening again. 
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Then the faint metallic jingle returned. I traced it slowly feeling over the 
kitchen. Presently I heard it nearer—in the scullery, as I judged. I thought 
that its length might be insufficient to reach me. I prayed copiously. It 
passed, scraping faintly across the cellar door. An age of almost intolerable 
suspense intervened; then I heard it fumbling at the latch! It had found the 
door! The Martians understood doors! 

It w'orried at the catch for a minute, perhaps, and then the door opened. 

In the darkness I could just sec the thing—like an elephant’s trunk more 
than anything else—waving towards me and touching and examining the 
wall, coals, wood and ceiling. It was like a black worm swaying its blind 
head to and fro. 

Once, even, it touched the heel of my boot. I was on the verge of 
screaming; I bit my hand. \hn a time the tentacle was silent. I could have 
fancied it had been withdrawn. Presently, with an abrupt click, it gripped 
something—I thought it had me!—and seemed to go out of the cellar again, 
h'or a minute I was not sure. Apparently it had taken a lump of coal to 
examine. 

I seized the opportunity of slightly shifting my position, which had 
become cramped, and then listened. I whispered passionate prayers for 
safety. 

'I'hen I heard the slow, deliberate sound ereeping towards me again. 
Slowly, slowly it drew near, scratching against the walls and tapping the 
furniture. 

While I was still doubtful, it rapped smartly against the cellar door and 
closed it. I heard it go into the pantry, and the biscuit-tins rattled and a 
bottle smashed, and then came a heavy bump against the cellar door. Then 
silence, that passed into an infinity of suspense. 

Had it gone? 

At last I decided that it had. 

It came into the scullery no more; but I lay all the tenth day in the close 
darkness, buried among coals and firewood, not daring even to crawl out for 
the drink for which I craved. It was the eleventh day before I ventured so far 
from my security. 



rHHSTILLNHSS 


My first act before I went into the pantry was to fasten the door between the 
kitchen and the scullery. But the pantry was empty; every scrap of food had 
gone. Apparently, the Martian had taken it all on the previous day. At that 
discovery I despaired for the first time. I took no food, or no drink cither, on 
the eleventh or the tw^elfth day. 

At first my mouth and throat w^ere parched, and my strength ebbed 
sensibly. I sat about in the darkness of the scullery, in a state of despondent 
wretchedness. My mind ran on eating. I thought I had become deaf, for the 
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noises of movement I had been accustomed to hear from the pit had ceased 
absolutely. I did not feel strong enough to crawl noiselessly to the peep¬ 
hole, or I would have gone there. 

On the twelfth day my throat was so painful that, taking the chance of 
alarming the Martians, I attacked the creaking rain-water pump that stood 
by the sink, and got a couple of glassfuls of blackened and tainted rain¬ 
water. I was greatly refreshened by this, and emboldened by the fact that no 
enquiring tentacle followed the noise of my pumping. 

During these days, in a rambling, inconclusive way, 1 thought much of 
the curate and of the manner of his death. 

On the thirteenth day 1 drank some more water, and do/ed and thought 
disjointedly of eating and of vague impossible plans of escape. Whenever I 
dozed I dreamt of horrible phantasms, of the death of the curate, or of 
sumptuous dinners; but, asleep or awake, I felt a keen pain that urged me to 
drink again and again. 'Fhe light that came into the scullery was no longer 
grey, but red. 'fo my disordered imaginatiim it seemed the colour of blood. 

On the fourteenth day I went into the kitchen, and I was surprised to lind 
that the fronds of the red weed had grown right across the hole in the wall, 
turning the half-light of the place into a crimson-coloured obscurity. 

It was early on the fifteenth day that I heard a curious familiar sequence 
of sounds in the kitchen, and, listening, identified it as the snuffing and 
scratching of a dog. Going into the kitchen, I saw a dog's nose peering in 
through a break among the ruddy fronds. I'his greatly surprised me. At the 
scent of me he barked shortly. 

I thought if I could induce him to come into the place quietly I should be 
able, perhaps, to kill and cat him; and in any case, it would be advisable to 
kill him, lest his actions attracted the attention of the Martians. 

I crept forward, saying ‘(lood dog!' very softly; but he suddenly 
withdrew^ his head and disappeared. 

I listened—I was not deaf—but certainly the pit was still. I heard a sound 
like the flutter of a bird's wings, and a hoarse croaking, but that was all. 

For a long while I lay close to the peep-hole, but not daring to move aside 
the red plants that obscured it. Once or twice I heard a faint pitter-patter 
like the feet of the dog going hither and thither on the sand far below me, 
and there were more birdlike sounds, but that was all. At length, 
encouraged by the silence, I looked out. 

lixeept in the corner, where a multitude of crows hopped and fought over 
the skeletons of the dead the Martians had consumed, there was not a living 
thing in the pit. 

I stared about me, scarcely believing my eyes. All the machinery had 
gone. Save for the big mound of greyish-blue pow’der in one corner, certain 
bars of aluminium in another, the black birds, and the skeletons of the 
killed, the place was merely an empty circular pit in the sand. 

Slowly I thrust myself out through the red weed, and stood upon the 
mound of rubble. I could sec in any direction save behind me, to the north, 
and neither Martians nor sign of Martians were to be seen. The pit dropped 
sheerly from my feet, but a little way along the rubbish afl'orded a 
practicable slope to the summit of the ruins. My chance of escape had come. 
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I began to tremble. 

I hesitated lor some time, and then, in a gust of desperate resolution, and 
with a heart that throbbed violently, I scrambled to the top of the mound in 
which I had been buried so long. 

I looked about again. 'To the northward, too, no Martian was visible. 

VC^htn I had last seen this part ot Sheen in the daylight it had been a 
straggling street of comfortable white and red houses, interspersed with 
abundant shady trees. Ninv I stood on a mound of smashed brickwork, clay, 
and gravel, over which spread a multitude of red cactus-shaped plants! 
knee-high, without a solitary terrestrial growth to dispute their fooling. 
1 he trees near me were dead and brown, but a further network of red 
threads scaled the still living stems. 

I'he neighbouring houses had all been wrecked, but none had been 
burned; their walls stood, sometimes to the second story, with smashed 
windiuvs and shattered doors. I'he red weed grew tumultuously in their 
roi^iless rooms. Helow me was the great pit, with the crows struggling for its 
refuse. A number of other birds hopped about among the ruins, l^ar away 1 
saw a gaunt cat slink crouchingly along a wall, but traces of men there were 
none. 

'I'he day seemed, by contrast with my recent confinement, dazzingly 
bright, the sky a glowing blue. A gentle breeze kept the red weed that 
covered every scrap of unoccupied ground gently swaying. And oh! the 
sweetness of the air! 


6 


T\\\i WORK Oh hlFriiRN DAYS 

lu^r some time 1 stood tottering on the mound regardless of my safety. 
Within that noisome den from which I had emerged I had thought with a 
narrow intensity only of i)ur immediate security. 1 had not realised what had 
been happening to the world, had not anticipated this startling vision of 
unfamiliar things. 1 had expected to see Sheen in ruins—T found about me 
the landscape, weird and lurid, of another planet. 

h’or that moment 1 touched an emotion beyond the common range of 
men, yet one that the poor brutes we dominate know only too well. I felt as a 
rabbit might feel returning to his burrow and suddenly confronted by the 
work of a dozen busy navvies digging the fimndations ot a house. 1 felt the 
first inkling of a thing that presently grew quite clear in my mind, that 
oppressed me for many days, a sense of dethronement, a persuasion that I 
was no longer a master, but an animal among the animals, under the 
Martian heel. With us it would be as with them, to lurk and watch, to run 
and hide; the fear and empire of man had passed away. 

Hut so soon as this strangeness had been realised it passed, and my 
dominant motive became the hunger ol my long and dismal fast. In the 
direction away from the pit I saw, beyond a red-covered wall, a patch of 
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garden ground unburied. 'Fhis gave me a him, and I went knee-deep, and 
sometimes neck-deep, in the red weed, 'fhe destiny of the wood gave me a 
reassuring sense of hiding. 'I'he wall was some six feet high, and when 1 
attempted to clamber it 1 found 1 could not lift my feet to the crest. So I 
went along by the side of it, and came to a ci^rner and a rock work that 
enabled me to get to the top, and tumble into the garden I coveted. Here I 
found some young onions, a couple of gladiolus bulbs, and a quantity of 
immature carrots, all of which I secured, and, scrambling over a ruined 
wall, went on my way through scarlet and crimson trees towards Kew—it 
was like walking through an avenue of gigantic blood-drops—possessed 
with two ideas: to get more food, and to limp, as soon and as far as my 
strength permitted, out of this accursed unearthly region of the pit. 

Some way farther, in a grassy place, was a group of mushrooms which 
also I devoured, and then I came upon a brown sheet of flow ing shallow 
w ater, w here meadows used to be. I'hese fragments of nourishment served 
only to whet my hunger. At first I was surprised at this Hood in a hot, dry 
summer, but afterwards I disciwered that it was caused by the tn^'^i^'ni 
exuberance of the red weed. Directly this extraordinary growth en¬ 
countered water it straightway became gigantic and of unparalleled 
fecundity. Its seeds were simply poured down into the water of the VC'cy and 
I'hames, and its swiftly growing and 'Titanic water-fronds speedily choked 
both those rivers. 

At Putney, as I afterwards saw, the bridge was almost U)si in a tangle of 
this weed, and at Richmimd, too, the 'Thames water pt)ured in a broad and 
shallow' stream across the meadows of Hampton and 'Twickenham. As the 
waters spread the weed followed them, until the ruined villas of the 'Thames 
valley were h^r a time lost in this red swamp, whose margin I explored, and 
much of the dcsolatitm the Martians had caused was concealed. 

In the end the red weed succumbed almost as quickly as it had spread. A 
cankering disease, due, it is believed, to the action of certain bacteria, 
presently seized upon it. Now by the action of natural selcclum, all 
terrestrial plants have acquired a resisting power against bacterial 
diseases—they never succumb without a severe struggle, but the red weed 
rotted like a thing already dead. The fronds became bleached, and then 
shrivelled and brittle. 'They broke off at the least touch, and the waters that 
had stimulated their early growth carried their last vestiges out to sea. 

My first action on coming to this water was, of course, to slake my thirst. I 
drank a great deal of it and, moved by an impulse, gnawed some fronds iH' 
red weed; but they were watery, and had a sickly, metallic taste. I found the 
water was sufiiciently shallow for me to wade securely, although the red 
weed impeded my feet a little; but the flood evidently got deeper towards 
the river, and I turned back to Mortlake. I managed to make out the road by 
means of occasional ruins of its villas and fences and lamps, and so presently 
1 got out of this spate and made my way to the hill going up towards 
Rochampton and came out on Putney C^ommon. 

Here the scenery changed from the strange and unfamiliar to the 
wreckage of the familiar: patches of ground exhibited the devastation of a 
cyclone, and in a few score yards I would come upon perfectly undisturbed 
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spaces, houses with their blinds trimly drawn and doors closed, as if they 
had been left tor a day by the owners, t)r as if their inhabitants slept within, 
'rhe red weed was less abundant; the tall trees along the lane were free from 
the red creeper. I hunted for food among the trees, finding nothing, and I 
also raided a couple of silent houses, but they had already been broken into 
and ransacked. I rested for the remainder of the day-light in a shrubbery, 
being, in my enfeebled condition, too fatigued to push on. 

All this time I saw no human beings, and no signs of the Martians. I 
encountered a couple of hungry-looking dogs, but both hurried circuitously 
away from the advances I made them. Near Roehampton I had seen two 
human skeletons—not bodies, but skeletons, picked clean—and in the wood 
by me I found the crushed and scattered bones of several cats and rabbits 
and the skull of a sheep. Hut though I gnawed parts of these in my mouth, 
there was nothing to be got from them. 

After sunset I struggled on along the road towards Putney, where I think 
the Heat-Ray must have been used for some reason. And in a garden beyond 
Roehamptem I got a quantity of immature potatiK's, suflicient to stay my 
hunger, b'rom this garden one looked down upon Putney and the river. The 
aspect of the place in the dusk was singularly desolate: blackened trees, 
blackened, desolate ruins, and down the hill the sheets of the hooded river, 
red-tinged with the weed. And over all—silence. It filled me with 
indescribable terror to think ln>w swiftly that desolating change had come. 

b'or a time 1 believed that mankind had been swept out of existence, and 
that I stood there alone, the last man left alive. 1 lard by the top of Putney 
Hill I came upon another skeleton, with the arms dislocated and removed 
several yards from the rest of the body. As I proceeded I became more and 
more convinced that the extermination of mankind was, save for such 
stragglers as myself, already accomplished in this part of the world. The 
iMartians, I thought, had gone on and left the country desolated, seeking 
food elsewhere. Perhaps even now they were destroying Berlin or Paris, or it 
might be they had gone niirthward. 


,7 _ 

rilH MAN ON P(» fNHY HILL 

1 spent that night in the inn that stands at the top of Putney Hill, sleeping in 
a made bed for the first time since my flight to Leatherhead. I will not tell 
the needless trouble I had breaking into that house—afterwards 1 lound the 
front door was on the latch—nor how I ransacked every room for food, 
until, just on the verge iT despair, in what seemed to me to be a servant s 
bedroom, 1 found a rat-gnawed crust and two tins of pineapple. 1 he place 
had been already searched and emptied. In the bar I afterwards lound some 
biscuits and sandwiches that had been overlooked. Lhe latter I could not 
cat, they were too rotten, but the former not only stayed my hunger, but 
filled my pockets. I lit no lamps, fearing some Martian might come beating 
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that part of London for food in the night. Before I went to bed I had an 
interval of restlessness, and prowled from window to window, peering out 
for some sign of these monsters. I slept little. As I lay in bed I found myself 
thinking consecutively—a thing I do not remember to have done since my 
last argument with the curate. During all the intervening time my mental 
condition had been a hurrying succession of vague emotional states or a sort 
of stupid receptivity. But in the night my brain, reinforced, I suppose, by 
the food I had eaten, grew clear again, and I thought. 

Three things struggled for possession of my mind: the killing of the 
curate, the whereabouts of the Martians, and the possible fate of my wife. 
'I'he former gave me no sensation of horri>r i)r remorse ti> recall; I saw it 
simply as a thing done, a memory infinitely disagreeable but quite without 
the quality of remorse. I saw myself then as I see myself now, driven step by 
step towards that hasty bltnv, the creature of a sequence of accidents leading 
inevitably to that. I felt no condemnatiim; yet the mcmi^ry, static, 
unprogressive, haunted me. In the silence of the night, with that sense of the 
nearness of God that sometimes comes into the stillness and the darkness, I 
stoiKl my trial, my only trial, for that mi^ment of wrath and fear. 1 retraced 
every step of our conversation from the moment when I had found him 
crouching beside me, heedless of my thirst, and pointing io the lire and 
smoke that streamed up from the ruins of VC'eybridge. VC'e had been 
incapable of co-operation—grim chance had taken no heed of that. Had 1 
foreseen, I should have left him at Halliford. But I did not foresee; and 
crime is to foresee and do. And I set this down as 1 have set all this story 
down, as it was. 'Inhere were no witnesses—all these things I might have 
concealed. But I set it down, and the reader must form his judgment as he 
will. 

And when, by an eti'ort, I had set aside that picture of a pn^sirate body, 1 
faced the problem of the Martians and the fate of my wife. lM)r the former I 
had no data; I could imagine a hundred things, and so, unhappily, I could 
for the latter. And suddenly that night became terrible. I found myself 
sitting up in bed, staring at the dark. I found myself praying that the 1 leat- 
Ray might have suddenly and painlessly struck her out of being. Since the 
night of my return from Leatherhead I had not prayed. I had uttered 
prayers, fetish prayers, had prayed as heathens mutter charms when 1 was 
in extremity; but now I prayed indeed, pleading steadfastly and sanely, face 
to face with the darkness of God. Strange night! strangest in this, that so 
soon as dawn had come, I, who had talked with God, crept out i^f the house 
like a rat leaving its hiding-place—a creature scarcely larger, an inferior 
animal, a thing that for any passing whim of our masters might be hunted 
and killed. Perhips they also prayed confidently to Cjod. Surely, if we have 
learned nothing else, this war had taught us pity—pity for those witless 
souls that sulfer our domination 

'rhe morning was bright and fine, and the eastern sky glowed pink, and 
was fretted with little golden clouds. In the road that runs from the lop of 
Putney Hill to Wimbledon was a number of poor vestiges of the panic 
torrent that must have poured London ward on the Sunday night after the 
fighting began. There was a little two-wheeled carl inscribed with the name 
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of'i'hi>mas Lobb, (irccn-grocer. New Malden, with a smashed wheel and 
an abandoned tin trunk, tliere was a straw hat trampled into the now^ 
hardened mud, and at the top of West Hill a lot of blood-stained glass about 
the overturned water-trough. My movements were languid, my plans of the 
vaguest. I had an idea of going to Leatherhead, though I knew that there I 
had I he poorest chance of finding my wife. Certainly, unless death had 
overtaken them suddenly, my cousins and she would have fled thence; but it 
seemed to me I might find or learn there whither the Surrey people had fled. 
I knew I wanted to find my wife, that my heart ached for her and the world 
of men, but I had no clear idea h4)w the finding might be done. 1 was also 
sharply aware now of my intense loneliness, h'rom the corner I went, under 
ciwer of a thicket of trees and bushes, ti^ the edge of Wimbledon Common, 
stretching wide and far. 

'I'hat dark expanse was lit in patches by yellow gorse and broom; there 
was red weed to be seen, and as I prowled, hesitating, on the verge of the 
open, the sun rose, flooding it all with light and vitality. I came upon a busy 
swarm ifl little frogs in a swampy place among the trees. I stopped look at 
them, drawing a lesson from their stout resolve to live. And presently, 
turning suddenly, with an odd feeling of being watched, I beheld something 
crouching amid a clump of bushes. I stoi^d regarding this. I made a step 
towards it, and it rose up and became a man armed with a cutlass. I 
approached him slowly. He stiH)d silent and motionless, regarding me. 

As I drew nearer I perceived he was dressed in clothes as dusty and filthy 
as my own; he looked, indeed, as though he had been dragged through a 
culvert. Nearer, I distinguished the green slime of ditches mixing with the 
pale drab of dried clay and shiny, cmtly patches. 1 lis black hair fell over his 
eyes, and his face was dark and dirty and sunken, so that at first I did not 
recognise him. 'I’here was a red cut across the lower part of his face. 

‘St^>p!' he cried, when 1 was within ten yards of him, and I stopped. His 
voice was hoarse. AX'here do you come from?' he said. 

I thought, surveying him. 

M come from Mortlake,' I said. 'I was buried near the pit the Martians 
made about their cylinder. I have worked my way out and escaped. 

‘'There is no food about here,' he said. ‘ This is my country. All this hill 
dinvn to the river, and back to Clapham, and up to the edge of the common. 
'There is only food for one. W'hich way are you going?' 

I answered slowly. 

‘I don't know,' I said. ‘I have been buried in the ruins of a house thirteen 
t)r fourteen days. I don't know what has happened.' 

He liMiked at me diiubtfully, then started, and looked with a changed 
expression. 

"I've no wish to stop about here,' said I. ‘1 think 1 shall go to Leatherhead, 
for my wife was there.' 

He shot out a pointing linger. 

"It is you,' said he— ‘the man from Woking. And you weren t killed at 
Weybridge?' 

I recognised him at the same moment. 

"You are the artillcrvman who came into my garden.' 
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‘Good luck!’ he said. ‘We are lucky ones! Vancy youV He put out a hand, 
and I took it. ‘I crawled up a drain,’ he said. ‘But they didn’t kill every one. 
And after they went away I got off towards Walton across the fields. But— 
It’s not sixteen days altogether—and your hair is grey.’ He looked over his 
shoulder suddenly. ‘Only a rook,’ he said. ‘One gets to know that birds have 
shadows these days, 'fhis is a bit open. I-et us crawl under those bushes and 
talk.’ 

‘Have you seen any Martians?’ I said. ‘Since I crawled out-’ 

‘'I’hcy’ve gone away across London,’ he said. ‘I guess they’ve got a bigger 
camp there. Of a night, all over there, Hampstead way, the sky is alive with 
their lights. It's like a great city, and in the glare you can just see them 
moving. By daylight you can’t. But nearer—I haven't seen them—' (he 
counted on his lingers) ‘five days, 'fhen I saw a couple across I lammersmith 
way carrying something big. And the night before last’—he stopped and 
spoke impressively—‘it was just a matter of lights, but it was something up 
in the air. 1 believe they’ve built a flying-machine, and are learning to fly.’ 

I stopped, on hands and knees, for we had cimie to the bushes. 

‘Blyl’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘fly.’ 

I went on into a little bower, and sat down. 

‘It is all over with humanity,’ I said. ‘If they can di) that they will simply 
go round the world.’ 

He nodded. 

‘'I’hey will. But—It will relieve things over here a bit. And besides—' I le 
looked at me. ‘Aren’t you satisfied it is up with humanity? I am. We're 
down; we’re beat.’ 

I stared. Strange as it may seem, I had not arrived at this fact—a fact 
perfectly obvious so soon as he spoke. I had still held a vague hope; rather, 1 
had kept a lifelong habit of mind. He repealed his words, ‘W’e’re beat.’ 'They 
carried absolute conviction. 

‘It’s all over,’ he said. ‘'They’ve lost one —just one. And they've made their 
fooling good and crippled the greatest power in the world. 'They’ve walked 
over us. 'The death of that one at Weybridge was an accident. And these are 
only pioneers. 'They kept on coming. 'These green stars—I’ve seen none 
these five or six days, but I’ve no doubt they’re falling somewhere every 
night. Nothing’s to be done. We’re under! We’re beat!’ 

I made him no answer. I sat staring before me, trying in vain devise 
some countervailing thought. 

‘This isn’t a war,’ said the artilleryman. ‘It never was a war, any more 
than there’s war between men and ants.’ 

Suddenly I recalled the night in the observatory. 

‘After the tenth shot they fired no more—at least, until ihe first cylinder 
came.’ 

‘How do you know?’ said the artilleryman. I explained. He thought. 
‘Something wrong with the gun,’ he said. ‘But what if there is? 'They’ll get it 
right again. And even if there’s a delay, how can it alter the end? It’s just 
men and ants. There’s the ants builds their cities, live their lives, have wars, 
revolutions, until the men want them out of the way, and then they go out of 
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the way. 'I'hal’s what we are nmv—just ants. Only_’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

‘We’re eatable ants.’ 

We sat looking at each other. 

‘And what will they do with us?’ I said. 

‘'I'hat’s what I’ve been thinking,’ he said—‘that’s what I’ve been 
thinking. After Weybridge I went south—thinking. I saw what was up. 
Most ol the people were hard at it squealing and exciting themselves. Hut 
I’m not so fond squealing. I’ve been in sight of death once or twice; I’m 
not an ornamental soldier, and at the best and worst, death—it’s just death. 
And it’s the man that keeps on thinking comes through. I saw every one 
tracking away south. Says I, “hood won’t last this way,’ and I turned right 
back. I went fi^r the Martian like a sparrow goes for man. All round—’he 
waved a hand to the horizon—‘they’re starving in heaps, bolting, treading 
on each other.’. . . 

Me saw my face, and halted awkwardly. 

‘No doubt lots who had miMiey have gone away to France,’ he said. He 
seemed to hesitate whether to apc^logise, met my eyes, and went on: ‘'I’here’s 
fiHHl all abinit here, (.banned things in shops; wines, spirits, mineral waters; 
and the water mains and drains are empty. W’ell, I was telling you what I 
was thinking. “Here’s intelligent things," I said, “and it seems they w^ant us 
for h>od. b’irsi, they’ll smash us up—ships, machines, guns, cities, all the 
order and i^rganisation. All that will go. It we were the size of ants we might 
pull through. Hut we’re not. It’s all loo bulky to stop. That's the first 
eertainty.’’ lih?’ 

I assented. 

‘It is; I've thought it vnit. \'ery well, then—next; at present we’re caught 
as we’re wanted. A Martian has i»nly to go a few miles to gel a crowd on the 
run. And I saw one, one day, out by W'andsworih, picking houses to pieces 
and routing among the wreckage. Hut they won’t keep on doing that. So 
soon as they've settled all our guns and ships, and smashed our railways and 
done all the things they are doing over there, they will begin catching us 
systematic, picking the best and storing us in cages and things. 'That's what 
they will start doing in a bit. I A)rd! they haven't begun on us yet. Don’t you 
see that?' 

‘Not begun!’ I exclaimed. 

‘Ni)i begun. All that’s happened so far is through our not having the sense 
to keep quiet—worrying them with guns and such foolery. And losing our 
heads, and rushing off in crowds to where there wasn't any more safety than 
w'here we were. 'They don't want to bother us yet. 'They’re making their 
things—making all the things they couldn't bring w ith them, getting things 
ready for the rest of their people. Very likely that’s why the cylinders have 
slopped for a bit, h^r fear of hitting those who are here. And instead ol our 
rushing about blind, on the howl, or getting dynamite on the chance of 
busting them up, w'e’ve got to fix ourselves up according to the new’ state of 
ailairs. 'That’s how* I figure it out. It isn’t quite according to what a man 
wants for his species, but it’s about what the facts point to. And that s the 
principle I acted upon. Cities, nations, civilisation, progress it s all over. 
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'I'hat game's up. We're beat.' 

‘But if that is so, what is there to live for?' 

'rhe artilleryman looked at me for a moment. 

‘There won't be any more blessed concerts for a million years or so; there 
w'on't be any Royal Academy of Arts, and no nice little feeds at restaurants. 
If it's amusement you're after, I reckon the game is up. It you've got any 
drawing-room manners or a dislike to eating peas with a knife or dropping 
aitches, you'd better chuck 'em aw-ay. They ain't no further use.' 

‘You mean-' 

‘I mean that men like me are going on living—for the sake of the breed. I 
tell you. I’m grim set on living. And if I’m not mistaken, you’ll show what 
insides got, too, before long. We aren't going to be exterminated. 

And I don't mean to be caught either, and tamed and fattened and bred like 
a thundering ox. Ugh! Fancy those brown creepers!' 

‘You don’t mean to say-' 

‘I do. I'm going to. Under their feet. I've got it planned; I’ve thought it 
out. We men are beat. We don't know enough. We've got to learn before 
we’ve got a chance. And we've got to live and keep independent while we 
learn. See! 'I'hat's what has to be done.’ 

I stared, astonished, and stirred profoundly by the man's resolution. 

‘Great God!' cried I. ‘But you are a man indeed!’ And suddenly I gripped 
his hand. 

‘Eh!’ he said, with his eyes shining. ‘I’ve thought it out, eh?' 

‘Go on,’ I said. 

‘Well, those who mean to escape their catching must get ready. I'm 
getting ready. Mind you, it isn’t all of us that are made for wild beasts; and 
that’s what it's got to be. 'I'hat’s why I watched you. I had my doubts. 
You’re slender. I didn't know that it was you, you see, or just how you'd 
been buried. All these—the sort of people that lived in these houses, and all 
those damn little clerks that used to live down that way—they'd be gt)od. 
I'hey haven't any spirit in them—no proud dreams and no proud lusts; and 
a man who hasn’t one or the other—Lord! what is he but funk and 
precautions? 'Lhey just used to skedaddle off to work—I've seen hundreds 
of’em, bit of breakfast in hand, running w ild and shining to catch their little 
season-ticket train, for fear they'd get dismissed if they didn’t; working at 
businesses they were afraid to take the trouble to understand; skedaddling 
back for fear they wouldn’t be in time for dinner; keeping indoors after 
dinner for fear of the back streets, and sleeping with the wives they married, 
not because they wanted them, but because they had a bit of money that 
would make for safety in their one little miserable skedaddle through the 
world. Lives insured and a bit invested for fear of accidents. And on 
Sundays—fear of the hereafter. As if hell was built for rabbits! Well, the 
Martians will just be a godsend to these. Nice roomy cages, fattening food, 
careful breeding, no worry. After a week or so chasing about the fields and 
lands on empty stomachs, they'll come and be caught cheerful, 'rhey'll be 
quite glad after a bit. They’ll wonder what people did before there were 
Martians to take care of them. And the bar-loafers, and mashers, and 
singers—I can imagine them. I can imagine them,’ he said, with a sort of 
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sombre grfltificQtion. 1 here 11 be dny 3mount of sentiment snd religion 
loose among them. I'here’s hundreds of things I saw with my eyes that I’ve 
only begun to see clearly these last few days, l^here’s lots will take things as 
they arc—fat and stupid; and lots will be worried by a sort of feeling that it’s 
all wrong, and that they ought to be doing something. Now whenever things 
are so that a lot of people feel they ought to be doing something, the weak, 
and those who go weak with a lot of complicated thinking, always make for a 
sort of do-nothing religion, very pious and superior, and submit to 
persecution and the will of the Lord. Very likely you’ve sec the same thing. 
It’s energy in a gale of funk, and turned clean inside out. "rhese cages will be 
full of psalms and hymns and piety. And those of a less simple sort will work 
in a bit of—what is it?—eroticism.’ 

He paused. 

‘Very likely these Martians will make pels of some of them; train them to 
do tricks—who knows?—gel sentimental over the pet boy who grew up and 
had to be killed. And some, maybe, they will train to hunt us.’ 

‘No,’ 1 cried, ‘that’s impossible! No human being-’ 

‘What’s the good of going on with such lies?’ said the artilleryman. 
‘'There’s men who’d do it cheerful. VC'hat nonsense to pretend there isn’t!’ 

And I succumbed to his conviction. 

‘If they come after me,’ he said—‘Lord, if they come after me!’ and 
subsided into a grim meditation. 

I sat contemplating these things. I could find nothing to bring against this 
man’s reasoning. In the day’s before the invasion no one would have 
questioned my intellectual superiority to his—1, a professed and recognised 
writer on philosophical themes, and he, a common soldier; and yet he had 
already formulated a situation that I had scarcely realised. 

‘What are you dtnng?’ I said, presently. ‘What plans have you made?’ 

He hesitated. 

‘Well, it’s like this,’ he said. ‘What have we to do? We have to invent a sort 
of life where man can live and breed, and be sufficiently secure to bring the 
children up. Yes—wait a bit, and I’ll make it clearer what I think ought to 
be done. "The tame ones will go like all tame beasts; in a tew generations 
they'll be big, beautiful, rich-blooded, stupid—rubbish! "The risk is that we 
who keep wild will go savage—degenerate into a sort of big, savage rat. ... 
You see, how I mean to live is underground. I’ve been thinking about the 
drains. Of course those who don’t know drains think horrible things; but 
under this London are miles and miles—hundreds ot miles—and a tew 
days’ rain and London empty will leave them sweet and clean. I he main 
drains are big enough and airy enough for any one. Then there’s cellars, 
vaults, stores, from which bolting passages may be made to the drains. And 
the railway tunnels and subways. Hh? You begin to see? And we form a 
band—able-bodied, clean-minded men. We’re not going to pick up any 
rubbish that drifts in. Weaklings go out again.’ 

‘As you meant me to go?’ 

‘Well—I parleyed, didn't I?’ 

‘We won’t quarrel about that. Go on.’ 

‘I'hose who stop obey orders. Able-bodied, clean-minded women we 
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want who —mothers and teachers. No lackadaisical ladies—no blasted 
rolling eyes. We can't have any weak or silly. Life is real again, and the 
useless and cumbersome and mischievous have to die. 'I'hey ought to die. 
I'hey ought to be willing to die. It's a sort of disloyally, after all, to live and 
taint the race. And they can't be happy. Moreover, dying’s none so 
dreadful; it's the funking makes it bad. And in all those places we shall 
gather. Our district will be London. And we may even be able to keep a 
watch, and run about in the open when the Martians keep away. Play 
cricket, perhaps. 'That's how we shall save the race. Hh? It's a possible 
thing? But saving the race is nothing in itself. As I say, that's only being rats. 
It's saving our knowledge and adding to it is the thing. 'There men like you 
come in. I'here's books, there's models. We must make great safe places 
down deep, and get all the bi^oks we can; not novels and poetry swipes, but 
ideas, science boi^ks. "Thai's where men like you come in. We must go to the 
British Museum and pick all those books through. Hspecially we must keep 
up our science—learn more. We must watch these iMariians. Some of us 
must go as spies. When it's all working, perhaps I will. Cici caught, I mean. 
And the great thing is, we must leave the Martians alime. W'e mustn't even 
steal. If we get in their way, we clear out. We must shinv them we mean no 
harm. Yes, I know. But they're intelligent things, and they won't liiini us 
down if they have all they want, and think we're just harmless vermin.' 

"The artilleryman paused and laid a brown hand upon my arm. 

‘After all, it may not be so such we may have to learn before—Just 
imagine this: T'our or five of their fighting-machines suddenly starling otf— 
Heat-Rays right and left, and not a Martian in 'em. Not a Martian in 'em, 
but men—men who have learned the way how. It may be in my time, even— 
those men. T'ancy having one of them lovely things, with its Heat-Ray wide 
and free! Fancy having it in control! What would it matter if you smashed to 
smithereens at the end of the run, after a bust like that? I reckon the 
Martians'll open their beautiful eyes! Can't you see them, man? C'an't you 
see them hurrying, hurrying—putting and blowing and hooting to their 
other mechanical atfairs? Something out of gear in every case. And swish, 
bang, rattle, swish! just as they are fumbling over it, suish cv^mes the Heat- 
Ray, and, behold! man has come back to his own.' 

For a while the imaginative daring of the artilleryman, and the tone of 
assurance and courage he assumed, completely dominated my mind. I 
believed unhesitatingly both in his forecast of human destiny and in the 
practicability of his astonishing scheme, and the reader who thinks me 
susceptible and foolish must contrast his position, reading steadily with all 
his thoughts about his subject, and mine, crouching fearfully in the bushes 
and listening, distracted by apprehension. We talked in this manner 
through the early morning time, and later crept out of the bushes, and, after 
scanning the sky for Martians, hurried precipitately to the house on Putney 
Hill where he had made his lair. It was the coal-cellar of the place, and when 
1 saw the w'ork he had spent a week upon—it was a burrow scarcely ten 
yards long, which he designed to reach to the main drain on Putney Hill—1 
had my first inkling of the gulf between his dreams and his powers. Such a 
hole I could have dug in a day. But I believed in him sufficiently to work 
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with him all that morning until past midday at his digging. We had a 
garden-barrow and shot the earth we removed against the kitchen range. 
We refreshed ourselves with a tin of mock-turtle soup and wine from the 
neighbouring pantry. I found a curious relief from the aching strangeness of 
the world in this steady labour. As we worked, I turned his project over in 
my mind, and presently objections and doubts began to arise; but I worked 
there all the morning, so glad was I to find myself with a purpose again. 
After working an hour I began to speculate on the distance one had to go 
before the cloaca was reached, the chances we had of missing it altogether. 
My immediate trouble was why we should dig this long tunnel, when it was 
possible to get intc^ the drain at once down one of the manholes, and work 
back to the house. It seemed to me, too, that the house was inconveniently 
chosen, and required a needless length of tunnel. And just as I was 
beginning to face these things, the artilleryman stopped digging, and looked 
at me. 

‘We're working well,' he said. I !e put denvn his spade. ‘Let us knock offa 
bit,' he said. ‘I think it’s time we reconnoitred from the roof of the house.’ 

I was for going on, and after a little hesitation he resumed his spade; and 
then suddenly I was struck by a thought. I stopped, and so did he at once. 

‘Why were you walking about the common,’ 1 said, ‘instead of being 
here?’ 

‘'Faking the air,' he said. ‘I was coming back. It’s safer by night.’ 

‘Hut the work?’ 

‘Oh, one can't always work,’ he said, and in a flash I saw the man plain. 
He hesitated, holding his spade. ‘We ought to recnmnoilre now,’ he said, 
‘because if any come near they may hear the spades and drop upon us 
unawares.' 

I was no longer disposed ti) object. We went together to the roof and 
stood on a ladder peeping out of the roof doi>r. No Martians were to be seen, 
and we ventured out on the tiles, and slipped down under shelter of the 
parapet. 

F'rom this position a shrubbery hid the greater portion of Putney, but wc 
could see the river bekiw, a bubbly mass of red weed, and the low parts of 
Lambeth flooded and red. 'Fhe red creeper swarmed up the trees about the 
old palace, and their branches stretched gaunt ind dead, and set with 
shrivelled leaves, from amid its clusters. It was strange how entirely 
dependent both these things were upon flowing water tor their propa¬ 
gation. About us neither had gained a footing; laburnums, pink mays, snow¬ 
balls, and trees of arborvitae, rose out of laurels and hydrangeas, green and 
brilliant into the sunlight. Beyond Kensington dense smoke was rising, and 
that and a blue haze hid the northward hills. 

I'he artilleryman began to tell me of the sort of people who still remained 
in London. 

‘One night last week,’ he said, ‘some fools got the electric light in order, 
and there was all Regent Street and the Circus ablaze, crowded with painted 
and ragged drunkards, men and women, dancing and shouting till dawn. A 
man who w^as there told me. And as the day came they became aware ot a 
fighting-machine standing near by the Langham and looking dowm at them. 
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Heaven knows how long he had been there. It must have given some of them 
a nasty turn. He came down the roads towards them, and picked up nearly a 
hundred too drunk or frightened to run away.’ 

Cjrotesquc gleam of time no history will ever fully describe! 

l^'rom that, in answer to my question, he came round to his grandiose 
plans again. I le grew enthusiastic. He talked so eloquently of the possibility 
of capturing a fighting-machine that 1 more than half believed in him again. 
But now that I was beginning to understand something of his quality, 1 
could divine the stress he laid oi\ doing nothing precipitately. And I noted 
that now there was no question that he personally was to capture and light 
the great machine. 

After a time we went down to the cellar. Neither of us seemed disposed ti^ 
resume digging, and when he suggested a meal, I was nothing loath. He 
became suddenly very genenms, and when we had eaten he went away and 
returned with some excellent cigars. We lit these, and his optimism glowed. 
He was inclined to regard my coming as a great occasion. 

'There's some champagne in the cellar,' he said. 

‘We can dig better on this 'Fhames-side burgundy,' said I. 

‘No,' said he; ‘I am host today. Champagne! Creat (ii>d! we've a heavy 
enought task before us! I .et us take a rest and gather strength while wc may. 
Look at these blistered hands!' 

And pursuant to this idea oi' a holiday, he insisted upon playing cards 
after we had eaten. He taught me euchre, and after dividing London 
between us, I taking the northern side and he the southern, we played for 
parish points. Grotesque and foi)lish as this will seem to the sober reader, it 
is absolutely true, and, what is more remarkable, I found the card game and 
several others we played extremely interesting. 

Strange mind of man! that, with our species upon the edge i>f 
extermination or appalling degradation, with no clear prospect before us 
but the chance of a horrible death, we could sit following the chance of this 
painted pasteboard, and playing the ‘joker' with vivid delight. Afterwards 
he taught me poker, and I beat him at three tough chess games. When dark 
came wc decided to take the risk, and lit a lamp. 

After an interminable string of games, wc supped, and the artilleryman 
finished the champagne. We went on smoking the cigars. He was lU) longer 
the energetic regenerator of his species I had enct>untercd in the morning. 
He was still optimistic, but it was a less kinetic, a more thoughtful 
optimism. I remember he wound up with my health, proposed a speech of 
small variety and considerable intermittence. I look a cigar, and went 
upstairs to look at the lights of which he had spoken, that blazed so greenly 
along the Highgate hills. 

At first I stared unintelligcntly across the London valley. 'I he m^rthern 
hills were shrouded in darkness; the fires near Kensington glowed redly, 
and now and then an orange-red tongue of fiame flashed up and vanished in 
the deep blue night. All the rest of London was black, 'i'hen, nearer, I 
perceived a strange light, a pale, violet-purple fluorescent glow, quivering 
under the night breeze. L’or a space I could not understand it, and then I 
knew that it must be the red weed from which this faint irradiation 
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proceeded. With that realisation my dormant sense of wonder, my sense of 
the proportion of things, awoke again. I glanced from that to Alars, red and 
clear, glowing high in the west, and then gazed long and earnestly at the 
darkness of Hampstead and Ilighgaie. 

I remained a very long lime upon the roof, wondering at the grotesque 
changes of the day. I recalled my mental stales from the midnight prayer to 
the foolish card-playing. I had a violent revulsion of feeling. I remember 1 
Hung away the cigar with a certain wasteful symbolism. My folly came to me 
with glaring exaggeration. I seemed a traitor to my wife and to my kind; I 
was filled with remi^rse. I resolved to leave this strange undisciplined 
dreamer of great things to his drink and gluttony, and to go on into [.ondon. 
1 here, it seemed to me, I had the best chance of learning what the Martians 
and my fellow-men were doing. I was still upon the root when the late moon 
rose. 


8 


DliAD LONDON 

After I had parted from the artilleryman, 1 went down the hill, and by the 
1 ligh Street acri)ss the bridge to hulham. The red weed was tumultuous at 
that lime, and nearly choked the bridge roadway; but its fronds were already 
whitened in patches by the spreading disease that presently removed it so 
swiftly. 

At the corner of the lane that runs to Putney Bridge station I found a man 
lying. He was as black as a sweep with the black dust, alive, but helplessly 
and speechlessly drunk. I ctuild gel nothing from him but curses and 
furious lunges at my head. 1 think 1 should have stayed by him but for the 
brutal expression of his face. 

'There was black dust along the nnidway fnmi the bridge onwards, and it 
grew thicker in T'ulham. 'The streets were horribly quiet. 1 got food—sour, 
hard, and mouldy, but quite eatable—in a baker's shop here. Some way 
towards Walham Cireen the streets beeame clear c)f powder, and I passed a 
white terrace of hiHises on tire; the noise ot the burning was an absolute 
relief. C u)ing on towards Hrompton, the streets were quiet again. 

Here I came mice more upon the black powder in the streets and upon 
dead bodies. I saw altogether abtuil a dozen in the length ol the Tulham 
Road. 'They had been dead many days, so that I hurried quickly past them. 
'The black powder covered them over, and softened their outlines. One or 
two had been disturbed by dogs. 

Where there was no black powder, it was eu»'iously like a Sunday in the 
(aly, with the closed shops, the houses locked up and the blinds drawn, the 
desertion, and the stillness. In some places plunderers had been at work, but 
rarely at other than the pnn ision and wine-shops. A jeweller's window had 
been broken open in one place, but apparently the thief had been disturbed, 
and a number of gold chains and a watch lay scattered on the pavement. I 
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did not trouble to touch them, b'arthcr on was a tattered woman in a heap on 
a doorstep; the hand that hung over her knee was gashed and bled down her 
rusty brown dress, and a smashed magnum of champagne formed a pool 
across the pavement. She seemed asleep, but she was dead. 

'rhe farther I penetrated into London, the profounder grew the stillness. 
But it was not so much the stillness of death—it was the stillness of 
suspense, of expectation. At any time the destruction that had already 
singled the north-western borders of the metropolis, and had annihilated 
Haling and Kilburn, might strike among these houses and leave them 
smoking ruins. It was a city condemned and derelict. .. . 

In South Kensington the streets were clear of dead and of black powder. 
It was near South Kensington that I first heard the howling. It crept almost 
imperceptibly upon my senses. It was a sobbing alternaliim of two notes, 
‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,’ keeping on perpetually. When I passed streets that 
ran northward it grew in volume, and houses and buildings seemed to 
deaden and cut it off again. It came in a full tide dmvn HxhibitiiMi Ri^ad. I 
stopped, staring towards Kensington Gardens, wondering at this strange, 
remote wailing. It was as if that mighty desert of houses had found a voice 
for its fear and .solitude. 

‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,' wailed that superhuman note—great waves of 
sound sweeping down the broad, sunlit roadway, between the tall buildings 
on each side. 1 turned northwards, marvelling, towards the iron gales of 
Hyde Park. I had half a mind to break into the Natural History Museum 
and find my way up to the summits of the lowers, in order to see across the 
park. But 1 decided to keep to the ground, where quick hiding was possible, 
and so went on up the l^xhibition Road. All the large mansions on each side 
of the road were empty and still, and my finUsteps echoed against the sides 
of the houses. At the top, near the park gate, I came upon a strange sight—a 
bus overturned, and the skeleton of a horse picked clean. I puzzled over 
this for a time, and then went on to the bridge over the SerpuMiline. I'he 
voice grew stronger and stnmger, though I could see nothing above 
the house-tops on the north side of the park, save a haze of smoke to the 
north-west. 

‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,’ cried the voice, coming, as it seemed to me, fn>m 
the district about Regent’s Park. 'Fhc desolating cry worked upon my mind. 
The mood that had sustained me passed. The wailing took possession of me. 
I found I was intensely weary, footsore, and now again hungry and thirsty. 

It was already past noon. Why was I wandering alone in this city of the 
dead? Why was 1 alone when all London was lying in stale, and in its black 
shroud? I felt intolerably lonely. My mind ran on old friends that I had 
forgotten for years. I thought of the poisons in the chemists’ shops, of the 
liquors the wine-merchants stored; I recalled the two sodden creatures of 
despair, who so far as I knew, shared the city with myself.. . . 

I came into Oxford Street by the Marble Arch, and here again were black 
pow^der and several bodies, and an evil, ominous smell from the gratings of 
the cellars of some of the houses. I grew very thirsty after the heat iff’ my 
long walk. With infinite trouble I managed to break into a public-house and 
get food and drink. I was weary after eating, and w'ent into the parlour 
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behind the bar, and slept on a black horsehair sofa I found there. 

1 awoke to find that dismal howling still in my ears, ‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla.’ 
It was now dusk, and after I had routed out some biscuits and a cheese in the 
^^^tr there was a meat-safe, but it contained nothing but maggots—I 

wandered on through the silent residential squares to Baker Street_ 

Poriman Square is the only one I can name—and so came out at last upim 
Regent’s Park. And as I emerged from the top i>f Baker Street, I saw far 
away over the trees in the clearness of the sunset the hood of the Martian 
giant from which this howling proceeded. I was not terrified. I came upon 
him as if it were a matter of course. I watched him for some time, but he did 
not move. I le appeared ti> be standing and yelling, for no reason that I could 
discover. 

I tried to formulate a plan of actum, 'fhat perpetual sound of‘Ulla, ulla, 
ulla, ulla,’ confused my mind. Perhaps I was toi^ tired to be very fearful, 
('ertainly I was more curious i(> know the reason of this monotonous crying 
than afraid. 1 turned back away from the park and struck into Park Road, 
intending to skirt the park, went aUmg under the shelter of the terraces, and 
got a view of this stationary, howling xMartian from the direction of St 
John's W’ood. A couple of hundred yards out of Baker Street I heard a 
yelping clu^riis, and saw, first a d(^g with a piece i>f putrescent red meat in his 
jaws cHMiiing headlong towards me, and then a pack of starving mongrels in 
pursuit of him. lie made a wide curve to avoid me, as though he feared I 
might prove a fresh ctunpetitor. As the yelping died away down the silent 
road, the wailing siumd of ‘I'lla, ulla, ulla, ulla,' reasserted itself. 

I came upon the wrecked handling-machine halfway to St John's Wood 
statii^n. At first I thought a house had fallen across the road. It was only as I 
clambered among the ruins that I saw, w ith a start, this mechanical Samson 
lying, with its tentacles bent and smashed and twisted, among the ruins it 
had made. I'hc forepart w as shattered. It seemed as if it had driven blindly 
straight at the htnise, and had been overwhelmed in its overthrow. It 
seemed to me then that this might have happened by a handling-machine 
escaping fn'tm the guidance of its Martian. I could not clamber among the 
ruins to see it, and the twilight was now so far advanced that the blood with 
which its seat was smeared, and the gnawed gristle of the Martian that the 
dogs had left, were invisible to me. 

Wondering still more at all that I had seen, I pushed on towards Primrose 
Mill. P'ar away, through a gap in the trees, I saw a second Martian, as 
motionless as the first, standing in the park towards the Zoological Gardens, 
and silent. A little beyimd the ruins about the smashed handling-machine I 
came upon the red weed again, and found the Regent's ('.anal, a spongy 
mass i^f dark-red vegetation. 

As 1 crossed the brielge, the sound of‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla, ceased. It was, 
as it were, cut off. 'The silence came like a thunder-clap. 

I’he dusky hi>uscs about me stood taint and tall and dim; the trees 
towards the park were gnawing black. All about me the red weed clambered 
among the ruins, writhing to get above me in the dimness. Night, the 
mother of fear and mystery, w^as coming upon me. But while that voice 
sounded the .solitude, the desolation, had been endurable; by virtue of it 
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London had still seemed alive, and the sense of life about me had upheld 
me. 'fhen suddenly a change, the passing of something—I knew not what— 
and then a stillness that could be felt. Nothing but this gaunt quiet. 

London about me gazed at me spectrally. I'he windows in the white 
houses were like the eye-sockets of skulls. About me my imagination found 
a thousand noiseless enemies moving. Terror seized me, a horror of my 
temerity. In front of me the road became pitchy black as though it was 
tarred, and I saw a contorted shape lying across the pathway. I could not 
bring myself to go on. I turned down St John's Wood Road, and ran 
headlong from this unendurable stillness ti>wards Kilburn. 1 hid from the 
night and the silence, until long after midnight, in a cabmen’s shelter in 
Harrow Road. Hut before the dawn my courage returned, and while the 
stars were still in the sky 1 turned one more towards Regent's Park. I missed 
my way among the streets, and presently saw down a long avenue, in the 
half-light of the early dawn, the curve of Primrose Hill. On the summit, 
towering up to the fading stars, was a third Martian, erect and minionless 
like the others. 

An insane resolve possessed me. I would die and end it. And I would save 
myself even the trouble of killing myself. I marched on recklessly tmvards 
this 'I'itan, and then, as I drew nearer and the light grew, I saw that a 
multitude of black birds was circling and clustering about the hood. At that 
my heart gave a bound, and I began running along the road. 

I hurried through the red weed that choked St Hdmund's Terrace (I 
waded breast-high across a torrent of water that was rushing down from the 
waterworks towards the Albert Road), and emerged upon the grass before 
the rising of the sun. Great mounds had been heaped about the crest of the 
hill, making a huge redoubt of it—it was the final and largest place the 
Martians had made—and from behind these heaps there rose a thin smoke 
against the sky. Against the sky-line an eager dog ran and disappeared. The 
thought that had Hashed into my mind grew real, grew credible. I fell no 
fear, only a wild, trembling exultation, as I ran up the hill towards the 
motionless monster. Out of the hood hung lank shreds of brown, at which 
the hungry birds pecked and tore. 

In another moment I had scrambled up the earthen rampart and stood 
upon its crest, and the interior of the redoubt was below me. A mighty space 
it was, with gigantic machines here and there within it, huge mounds of 
material and strange shelter-places. And scattered about it, some in their 
overturned war-machines, some in the now rigid handling-machines, and a 
dozen of them stark and silent and laid in a row, were the Martians— 
dead \—slain by the putrefactive and disease bacteria against which their 
systems were unprepared; slain as the red weed was being slain; slain, after 
all man’s devices had failed, by the humblest things that God, in his 
wisdom, has put upon this earth. 

For so it had come about, as indeed I and many men might have foreseen 
had not terror and disaster blinded our minds. 'These germs of disease have 
taken toll of humanity since the beginning of things—taken toll of our 
prehuman ancestors since life began here. Hut by virtue of this natural 
selection of our kind we have developed resisting power; to no germs do we 
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succumb without a struggle, and to many—those that cause putrefaction in 
dead matter, for instance—our living frames arc altogether immune. But 
there are no bacteria in Mars, and directly these invaders arrived, directly 
they drank and led, our microscopic allies began to work their overthrow. 
Already when I watched them they were irrevocably doomed, dying and 
rotting even as they went to and fro. It was inevitable. By the toll of a billion 
deaths man has bought his birthright of the earth, and it is his against all 
comers; it would still be his were the Martians ten times as mighty as they 
are. h'or neither do men live nor die in vain. 

Here and there they were scattered, nearly lifty altogether, in that great 
gulf they had made, overtaken by a death that must have seemed to them as 
incomprehensible as any death could be. 'I o me also at that time this death 
was incomprehensible. All I knew was that these things that had been alive 
and so terrible to men were dead, h'or a moment I believed that the 
destruction o\' Sennacherib had been repeated, that (lod had repented, that 
the Angel of Death had slain them in the night. 

I stood staring into the pit, and my heart lightened gloriously, even as the 
rising sun struck the world to tire about me with his rays. I'hc pit was still in 
darkness; the mighty engines, so great and wonderful in their power and 
complexity, so unearthly in their tortuous forms, rose weird and vague and 
strange out of the shadi)ws towards the light. A multitude of dogs, I could 
hear, fought t)ver the bi)dies that lay darkly in the depth of the pit, far below 
me. Across the pit on its farther lip, Hat and vast and strange, lay the great 
llying-machine with which they had been experimenting upon our denser 
atmosphere when decay and death arrested them. Death had come not a day 
too soon. At the sound of a cawing overhead I looked up at the huge 
lighting-machine that would light no more for ever, at the tattered red 
shreds of llesh that dripped down upon the overturned seals on the summit 
of Primrose 1 lill. 

I turned and looked down the sU^pe of the hill to where, enhaloed now in 
birds, stood those other two Martians that I had seen overnight, just as 
death had overtaken them. 'The one had died, even as it had been crying to 
its ci>mpaniiMis; perhaps it was the last to die, and its voice had gone on 
perpetually until the force of its machinery was exhausted. 'They glittered 
now, harmless tripiKl towers of shining metal, in the brightness of the rising 
sun. 

All about the pit, and saved as by a miracle from everlasting destruction, 
stretched the great Mother Cities. 'I'hose who have only seen London 
veiled in her sombre robes of smoke can scarcely imagine the naked 
clearness and beauty of the silent wilderness ot houses. 

Eastward, over the blackened ruins ot the Albert 1 erraee and the 
splintered spire of the church, the sun blazed dazzling in a clear sky. and 
here and there some facet in the great wilderness ot roots caught the light 
and glared with a white intensity. 

Northward were Kilburn and Hampstead, blue and crowded with 
houses; westward the great city was dimmed; and southward, be\ond the 
Martians, the green waves of Regent’s Park, the Langham 1 lotel, the dome 
of the Albert Hall, the Imperial Institute, and the giant mansions of the 
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Brompton Road came out clear and little in the sunrise, the jagged ruins of 
Westminster rising hazily beyond. Far away and blue were the Surrey hills, 
and the towers of the Crystal Palace glittered like two silver rods. 'The dome 
of St Paul’s was dark against the sunrise, and injured, 1 saw for the first 
time, by a huge gaping cavity on its western side. 

And as I looked at this wide expanse of houses and factories and churches, 
silent and abandoned; as I thought of the mullitunidous hopes and efforts, 
the innumerable hosts of lives that had gone to build this human reef, and of 
the swift and ruthless destruction that had hung over it all; when I realised 
that the shadow had been rolled back, and that men might still live in the 
streets, and this dear vast dead city of mine be t^nce more alive and 
powerful, I felt a wave of emotion that was near akin to tears. 

'I'he torment was over. Pven that day the healing woiiKl begin. The 
survivors of the people scattered over the country—leaderless, lawless, 
foodless, like sheep without a shepherd—the thousands who had fled by sea, 
would begin to return; the pulse of life, growing stri>nger and stronger, 
would beat again in the empty streets and pour across the vacant squares. 
Whatever destructiim was dime, the hand of the destroyer was stayed. All 
the gaunt wrecks, the blackened skeletons of houses that stared si> dismally 
at the sunlit grass of the hill, would pre.senily be echoing with the hammers 
of the restorers and ringing with the tapping of their trowels. At the thought 
I extended my hands towards the sky and began thanking Ciod. In a year, 
thought 1—in a year. ... 

W’ith overwhelming force came the thought of myself, of my wife, and the 
old life of hope and tender helpfulness that had ceased for ever. 


_9 

\VRi:cKA(d-: 


And now' comes the strangest thing in my story. Yet, perhaps, it is not 
altogether strange. 1 remember, clearly and coldly and vividly, all that I did 
that day until the time that I stood weeping and praising Ciod upon the 
summit of Primrose Hill. And then I forget. 

Of the next three days 1 know nothing. I have learned since that, so far 
from my being the first to di.scoverer of the Alartian overthri)w, several such 
wanderers as myself had already discovered this on the previous night. One 
man—the first—had gone to St Martin’s-le-Cirand, and, while 1 sheltered 
in the cabman’s hut, had contrived to telegraph to Paris. 'Phence the joyful 
news had hashed all over the world; a thousand cities, chilled by ghastly 
apprehensions, suddenly flashed into frantic illuminations; they knew' of it 
in Dublin, Edinburgh, Alanchester, Birmingham, at the time when I stood 
upon the verge of the pit. Already men, weeping with joy, as 1 have heard, 
shouting and staying their work to shake hands and shout, were making up 
trains, even as near as Crewe, to descend upon London. 'I’he church bells 
that had ceased a fortnight since suddenly caught the news, until all 



The War of the Worlds 823 

lingland was bell-ringing. Men on eycles, lean-faeed, unkempt, scorched 
along every country lane shouting of unhoped deliverance, shouting to 
gaunt, staring figures of despair. And for the food! Across the Channel, 
across the Irish Sea, across the Atlantic, corn, bread, and meat were tearing 
ti> our relief. All the shipping in the world seemed going Londonward in 
those days. Hut of all this I have no memory. I drifted—a demented man. I 
found myself in a house of kindly people, who had found me on the third 
day wandering, weeping, and raving through the streets of St John's Wood. 
'I'hey have told me since that I was singing some inane di)ggercl about ‘The 
Last Man Left Alive! Hurrah! 'I’he Last Man Left Alive!' Troubled as they 
were with their own altairs, these people, whose name, much as I would like 
to express my gratitude to them, I may not even give here, nevertheless 
cumbered themselves with me, sheltered me, and protected me from 
myself. Apparently they had learned something of my story from me during 
the days (T my lapse. 

Very gently, when my mind was assured again, did they break to me what 
they had learned of the fate of Leaiherhead. 'fw'o days after 1 was 
imprisoned it had been destroyed, with every soul in it, by a Martian. He 
had swept it out v^f existence, as it seemed, without any provocation, as a boy 
might crush an ant-hill, in the mere wantonness of power. 

I was a lonely man, and they were very kind to me. I was a lonely man and 
a sad laie, and they bore with me. I remained with them four days after my 
recovery. All that time I felt a vague, a growing craving to look once more on 
whatever remained (^f the little life that seemed si> happy and bright in my 
past. It was a mere hopeless desire tc^ feast upon my misery. 'I'hey dissuaded 
me. 'They did all they could to divert me from this morbidity. Hut at last I 
could resist the impulse no longer, and, promising faithfully to return to 
them, and parting, as I will cvnifcss, fn»m these four-day friends with tears, 
I went out again into the streets that had lately been so dark and strange and 
empty. 

Already they were busy w ith returning people; in places even there were 
shops open, and I saw a drinking-fountain running water. 

I remember hiwv mocklingly bright the day seemed as I went back on my 
melancholy pilgrimage to the little house at Woking, how busy the streets 
and vivid the nnwing life about me. So many people were abroad 
everywhere, busied in a thousand activities, that it seemed incredible that 
any great proportion i>f the population could have been slain. But then 1 
noticed hinv yelknv were the skins of the people I met, how shaggy the hail 
i>f the men, how large and bright their eyes, and that every other man still 
wore his dirty rags. Their faces seemed all with one ol two expressions—a 
leaping exultation and energy or a grim resolution. Save lor the expression 
of the faces, London seemed a city ol tramps. 1 he vestries 
indiscriminately distributing bread sent us by the b'rench government. I he 
ribs of the few horses showed dismally. Haggard special constables w'lh 
w hite badges stood at the corners of every street. I saw little ot the mischiel 
wrought by the Alartians until I reached Wellington Street, and there I saw 
the red w’eed clambering over the buttresses ol Waterloo Bridge. 

At the corner of the bridge, tiui, I saw one of the common contrasts ol that 
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grotesque time—a sheet of paper haunting against a thicket of the red weed, 
transfixed by a stick that kept it in place. It was the placard of the first 
newspaper to resume publication—the Daily Mail. I bought a copy for a 
blackened shilling I found in my pocket. Most of it was in blank, but the 
solitary compositor who did the thing had amused himself my making a 
grotesque scheme of advertisement stereo on the back page. The matter he 
printed was emotional; the news organisation had niH as yet found its way 
back. I learned nothing fresh except that alreaely in one week the 
examination of the Martian mechanisms had yielded astimishing results. 
Among other things, the article assured me what I did not believe at the 
time, that the ‘Secret of b'lying’ was discovered. At Waterloo I found the 
free trains that were taking people to their homes. 'I'lie first rush was already 
over, 'riiere were few people in the train, and I was in no mood for casual 
conversation. I got a compartment to myself, and sat with folded arms, 
looking greyly at the sunlit devastaticMi that flowed past the windows. And 
just outside the terminus the train jolted over temporary rails, and on either 
side of the railway the houses were blackened ruins. 'To C'lapham Junction 
the face of London was grimy with powder of the Black Smoke, in spite i>f 
two days of thunderstorms and rain, and at C'lapham Junction the line had 
been wrecked again; there were hundreds of out-of-wi^rk clerks and 
shopmen working side by side with the customary navvies, and we were 
jolted over a hasty relaying. 

All down the line from there the aspect of the country was gaunt and 
unfamiliar; Wimbledon particularly had suffered. VC'alton, by virtue of its 
unburned pine-woods, seemed the least hurt i>f any place along the line. 
The Wandle, the Mole, every little stream, was a heaped mass of red weed, 
in appearance between butcher’s meal and pickled cabbage. The Surrey 
pine-woods were too dry, however, for the festoons of the red climber. 
Beyond Wimbledon, within sight i^f the line, in certain nursery grounds, 
were the heaped masses of earth about the sixth cylinder. A number of 
people were standing about it, and some sappers were busy in the midst of 
it. Over it flaunted a Union Jack, flapping cheerfully in the morning bree/e. 
The nursery grounds were everywhere crimson with the weed, a wide 
expanse of livid coUmr cut with purple shadows, and very painful to the eye. 
One’s gaze went with infinite relief from the scorched greys and sullen reds 
of the foreground to the blue-green softness of the eastward hills. 

I'he line on the London side of Woking station was still undergoing 
repair, so I descended at Byflcet station and took the road to Maybury, past 
the place where I and the artilleryman had talked to the hussars, and on by 
the spot where the Martian had appeared to me in the thunderstorm. Here, 
moved by curiosity, I turned aside to find, amcmg a tangle of red fronds, the 
warped and broken dog-cart with the whitened bones of the horse scattered 
and gnawed, bor a time I stood regarding these vestiges. 

'I'hen I returned through the pine-wood, neck-high with red weed here 
and there, to find the landlord of the Spotted Dog has already found burial, 
and so came home past the College Arms. A man standing at an open cottage 
door greeted me by name as I passed. 

I looked at my house with a quick fla.sh of hope that faded immediately. 
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1 he door had been loreed; il was unfastened, and was opening slowly as I 
approaehed. 

Il slammed again. 'I’he curtains of my study fluttered out of the open 
window from which I and the artilleryman had watched the dawn. No one 
had closed il since. 'I'he smashed bushes were just as I had left them nearly 
four weeks ago. I stumbled into the hall, and the house felt empty. 'Vhe 
stair-carpet was rutiled and discoloured where I had crouched, soaked to the 
skin from the thunderstorm the night of the catastrophe. Our muddy 
fi)Olsleps 1 saw still went up the stairs. 

I followed them into my study, and found lying on my writing-table still, 
with the selenite paper-weight upon it, the sheet of work I had left on the 
afternoon of the cylinder, b'or a space 1 stood reading over 

my abandoned arguments. It was a paper on the probable development of 
Moral Ideas with the development of the civilising process; and the last 
sentence was the opening of a prophecy: ‘In about two hundred years,' I had 
written, ‘we may expect—' 'The sentence ended abruptly. I remembered my 
inability to fix my mind that morning, scarcely a month gone by, and how I 
had broken off to get my Daily ('hrotticlc fnmi the newsboy. 1 remembered 
how I went down to the garden gate as he came along, and how* I had 
listened io his odd story of‘Men from Mars.' 

I came down and went into the dining-n)om. 'There were the mutton and 
bread, both far gone now in decay, and a beer bottle overturned, just as I 
and the artilleryman had left them. My home was desolate. I perceived the 
folly of the faint hope I had cherished so long. And then a strange thing 
occurred. ‘ It is no use,' said a Vi)ice. ‘'The house is deserted. No one has been 
here these ten days. Do not stay here to torment \\>urself. No one escaped 
but you.' 

1 was startled. Had 1 spi^ken my tlunight aloud? 1 turned, and the 
Trench window* was i^pen behind me. I made a step to it, and stood look¬ 
ing out. 

And there, ama/ed and afraid, even as I stoi>d amazed and afraid, were my 
cousin and my wife—my w ite while and tearless. She gave a taint cry. 

‘I came,’ she said. ‘I knew—knew-' 

She put her hand to her throat—sw'ayed. 1 made a step forward, and 
caught her in my arms. 


10 

TllH TlMLOCirT: 


1 canin>t but regret, nuw that I am eoncluding my story, how little 1 am able 
to contribute li> the discussion ot the many debatable questions which aie 
still unsettled. In one respect 1 shall eertainly provoke critieism. My 
partieular provinee is speculative phiU>sophy. My knowledge ot eompara 
live physii^U>gy is confined to a book i)r tw’o, but it seems to me that ^an er s 
suggestions as ti> the reason of the rapid eieath ot the Martians is so pro a 
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as to be regarded almost as a proven conclusion. I have assumed that in the 
body of my narrative. 

At any rate, in all the bodies of the Martians that were examined after the 
war, no bacteria except those already known as terrestrial species were 
found. That they did not bury any of their dead, and the reckless slaughter 
they perpetrated, point also to an entire ignorance of the putrefactive 
process. But probable as this seems, it is by no means a proven conclusion. 

Neither is the composition of the Black Smoke known, which the 
Martians used with such deadly effect, and the generator of the Heat-Rays 
remains a puzzle. 'Fhe terrible disasters at the Haling and South Kensington 
laboratories have disinclined analysts for further investigations upon the 
latter. Spectrum analysis of the black powder points unmistakably to the 
presence of an unknown element with a brilliant group of three lines in the 
green, and it is possible that it combines with argon to form a compound 
which acts at once with deadly effect upon some constituent in the blood. 
But such unproven speculations will scarcely be of interest to the general 
reader, to whom this story is addressed. None of the brown scum that 
drifted down the Thames after the destruction of Shepperton was examined 
at the time, and now none is forthcoming. 

'rhe results of an anatomical examination of the Martians, so far as the 
prowling dogs had left such an examination possible, 1 have already given. 
But everyone is familiar with the magniticent and almost ctmplete 
specimen in spirits at the Natural History Museum, and the countless 
drawings that have been made from it; and beyond that the interest of their 
physiology and structure is purely scientific. 

A question of graver and universal interest is the possibility of another 
attack from the Martians. I do not think that nearly enough attention is 
being given to this aspect iff the matter. At present the planet Mars is in 
conjunction, but with every return to opposition 1, for one, anticipate a 
renewal of their adventure. In any case, we should be prepared. It seems to 
me that it should be possible to define the posiiii>n of the gun from which 
the shots are discharged, to keep a sustained watch upon this part of the 
planet, and to anticipate the arrival of the next attack. 

In that case the cylinder might be destroyed with dynamite or artillery 
before it was sufficiently cool for the Martians to emerge, or they might be 
butchered by means of guns so soon as the screw' opened. It seems to me 
that they have lost a vast advantage in the failure of their first surprise. 
Possibly they see it in the same light. 

Lessing has advanced excellent reasons for supposing that the Martians 
have actually succeeded in effecting a landing on the planet Venus. Seven 
months ago now, Venus and Mars were in alignment with the sun; that is to 
say. Mars was in opposition from the point of view of an observer on Venus. 
Subsequently a peculiar luminous and sinuous marking appeared on the 
unillumined half of the inner planet, and almost simultaneously a faint dark 
mark of a similar sinuous character was detected upon a photograph of the 
Martian disk. One needs to see the drawings of these appearances in order 
to appreciate fully their remarkable resemblance in character. 

At any rate, whether we expect another invasion or not, our views of the 
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human luturc must be greatly modilied by these events. We have learned 
now that we cannot regard this planet as being fenced in and a secure 
abiding-place it>r Arlan^ we can never anticipate the unseen good or evil that 
may come upon us suddenly out of space. It may be that in the larger design 
of the universe this invasion from Mars is not without its ultimate benefit 
lor men; it had robbed us ol that serene confidence in the future which is the 
most fruitful source of decadence, the gifts to human science it has brought 
are enornnius, and it has done much to promote the conception of the 
commonwealth ol mankind. It may be that across the immensity i>f space 
the Martians have watched the late i^l these pioneers of theirs and learned 
their lesson, and that on the planet Venus they have found a securer 
settlement. He that as it may, for many years yet there will certainly be no 
relaxation of the eager scrutiny of the Martian disk, and those fiery darts of 
the sky, the sho^aing stars, will bring with them as they fall an unavoidable 
apprehension to all the sons of men. 

'The broadening of men's views that has resulted can scarcely be 
exaggerated. Hefi^re the cylinder fell there was a general persuasion that 
through all the deep of space no life existed beyiuid the petty surface of our 
minute sphere. Wnv we see further. If the Martians can reach Venus, there 
is no reason ti) suppose that the thing is impossible for men, and when the 
slow cooling of the sun makes this earth uninhabitable, as at last it must do, 
it may be that the thread of life that has begun here will have streamed i>ut 
and caught i)ur sister planet within its toils. 

Him and wonderful is the visiim 1 have cimjured up in my mind of life 
spreading slowly from this little seed-bed of the solar system thnuighout 
the inanimate vasiness of sidereal space. Hut that is a remote dream. It may 
be, on the i>lher hand, that the dcsiructitm cif the Martians is only a reprieve. 
'To them, and not to us, perhaps, is the future ordained. 

I must confess the stress and danger of the time have left an abiding sense 
of doubt and insecurity in my mind. I sit in my study writing by lamplight, 
and suddenly 1 see again the healing valley below set with writhing flames, 
and feel the Infuse behind and about me empty and desolate. I go out into 
the Hyfleet Rtuid, and vehicles pass me, a butcher-boy in a carl, a cabful of 
visitors, a WDikman on a bicycle, children going to sclund, and suddenly 
they become vague and unreal, and I hurry again with the artilleryman 
thriHigh the hot, broi>ding silence. Of a night 1 see the black powder 
darkening the silent streets, and theconti^ried bodies shrouded in that layer; 
they rise upon me tattered and di>g-bilten. They gibber and grow fiercer, 
paler, uglier, mad distortivms of humanity at last, and 1 wake, cold and 
wretched, in the darkness of the night. 

I go te> LondiMi and see the busy multitudes in Meet Street and the 
Strand, and it comes across my mind that they are but the ghosts of the past, 
haunting the streets that I have seen silent and wretched, going to and fro, 
phantasms in a dead city, the mockery of life in a galvanised body. And 
strange, loo, it is to stand on Primrose Hill, as I did but a day before writing 
this last chapter, tt) see the great province of houses, dim and blue through 
the haze of the smoke and mist, vanishing at last into the vague lower sk\, to 
see the people w’alking to and fro ammig the flower-beds on the hill, to see 
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the sightseers about the Martian maehine that stands there still, to hear the 
tumult of playing children, and to recall the time when 1 saw it all bright and 

clear-cut, hard and silent, under the dawn of that last great day_ 

And strangest of all is it to hold my wife’s hand again, and to think that 1 
have counted her, and that she has counted me, among the dead. 
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